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PREFACE 

WITH  the  permission  of  the  cultivated  reader  we  wiU 
117  1.  -^    "^  *  *^'"°^  ^^*^  t^®  Immortal  Gods. 
PprJil K^  m  Piccadilly  yesterday  morning  we  met  the 
Perfect  Enghshman.    He  was  a  miracle  of  gloss  and  gravity 

^hl hiZ^t^.^^'^  from  every  pore.  The  set  of  his  coat, 
the  hang  of  his  trousers,  his  boots,  his  tie.  his  gloves  his 
umbreUa.  all  had  the  aplomb  which  means  at  S  three 

k?oundX°^  ^^^  ?l?^"|-c  ^"^^^"^y'  ^h°  cameTuffing 
It  round  the  corner  of  Bond  Street  but  rude  Boreas,  saluted 

ZfT'^  r?  ^"  "  '^  ^^^  y^''  Cocky  ?"-a  frtSorn 
that  showed  he  was  no  gentleman— knocked  off  the  hat 
which  our  fnend  had  only  had  from  Scott  the  day  before 

TjlJi  ^^Ku  "''''^  °''  th^  ^^'^^^^^s  gaiters,  whUe.  in  the 
agitation  of  the  moment,  the  glass  hopped  from  the  well 
tramed  eye,  and  was  shivered  on  the  pavement  into  Uttle 

Now  was  not  that  a  piece  of  poor  behaviour  ?  The 
bystanders  were  agreed  that  Arrius  himself  could  not 
have  been  so  gudty.  And  while  a  district  messenger 
retneved  the  hat  from  the  threshold  of  the  BTrUngton 
knJht'nM^*^''  *  ^"^  been  carried  by  the  gale.  wE 
SL  *  ^„T*7  '"^^P*  *h^  g^^^^  ^"t°  the  lutter.  and  a 
policeman  caUed  a  hansom,  we  were  moved  to  reflect  upon 
the  melancholy  affair.  Newton  had  his  mind  directed  to 
the  law  of  gravity  by  the  fall  of  an  apple ;  the  fall  of 
m^m?nTuT"^"    hat  directed  our  on-n  to  one  hardly  less 

The  gods  must  have  their  jest,  was  a  familiar  saying  in 
the  tmie  of  Plato  An  ours  it  is  old  enough  to  be  an  aphorism 
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BROKE   OF  COVENDEN 

All  down  the  page  of  history  it  has  been  the  lament  of 
refined  and  educated  minds.  The  Olympian  sense  of 
hmnour  has  always  been  very  abundant,  very  positive,  if 
not  always  academic.    That  is  our  complaint. 

The  laughter  of  the  gods  is  immemorial,  but  their  method 
of  indulging  it  has  long  incurred  the  censure  of  the  nice. 
Laughter  itself  in  righteous  hands  can  be  a  civilizing  instru- 
ment; it  can  be  suave,  humane,  medicinal.    The  pity 
is  it  may  too  readily  become  the  agent  of  those  who  do  not 
hesitate  to  bring  it  low.    Without  a  spice  of  this  saving 
quality  of  laughter  we  can  go  nowhither.    There  is  no  game 
to  be  played.    But  why,  we  ask,  should  the  Immortal 
Gods  preoccupy  themselves  with  such  child's  tricks  to 
raise  a  laugh  in  heaven,  wfeen  we,  natural  inferiors,  crea- 
tures so  infinitely  lower  in  the  scheme  of  things,  can  only 
stand  aghast  at  their  formulas  for  inciting  it  ?    The  sight 
of  a  clown  thwacking  a  donkey  in  a  booth  is  surely  too  primi- 
tive for  the  civilizations  of  London  and  Paris  now  they  have 
their  Hippodrome.    Let  us  admit  that  the  "  nostalgic  de 
la  vie,"  the  strange  imrest  of  life  and  weariness,  is  quite  as 
likeljf  to  come  upon  the  Immortals,  yea,  to  press  upon 
their  very  vitals,  as  upon  those  whose  mortality  is  bounded 
by  a  term  of  days ;  but  we  would  put  it  to  them :  can  they 
think  they  are  doing  anything  to  relieve  this  intolerable 
pressure  upon  their  nervous  systems  when   they  place 
additional  encumbrances  on  ours  ? 

In  the  service  of  the  Immortals  laughter  has  fallen  from 
its  high  estate.  In  fact,  civilization  has  moved  on  so  much 
of  late  as  to  make  it  clear  that  nothing  delights  them  more 
than  to  put  it  out  of  touch  with  our  immense  refinement. 
Rightly  to  use  this  precious  gift,  this  inestimable  boon 
of  laughter,  there  should  be  an  absence  of  guile,  above 
all,  an  absence  of  sardonic  intention.  Let  it  be  meat  for 
babes  and  the  gentle-hearted.  The  Immortal  Gods  are 
too  rude,  too  animal.  When  they  grin  they  smack  their 
chops. 

They  can  have  no  idea  how  it  appals  us  to  find  our- 
selves the  victims  of  an  inveterate  witticism.  They  may 
feed  their  gaiety  by  thrusting  a  stake  through  our  immacu- 
late waistcoats  to  observe  whether  it  makes  us  turn  up  the 
whites  of  our  eyes  ;  by  wrenching  a  limb  off  our  trunks  to 
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PREFACE 

our  eyes  to  si  i?  cSrlS^  JS  fj^""^  '■  ^^  «°"«^  out 
afternoon's  entSSSit  to  f^ir^*  ^^y  ^V  afford  an 

ofl^eXtS^oS^tSSg^'t^;    /^^asUkethat 

Jjs  small  sX:^'°Be^o^^^(^Su^'^nThow  tS'T ^ 
XTria^ii^l-  b/SsSoSn^tt^in^C' 
fonn/a^d  sS  fror^S  ^^  ^''^'"^^  ^^^^cter  from 
beautifaJof  S,n  li  SLT"*--.  .^\ig°oble  was 
shape  ;  y^mTTiL^o^J^S^l^'^l'S:^^^''^  ^  ^^^ 
consummation  of  S  S  Rpil™°'^*f*.^y  ^as  the 
was  a  fable^fh  a  T^  r    J    P«^«ty  mated  to  the  Beast 

<^ofPan.Wms^fi"^r^^f»'fiS"^^    There  w^e 

^neas  desceSTto  the  ;^teS' ^'nf,  ""^  ^  «°**-     ^^^^ 
harpy  with  the  conn  JnT^       *       *  ^^^  ^^  encountered  a 

fa  a  suit  of  nS^he^  no  «h  'T.f^'^''  "'  J"P"«- 
»dyes ,  the  dickens  of  ,t  ™s  when  they  took  to  I^       ' 

AS  flies  to  wanton  boys  are  w«  to  the  gods. 
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BROKE   OF  COVENDEN 

When  our  father  Adam,  the  first  animal  they  so  endowed, 
looked  up  to  scan  the  blue  vault  above  his  garden,  what  a 
twitter  of  delight  there  was  on  high  Olympus  !    How  they 
doted  on  the  perplexity  of  the  poor  bewildered  rogue  !   How 
they  feted  the  unique  talent  that  had  prepared  the  «»lad 
surpnse !  The  statue  nodding  to  Don  Juan  never  addressed 
the  senses  ^^^th  half  such  joy.    And  the  spectacle  of  the  heirs 
ot  all  the  ages  groping  hither  and  thither  with  this  feeble 
htt'e  talisman  increases  year  by  year  in  its  power  to  make 
them  laugh.    We  wear  such  airs  because  we  have  this 
wretched  ineffectual  Jack  o'Lanthom  ;   we  are  so  self- 
important  ;  we  are  so  full  of  patronage  towards  all  who 
have  it  not;  ana  yet  this  futile  genie  that  a  whimsical 
Artist-tjod  bestowed  on  us  in  a  moment  of  inspiration  when 
his  talent  was  panning  free,  whose  functions  we  understand 
as  perfectly  as  the  naked  savage  who  ties  a  pair  of  trousers 
round  his  neck  as  though  it  were  a  comforter,  simply  makes 
us  sorry,  and  m  the  end  does  nought  but  send  us  mad 
A  footman  in  hvery,  or  a  king  in  a  uniform,  looks  no  more 
inconsequent  thca  we  ambiguous  burgesses  strutting  about 

J^S  Tlt""^'  ?,""■  ^"^"^*^  Sift.  The  Olympians  are  de- 
iighteJ  with  us  Monsieur  Jourdains,  who  use  our  swords  to 
eat  our  cheese.  We  have  become  one  of  the  piUars  of 
their  Thea.tre.  *^ 

Since  Civilization  became  the  fashion  in  Europe  there 
has  not  been  a  dull  moment  in  heaven.  It  has  placed  to 
crowded  houses  every  night.  It  is  the  keystone  of  their 
JJrama.  And  the  august  talent  that  made  it  possible,  the 
great  protagonist  of  their  delight,  has  done  more  for  the 
entertainment  of  his  fellows  than  all  the  poets  known  to 
man.  His  place  in  the  Olympian  Theatre  is  one  th,  . 
Anstophanes  and  Moliere  might  envy;  indeed,  without 
him  the  Olympian  Theatre  had  not  been.  But  let  us  teU 
you  who  he  is. 

One  day  in  an  unhappy  moment  for  the  world,  a  genius 
like  our  Shak^peare  rose  among  them.  His  talents  were 
an  evidence  of  his  obscure  origin,  but  his  parts  were  so 
brilliant  and  ^ingenious  that  almost  immediately  he  was 
made  a  god  of  the  first  class,  in  the  same  way  that  Swift  was 
made  a  dean.j^They  felt  it  safer  to  propitiate  him  lest  on 
a  day  he  should  turn  his  surp.ising  talents  against  them 
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H  fe  ^  ''°"'P^^*  '"  am,V,>«of  the  Animal  PrlctfcfT 
His  first  act  was  to  buUd  a  theatre  at  the  verv  tnrf  ?/+^" 
mountain,  and  for  many  years  now  he  Lsr--!-'^  " 
tW.';?  v°°'^*^°"^  o/l^mortarby  pe?ta7ng1ttt 
n^rTf  I'^etirCrid'  T^^^^  picked'froreveVco  ! 
he  aros^^^^^^^^^^  tZ^^^^^  ^^^ 

S^i?^St^«i*S-^aS 

oJJ=y^^.Sn^^tSlH^^ 

mortals  here  below.  Hitherto  the  Olympian  forces  h.d 
always  been  enacted  bv  themselves  "^'^'"f  ^"  ^^^^^  nad 
tiye  that  they  did  not  caU  ^etS^at^^^  Sre'thTrTse 
of  this  audacious  talent  their  idea  of  a  humorois  pieceTf 
mummery  was  confined  to  Vulcan's  limrTlc  Tf  ^  ^  i 
round  ambrosia  Tl,«  Jt^^^  .  ™P  ^  '^^  handed 
utuiu  dmorosia.     ihe  gifted  amateur  was  quite  eoual  tn 

tW    so  elementary.     But  this  Dramatist  soon  changed  aU 
that.    His  art  was  so  various,  so  intricate,  that  likeMoSre 
As?lV'Tn  ^°^P!"y  of  comedians  tS™^^^^^^^ 

Their  senous  airs  were  invaluable  whenever  it  was  necessS^ 
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Englishman  woiJd  turn  up  his  heels  as  though  he  were 
sitting  in  church,  and  contrive  to  look  superbly  self-con- 
scious even  with  his  trousers  uppermost.  Small  wonder 
that  the  god  would  always  have  these  bom  comedians 
whenever  he  could  get  them  !  It  is  recorded  in  Ids  journal 
intime  "that  whenever  he  saw  an  Englishman,  he  could 
hardly  keep  his  fingers  off  him." 

Consummate  in  his  Art,  he  merits  the  high-sounding 
titles  his  admirers  have  bestowed  upon  him.    For  he  com- 
prises and  excels  Aristophanes  and  Molidre,  Shakespeare 
and  Sophocles.    We  can  hope  to  give  you  no  adequate 
idea  of  the  depth  and  range  of  his  method.    Human  life 
IS  but  a  phase  of  it.    The  stars  in  their  courses  are  but 
another.    The  source  of  energy,  the  mystery  of  matter  is 
only  a  third.    He  can  employ  the  very  winds  of  heaven  for 
a  chorus,  and  its  lightnings  for  stage  fire.    Its  thunders 
may  be  "  a  noise  heard  off  l."   But  with  all  tliese  resources 
at  his  command,  with  a  "  universality  "  more  literal  than 
that  of  our  own  Swan  of  Avon,  he  is  ever,  in  the  midst 
of  these  egregious  epics  and  fantasies,  that  may  be  said 
to  c«.ave  space  at  every  point,   pre-occupying  himself 
with  the  comic-irony  of  the  Individual  in  its  confrontation 
with  the  Inevitable,  the  grotesque  spectacle  of  the  turbulent 
spint  of  man  submitting  to  the  dictates  of  Natural  Law 
Upon  that  one  theme  alone  he  has  founded  a  literature. 

We  cannot  tell  you  what  a  hero  he  has  become  on  high 

Olympus.    His  excursions  into  comic  drama  are  the  delight 

of  aU.    "Hie  more  cynical  and  arch  the  combination,  the 

more  fresh  and  unexpected  the  effects,  the  franker  their 

joy   m  his  ingenuity.     Like  a  French  playwright,   he 

nas  the  gift  of  doing  inimitably  roguish  things  with  the 

commonplace.    He  wiU  espy  a  Monsieur  Jourdain  where 

the  untutored  eye  wiU  see  nothing  but  the  most  austere 

and  senous  propriety.    One  of  his  earliest  stccesses  was  his 

masq.:e  of  the  British  Matron.    It  wa:  by  no  means  axi 

ambitious  effort.    It  was  as  trite  as  Marivaux  ;  it  was  in 

his  early  manner ;  but  the  wonderful  fecundity  he  showed 

in  the  treatment  of  a  subject  with  which  his  friends  the 

tntics  assured  him  nothing  could  be  done  to  add  to  the 

Immortal  gaiety,  has  made  it   classical   as  a   Curtain- 
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Po»session  of  a   hS„d    «ni      J^J  ^^ipregnable  m  the 
sight   very  Doeiir  »n3     '  *  "^,  *  *^*^<^''  *°  l»er  young,  a 

upon  her  countenance     W^nT  ^"^.^^  immemorial  cluck 
and  threw  Kto  dl  S^  J°°^  *^  ^^'^^^^  *<^1. 
dignified  predicTmente  ^^r.L'^T^J^'^^  ^"^  '«• 
uponher/ HeTtriJwd  the  f£?K  ^'*'*  J^  ^^t°n  tricks 
bare.    He  gave  suTln  in.n^  ^m  °^.^'^'^  ^^^  ^id  her 
,     struttings   S?  p?Scfny  STu^^^^h'^iJy  *^u^*  *°  ^'' 
every  fne  she  clucked  fnH.ui  i^l  **""«  ^^ap  that 
!     and  'Kcp.cted  her  to  lav  an  ^^^"'^a?*  ^'^'^'^^^^  ^°*^«d 
pulled  iff  her  decorcus^o,^  ff '    .^*  ^""^"^  *^t^«  be 
faces.    Itwasall^erLtrJTim^^^  1^  "^^  ^^^^  tteij- 
it  was  quite  the  fumSSt  fh -^  simple  but  so  audacious  that 
Grund^  rlie   N^^itV^'y  ^^  ^"^'^  seen.    Mrs. 
iinie.  became  as  7arZ,c%^  innocent  as  Paul  et   Vir- 
Comedy.  ^'  ^^"'^"^  ^°''  danng  as   a    Restoration 

oifa^iLrre^xutrfnT^^^^^^^^^^  reahns 

He  sets  such  wines  unnnS  ?•,  *^®,P"™'*^ve  theme, 
flight  into  the  Wgf  S^ean  »nd  ^'  *^*  ^^^^  **J^«  a 
mipHcit  straw  of  the  bSdmr^n?K"T'  ]:^*"^  *<>  the 
decently  clothed  Britkh  U^hS  „  ?«  ^'^  "^^^^  tJ^e 
out  her  own  f^theS^  hfr  h^.^'  ^"^  deliberately  plucks 
Comic  DramtimtSyon^^iJt^'' °* '^^ ^'^^^^ 
stroke  of  artistry  as  anySL  in  sli  J'  """'J.^  "^^^t^''- 
pared  it  to  pobr  Kinf  ffiln?,,^  °?-^'' ^"^  ^^^e  com- 

Henceforward  her  SriS  a^r^oSS'^f^  °"*  ,*^  ^y««- 
are  one  with  the  Impossibl?   tL    k   "^^  *^^  P^^'    They 
They  and  the  What^re They     S^f  h°"^  *°  *^"  ^°-a«- 
^ey  are  unclassed.    They  are  id^„t1fi.H  ''°"'T°  'P^^°w 
birds  of  theair ;  the birds^ofThe  n£h?'^Jf ^^^^^  ^^^  t^e 
birds  ;  the  birds  o'  freedom  •  fvl  k-^5  '  ?^  ^^^y  morning 
who  soar;  the  birdrwho  ar*- ^^  k'-       ? ''°^ '  ^^^^^"^ 
be;  the  unconvenrioiS  b?^"°the  grH*^°  ^^^^  ^bould 
morals  has  never  beenX^  un  «n^  «  -/^^  "^^"^^  ^°^e  of 
yard  door ;  in  a  word  theTi,^^»  V^^  "^"^^^  "P^'^  t^e  fann- 
Respectability  hl^  ever  d^S^dT^  r'^^T  °°  °^^«e  of 
^nds  they  a^re  morriit^Sr^.^  ,^'^  B^r^^^? 
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Aristophanes,  yet  they  have  nothing  whatever  to  do  with 
the  play. 

At  psychological  moments  in  the  little  piece  this 
atrocious  Wit  proceeds  to  harass  the  watchful  female 
parent  with  Outsiders,  who  will  intrude  after  the  horrid 
fashion  of  t!  jir  kind.  A  fox  is  seen  to  stalk  across  the  yard 
in  the  middle  of  the  night,  with  his  brush  outstretched  and 
his  nose  upon  the  ground,  inquiring  for  poultry.  Again 
he  allows  a  gay  Lothario  in  the  guise  of  a  cock  pheasant 
to  obtrude  his  flaunting  presence  among  a  highly  fiUsceptible 
brood.  And  you  cannot  resist  the  imp'jdent  suggestion 
that  the  sorcery  of  his  many  plumes  and  long  tail-feathers 
niay  cause  one  of  these  fine  mornings  as  much  consternation 
in  that  well  regulated  household  as  the  apparition  of  a 
black  baby  in  a  Christian  family.  A  Cochin  China  with 
a  burnished  breast  and  a  tail  so  long  that  the  farmyard 
stands  aghast,  may  be  a  happy  stroke  after  the  god's  own 
heart,  but  conceive  the  feelings  of  the  Cochin  China's 
people ! 

That  is  all  the  moral  of  the  so-simple  immortal  little 
play.  How  many  hundreds  of  times  an  Olympian  audience 
has  roared  at  it  we  cannot  tell  you,  any  more  than  we  can 
tell  you  how  mar;  thousands  of  persons  liave  wept  over 
Manon  Lescaut  or  laughed  at  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield.  But 
this  little  thing  is  only  one  among  a  million  of  his  t  xtrava- 
gant  but  at  the  same  time  adorably  human  fantasies.  The 
cry  now  among  us  is  all  for  "  naturalness  "  in  art,  as  you 
know.  We  must  have  human  nature  and  an  uncompromis- 
ing realism.  In  this  grim  Artist  you  get  it ;  that  is  why 
we  venture  to  think  that  you  will  appreciate  any  uncon- 
sidered trifle  of  his  that  is  set  before  you. 

It  is  hard  to  know  what  to  select  from  among  such  a  mass 
of  achievement,  for  this  Dramatist  was  even  more  pro- 
lific than  M.  Dumas  the  elder.  His  pieces  are  all  equally 
characteristic  in  their  boldness  of  touch  ;  but  some  are  a 
little  more  finished  than  others,  which  is  "  inevitable," 
when  we  consider  that  they  are  knocked  off  with  the  care- 
less insolence  of  power;  while  so  confident  is  he  in  his  skill 
that  he  scorns  to  blot  a  line.  And  some,  of  course,  are  very 
ambitious  ;  and  critics  educated  to  his  highest  will  assure 
you^that  they  are  quite  his  finest  things.    But  as  it  may  call 
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put  on  the  pr^lSIe"^      "'  °'  ""  *"""•'«  #«°~'  to 

.nd"SlS"4°'  '^^tS''!""^*'  '"oursop«,r 
t»a8ordyoua„w£.rj.:^by'",S'„«Sn''r'°''>' 

S"  a  coKofX'^eri'rrriJ^'^ "';  "^r"-"^ 

teiaptuous  white  heat  th^™™T  '""l"*^  ofl  at  a  con- 

int4e„ce:    -jLs^'clJrSn  t^'Cy^^ 

if  a  companson  wiU  heJn  vou   fn  ♦hi   «  c  ^u   J**^"®^' 

that  thatVeat  and  h^aneCan  ?helate  M?  Th^T"  " 
contributed  to  PumcA     Th^  a  iu      Z:      ,       Thackeray, 

repudiate  .h«  ^"^tn  iS'oUt^hYu'^end'W 
«.ey  are  ^rSd"rr.iS  do^^  aTtl^^fltf 7" 

diverting  touches      Th^  h?i  ""*  happiest,  and  most 
the  whole  seSf'ic  tz^      I®  ^°  significance   at    aU : 

all  such  conscious  and  -McrhtUr  ■      '**  ^<'^'  and 

which  smells  of  the  lamp  aS^i^S^^  ^''  !^  ^^'' 
osity.  can  go  to  HadSZong  as  ^Sfare  ISow°  J  J^'  ^''"■ 
th -r   favourite   fauteuils  i'nlheTtStlWS^^^S 
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Jf'^!!^Lir*H'!i*"f??  a/urious  and  inconsequent  farce,  oat 
of  the  belittled  "Civilization  Series."  plircd  without  a 
^lebyadorable  Englishmen  and  adorable  LgSomen 
What  ask  thwe  bold  critics,  can  be  more  exquisitely  S 
l^^SH'itJ  ^Tk"'''"''  ^  Curtain-RaiserWSdT 
ri/htvfi^w  °-  *^^  °''^/'""  °'  *he  six  hundred  and 
S^En^^knS  .  rH^^'y  ^^  '^'  S'S"»"«  °*  Magna  Charta 
St  rfm^ii  H  T^^i  T*'  ""^  '"'*^"^«  '"  ^hich  the  Author 
felt  compelled  to  defer   to   the   compliments  that  were 

S,  T'k  l^"  ^'"'Z*  ^^«  conclusion  oi  the  perfonnance 
for  hich  he  seemed  grateful  at  the  time,  yet  when  he  wm 
act.  d  by  two  journalist  gods  in  the  st;^t  thL  very  ne^ 
rnomin6  he  said  that  to  be  applauded  for  such  a  Se  wi 
the  most  humiliating  experienc^  of  his  life 

The  night  before,  however,  there  was  no  mistakine  the 
roars  that  greeted  it  in  the  theatre.    ManyTrdent  fi«t 
Jtei^.r^'  with  aching  ribs  the  following  mornSg 
And  well  they  might,  for  the  hoarse  mirth  of  these  mie 

f.n  Jr^'P^^'i'^l  j°^'"'  *hese  inveterate  ?easte?  u^n 
laughter  may  be  heard  to  echo  on  such  occasions  am^nX 
hills  and  valleys  of  our  Civilization.  In  eve?y^C  and 
cranny  of  our  Social  Sj-stem  can  we  hear  itlfVe^ho^"* 

to  tlembTe^' trrf  *  'VT""''  '  y«^°<^'  ^ow  weo^t 
lo  tiembie      But  we  do  not  always.    For  even  if  we  listen 

we  are  but    oo  prone  to  think  they  laugh  arothere  rather 

^Z'^Z^T  "  ^--if  ^^^"r  ^^^^^heirlaughter^^SctS 
at  aU-  tfTu^"]  ^^^  ^"  ^°  "°t  J^"°^-  We  do  not  know 
at  ali,  yet  the  fact  is  mcontestable :  indeed  a  SHpntifir 
Humanist  has  told  us  that  if  we  go  up  any  dav  to  1^^ 
pacesof  the  earth  we  may  catch'the  JeS^aVngth^^^^^^^ 
of  then  roars  when  the  wind  blows  from  Olympus  The 
people  in  the  plains  below  cannot  hrar  it  so  dStiv  •  Th! 
force  of  It  is  broken  by  the  mountain  tL  but  if 'thev 
is  til;  ScLSrt"^  "^^°"'  theymaylTrit  tl''  But! 
?he  w^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^  we  Climb  in 

A,Al  '^   ^u"^  l'"*®  y°"   l^'arnt   the  name   of   aas  ereat 

youSU  %^^'^^^^^^^^  r  ""^y  have  guised'it^fo 
K^ilu      T      "*"  *^  *^alled  the  God  of    Irony     With   hi« 
brother  Immortals  he  does  not  sit.    He  Sher  d^Sains 
that  banal  company.    He  is  a  solitary,  an  inacceSSe 
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rnSi^try"r;V^^^^  l?  contemplation 

between  the  shoildm  and  *^JS    '    "^   ^*'  *  hump 
firmities.    OutwarSv  h/r«  ♦  J!  «"evous  physical  in- 

Immortal  fello^!  bu[  inwariv  k^-^- '      ^"''"'"  *°  ^^ 
sionally  rages  at  them  foj  the  s^ite"^  **'"'?'' ^"^  °^« 
upon  him  ^use  his  unfnr»«^  f  ^"**  .^"=  *^"cies  they  put 
take  a  parV^  tl^eS  s^c/ed  ev^r.'^"^'^^"  *°^^'d»  hiVto 
flatter  himtohi  frceSlriunTA-  ^H  *'^"'"  «»^  they 
back  is  turned  they  fall  to  miLW'^'T!  ^"ta'soon  as  his 
his  nervous  pa^^aid  f^tu/S  \^"/»,'^''  «"'*'  '^^V^^Vof 
tricks  of  manner.     In  thdr  JSVf  Ah  ^''^'"^"y  '"^'"o"* 
him.  but  fear  him  a  liuK  and  thl?7  ^^u*^  *"^  ^^»P's« 
But  he  remains  the  only  Sis?  of  th^^'^?***  ^^'"^  "^ore. 
there  yet  has  been,  and  Km  oMfif"".^"  '  ^^'  ^^^t«»t 

Vheiover  there  is  t '  p  K«  i?   I ,-,   ^^^  *°  come, 
handiwork     ^here  is  no^Ln -^  °^  ''^'  y°"  '"ay  discern  his 
itself  that  it  sim,SatS  the  coluTn/.h"*  ^  "P*"^^°  '"^-n  in 
be  protected,  in  wS  vou  cin^^^^^  '*  "'ay 

plant,  that  adopts  al?  manner  of  i?  •'  '*•.  ^^««  ^  ^^gile 
towards  the sun^exhibinThl?rr'''/°.«^*  '*«  h?ad 
hardly  less  than  the  IronVof  rl^"  T^  °^  ^^^  Creation  is 
human  life  is  ful  of  u  Vhjs  rS*^"'f-  ^"'^  °"^  POor 
emotion  and  grinds  it  into  r^inf^"',^'*'"*  *akes  huSan 
the  pageant  of^rmorSfh^'^y^'^- l^^^y  '^  '"""^-ate 
and  grinds  that  into  powder  ioothlt^  ""^"  endeavour 
make  his  colours  peSmanSt     Rv  v'*  ""f-^  '"*^™«  and 

once  the  means  and^tSsublect-m^tter  '?f  ?.^'  ^^'  ^' 
comic  destiny  ;  in  order  to  ji^rtraWt  he  c«-  '  *\^'n^is  our 
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the  clouds ;  an  old  eagle  with  a  curved  beak  and  talons, 
whose  bloody,  mocking,  and  humorous  eyes  watch  below 
in  the  abyss  the  unhappy  souls  smoking  in  the  Purgatory 
of  Human  Life.    He  regards  their  antic  writhings  with  the 
same  impartial  zest,  the  same  hearty  awe,  whether  they 
are  real  and  palpitating  souls  stuffed  with  blood  and  nerves, 
or  cunning  simulacra  whose  hearts  are  made  of  straw, 
puppets  modelled  in  wax,  draped  perfectly,  regardless  of 
expense,  and  painted  to  look  exactly  like  the  genuine  article. 
They  are  all  alike  to  that  amused  spectator  so  long  as  they 
writhe.    A  speck  of  dust  on  the  headgear  may  be  for  one 
the  instrument,  whereas  another  may  demand  a  mortal 
pass,  but  what's  the  odds  'f  only  they  will  wince.     He  sits 
above  them  watching  their  unwilling  and  undignified  per- 
formances, fretting  their  little  hour,  with  the  spectre  of  a 
laugh  staring  out  of  his  old  and  wrinkled  face,  except  when ' 
now  and  then  some  naif  performer,  a  little  stiffer  in  the  joints, 
a  little  more  tardy  than  the  rest,  wriggles  through  its  panto- 
mime, and  seeks  to  gloss  over  its  infirmities  by  curling  up 
its  tormented  limbs  with  a  suspicion  of  a  swagger.     If  once 
he  can  detect  that  suggestion  of  bravado,  however  shght, 
however  pitiful  it  may  be,  it  acts  upon  him  like  a  cup  of 
wme.    He  will  take  it  on  his  tongue  like  a  connoisseur. 
And,  if  that  little  piece  of  mannerism  becomes  crystallised 
nto  an  idios\  ncrasy,  when  confronted  with  it  he  has  been 
known  to  vent  his  feelings  in  a  sudden  roar  that  seems  to 
rock  his  ribs,  a  very  Aristophanic  bellow. 

Indeed,  one  of  his  most  penetrating  critics  has  said  of 
him  that  wherever  the  Inordinate  raises  its  head,  whether 
in  a  nation  or  an  individual,  those  bloody  and  humorous 
eyes  may  be  seen  to  hover.  And  sometimes,  as  hereafter 
we  shall  endeavour  to  make  more  plain,  its  appearance 
pleases  him  so  much  that  he  takes  a  few  notes  of  it,  and 
works  them  up  at  his  leisure  into  a  fantasy,  or  a  grotesque 
sort  of  comedy,  or  a  quaint  kind  of  farce,  and  in  that  way 
many  beautifully  upholstered  ladies  and  gentlemen  have 
become  a  show  before  the  gods. 

It  is  one  of  these  you  are  bidden  to  attend.  The  un- 
considered trifle  we  have  ventured  to  set  before  you  has 
been  selected  with  care  from  the  work  of  this  Immortal 
Farceur.     There  is  not  a  line  in  it  that  can  offend, 
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except  a  little  unconventionality  here  and  there  which  i«! 
of  course     inevitable."  to  use  that  favourite  trade  ten^ 

do2  ir"-  J^'  ^°P^  y°"  ^"^  "°t  be  alan^ed.    Not  on^ 
does  It  go  beyond  the  limits  prescribed  by  the  nreX 
domestic.    Mrs    Juno.  Masters'^  Castor  and^  Pollux    and 
M^  Mmerva  the  governess  too.  attended  a  mat  n&  per 
formance  and  sat  m  the  dress  circle,  and  very  pleased  tW 
were  when  they  left  the   theatre     ThP  iTS  t^t      •    ^ 
chaste  that  it  iWt  certaln'o  k^ee^  an^EnStranf 
lator  out  of  an  English  prison.    We  feel  convS  it  v^li 
5Toutay'S^s°ie.  ^^'^^^^^  ^^  ^^^^^  -"  ^^^  ^LS 
The  subject  chosen  by  the  Author  in  this  characteristic 
httle  fragment  is  an  English  gentleman  of  the  ™t  dlv 
Why  he  chose  him  from  among  so  many  of  his  count??* 
men  who  by  virtue  of  circumstances.  trainW  and  eni^' 
ment  were  quite  as  eligible,  we  cannot  sav^      fe  ?*" 

srrJi^sF=r^^-L?fhSte 

wou^d  have  thought  that  such  anTpstanl^S' of ^ur 
English  Perfection  would  have  defied  the  fu^sedn^  .S 
appropriating  eye  of  even  an  Olympian  amk  DrStfs  " 

0  630  takes  his  tur^nH'  r^  "^'^''i^^  '''''  ^'  the  hour 
«f  i^^K-*     ^       ^^^  ^^^  shaves  his  beard.    He  is  nrpri^P 

21  ' 


u 


BROKE   OF  COVENDEN 

so  heavy-footed,  so  four-square.  But  upon  this  matter 
we  have  formed  a  theory,  ^t  may  be  nothing  worth  bS 
a  theory  is  at  least  a  cloak  of  sorts  for  the  giant  IgnoLce 
May  not  the  notice  of  the  god  be  the  outcome  of  a  J^r* 
usal  of  a  '  Work  of  Reference"?  You  have  no  i?ea 
how  this  Olympian  dotes  upon  such  hterature.  ''Deh^t 
IS  a  work  without  which  no  gentleman's  hbrary  is  SS 

Jhlf  f hf  %  .         !"?u?^'  ^''  commentators  do  not  deny 
t!i^^  editors  of  this  kind  of  publication  are  in  the 
subsidy  of  the  God  of  Irony  to  collect,  label  and  cata- 
logue hkely  material  for  his  use. 

Let  us  be  a  little  more  explicit.     We  have  lately  dedi- 
cated a  whole  hterature  to  the  service  of  that  graZ  £dv 
of  persons  who  in  divers  and  unexpected  wavf  hive  con 
tnved  to  force  their  entities  upon  the  public  pat?ence     Itk 
LTt'tj^?'^°^y'^°'"^"*^^^^dcyonperiodo^^^^^^ 
hearted  daily  newspaper,  he  who  ^earns  for  notoriety Xs 
not  yearn  m  vain      It  is  a  catholic  body ;  for  mediS 
of  every  branch,  shade,  and  practice,  in  all  he  ramificS 
of  Its  angelic  self-sufficiency,  has  its  httle  garden  there 
II  faut  cuUtvernotre  jardin.     It  is  not  for  nothing  that  we 
read  our  Vol  aire.    Since  the  death  of  the  late  Mr  Bamum 
there  are  only  two  great  men  left  in  the  world   and^r 
fortunately  they  divide  their  time  betweerEnriand  and 
Germany.    But  in  this  Valhalla,  where  repostthe souls "f 
the  Second-rate,  the  number  of  the  pseSdo-,  the  demt 

p'Srwit^bVol^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

rrifeyu^p^f^s^^^^^^^^  fz^  -  •  s  ^£ 

piercing  and  godlike  calibre  whom  they  caHsk  to  d,Wr 
or  to  whom  they  care  to  be  seen  talking  in  the  street  Tut 
with  the  smihng  army  of  the  Second-rate  this  ?s  not  ^he 
S;  /*  ''"  shake  hands  with  all  the  world  ft  can  La 
home  to  everj^body  ;  in  every  quarter  of  the  globe  "t  ma v 
find  people  whom  it  would  like  to  know ;  it  may  fomTS 
coteries ;  it  may  herd  and  it  may  hobnob  k  manven 
found  societies  for  the  purpose  ofVro-wor^Sour 
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tobe  sure,  there  must  be  a  distinct  proviso  that  the  hero  is 
thi^  •"  ^^  ^"^  researches  have  carried  us  it  would  seem  that 

better,  on  no  subject  known  to  man,  written  in  no  stv?e 
comprehended  by  him.    It  may  be  a  sermon  rpamnWet 

ft  T'T\  ^/^^y.'  I  "°^^^      book  of  vers™ButTo?i^ed 
It  is  printed  and  bound,  advertised  in  the  press   entered 

Simn.^K'^^  ''S.^^'^'y'  Praised  by  the  learneTpunS  and 
dainned  by      .  ignorant  journaUst,  the  writer  whatever 

m!^fV'  '^'  ''I'-  't  ^''^  °^  '^^  d«^«<=table  company   The 
magic  page  on  which  is  recorded  his  name  and  SrentaVe 

du>i  »^J'  ^"^  '°""P  '^'  ^°^t  Wm  an  d^nus    IS 
dubs  and  pm^uits,  his  political   and  religiouroSonf 

IndSs  /tfawTh-^'  '^V^"  *^^^"^"^'  his'^andeT  estate 
and  neirs-at-law,  is  his  peculiar  property.     It  is  dedicated 

he^waTe:'to^find*r=  ^f  "^-e"- ktted  hs  nichel 
ne  awak^  to  find  himself  a  "  Person  of  the  Period  " 
And  we  beheve  it  was  while  the  God  of  Irony  was  seek 
!X^  "^w"?^'  preoccupation  from  his  r^ore  arduou^ 
kbours  that  he  turned  to  the  source  where  he  was  most 
hkely  to  find  it.     In  other  words,  he  picked  up X^Sr 

t^rand  Vh'"  T'"'*^^  'T''^''  wettS  his^oiemm 
thmnb,  and  chanced  upon  what  follows  :— 

Broke    Edmund  William    Aubrey   Carysfort    Baigent 

Camlin;^:^  'ktl  l^""^^  J°^"  ^^^^^"t  B^oke.  and  La3y 
tarohne,  rf.  of  gth  Eari  Oxter.    B.  1840.    M.  Tane  SoXa 

cliir^  "^^^f  °?  ^'''^''  °f  HipW  Educ  :  Eton  : 
fo^sLth''S.V?^°.?-.  ^•^-  !J"°PPosed,  andcontinuoSj; 
XI?  c  ^*T?""'^^^'"  and  Hundred  of  Ouvery  from 
1876  to  1895.    Hon  Col.  South  Parkshire  Hussarl    MastS 

tm^  ^^^JFv'^"^?^'  /«79-i88x.  Conse^atlte  L 
politi^.     Pubhcation  :  An  Inquiry  into  the  AmcuUural 

M:£:z%i^lTT''''  ri^pp^'<^^^'on7c£:^ 

manure  for  the  Production  0  Mangold  Wurzel  Owns 
about  8.000  acres.    Heir.  ..  William.  6.  1875  (Royal  R^, 
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tisham,  Parkshire;  Club  bSo^  '  ^'^^  ^^^"den.  Cut- 

of  the  Immacidate  ?  Is  T^not  "h  P'""""*  *^!  °"*""^ 
towards  which  every  possesL  of  t.  ?r  ^"l^odin^ent 
per  annum  turns  ii^S^ltL  f^  thousand  pounds 
but  of  a  class     Tt  ic  V^^  :•    ^*  .'s  *^®  "Mirror  not  of  one 

walldngl^distinSt^^^^^^^ 

thunders  oftvTl?om^lf  S^^^^^^^^^^^^^  thf 

mat  can  you  ask  more  ?    It  is  the  bS  TJ^^.  ^  y^^'" 
sible  among  the  best  of  aU  posjfble  '„,ef  °'  ""  *^"*  '^  P^^" 

ch^acteT  :rc1Sras?he'?"-    J^^^^"'^  °*  ^^^  ^^^al 

and  the  Standard  Newsnan^r  iti.*f'  ^*^*®  Church, 
national  endeavour.  I^W  oWnf'  TT'^^^""  °*  ^^^^ 
anything  he  must  ikve  ^en  2hS"  ^w.7T"''  '"^ 
shakme  as  we  write  •  n,»r  e-  ''??»™<^a.    v  e  feel  our  pen 

soled.  ^He  cTul^never TaS^flt'^  ''^J^^  *°  be  cSn- 
labourerforkiSewfJfpnr  ^u-  ^^o^ish  a  farm 
for  snaring  a  rabbft  H^  c^uM  ^V  P^"^  «^^tude 
itshatatthenintionofthenarnfj^^  '"""  ^^  ^^'^^ 

at  a  joke  in  pS  about  fh.  V  sovereign,  or  roar 
This  ideal  charSis  so  m.n"''-^^^'^"^"'"^  ^*  '^V- 
There  is  nothLT^u^e'^cTalT^k^X^^^*  -  --P^etl 
combed  mth  virtu*»"  into,^.;^  sKin-aeep.  It  is  honev- 
you  delve  iSow  the  sScT  thf '  ^^^^^PP^^.  The  more 
become.  ^^^""^  *^^  ^o^'e  impressed  you  will 

f4hi;;?asm'ofe^^^^^^^^^^  ^  the  bounti- 

thoSght  that  sXdffitvafnnf^^Tiy.^  You  would  have 
Therl  is  not  TstrStCcouM'^'*^r\^^P*^*^^^^^d. 

hand  in  hand  with  reticence    a  well  b^?'^  '''    ^^^^^^ 

.en:us.    That  would  bet t^mt^^ort'^riol^,  ^ 
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to  have  intelligence.    That  would  be  a  h„u  <„  i.» 
Yon  cannot  ask  a  grand  exempSr  of  "  1,51™..^^^ 

^eTr^trtTJa^laSrH-'^i    "'^ 
decent  thing  in  nature         **'*"'*•    *  cabbage  is  the  most 

I    fecU»  for^'lTfetir't:  fi  "h\*'"»  ""'  "■*  ''^  '""en  Per- 

his  monograp'    butSllnfhf^t^^i    He  has  written 

He  has  nSd!  thnawstf  t£  nS^r.^^n'^^^^y '^^''"^^ 
thev  set  them      u^hlu-  *"^,P^ple,  and  now  sees  that 

peerage  at  present  bfa  concatenaiion  nf    •  ^^""^^f  *^^ 

&drS"  ?s- «- ?- 

do  you  think  ?     SurL  f,f  ^V   ^P^^ng  "pon  barbarism, 
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our  all  in  Art  and  Literature;  Ye  gods,  would  we  not  have 
given  him  golden  money  if  only  he  would  have  spared  us 
our  Ideal  of  a  Christian  Englishman  ?  How  could  he  lay 
his  impious  paw  upon  that  sacred  Figure !  Gutter-press 
of  Paris,  thy  infamy  were  less  than  this  ! 

We  gather  from  internal  evidence  that  the  ruthless 
Hunter,  having  once  found  his  quarry,  never  left  his  hne. 
We  have  reason  to  believe  that  he  did  not  fail  to  observe 
the  asterisks  that  were  dotted  against  divers  names  on  that 
fatal  page  of  the  manual.  In  elucidation  of  them,  the 
following  legend  was  printed  at  the  bottom — 

"  For  correct  pronunciation  refer  to  page  15,  413." 

And  upon  turning  to  the  page  in  question  he  was,  in 
common  with  a  more  reverent-minded  English  middle 
class,  entreated  to  spell  them  Marjoribanks  and  to  pro- 
nounce them  Cholmondeley. 

Thus — 

Broke        becomes  Brook 

Covenden       „         Cuwin'den 

Baigent         „         Bay'gent (gas in"  gentleman") 

According  to  a  high  authority,  a  reporter  on  an  Olympian 
halfpenny  morning  Journal,  it  was  when  he  received  this 
information  that  the  god  slapped  his  hand  on  his  bleak 
thigh-bone  and  uttered  his  historical  saying,  "  Ha,  these 
inimitable  English !  " 

On  looking  in  other  directions  he  obtained  more  light  on, 
and  additional  lustres  for,  the  name  in  question.  It  is 
thought  that  after  first  sighting  his  quarry  in  Persons  of 
the  Period,  he  followed  him  through  the  more  elaborate 
tome,  one  which  we  understand  contains  much  of  his 
favourite  reading  :  Sir  Horatio  Hare's  ^Peerage,  Baronetage, 
Knightage,  and  Landed  Gentry.  It  may  interest  the  curious 
to  learn — and  in  such  matters  who  is  not  curious  ? — that 
Sir  Horatio  wrote  this  monumental  work  entirely  out  of  his 

1  Sir  Horatio  Hare,  English  encyclopaedist ;  also  a  famous  hunger 
of  big  game  and  chronicler  of  small  beer.  He  flourished  about  the 
beginning  of  last  century,  and  was  a  coadjutor  of  the  hardly  less 
celebrated  Sir  Bernard  Burke,  with  whom  he  was  part  author  in  the 
monumental  work  that  bears  their  name.  Hence  the  term  "  Burke 
and  Hare,"  which  has  become  proverbial.  (See  Dr.  Brewer's  Hand- 
book.) 

26 


PREFACE 

own  head.  That  he  was  able  to  accomplish  a  feat  of  this 
magnitude  was  due  to  his  extensive  famUy  connexions. 
He  thereby  acquired  the  mental  stimulus,  for  blood  as 
you  know  is  thicker  than  water ;  and  also  first-liand  in- 
formation from  the  authentic  circles  in  which  his  life  was 
passed.  All  persons  of  the  rank  of  a  baronet  were  his  dis- 
tant kinsmen  ;  barons  were  not  quite  so  distant ;  earls  and 
marquises  were  even  less  so,  second  cousins  in  fact :  while 
dukes  were  very  near  and  dear  to  him  indeed.  As  for  the 
S  fc"*'^'  t^^y.w^'^e  his  poor  relations,  and  the  living 
proof  of  Sir  Horatio's  magnanimity.  It  is  not  every  iUus- 
tnous  and  accomplished  kinsman  who  would  have  remem- 
bered them  in  such  a  great  achievement.  The  evidences 
are  many  that  the  God  of  Irony  took  down  this  majestic 
Hr!H"I!i7;w  ""^  correctly  speaking,  one  of  the  four  hun- 
dred odd  that  comprise  this  comprehensive  undertaking 
and  made  a  note  of  the  following  paragraph,  which  con- 
Si   *"  ^^^'^^^'^^  "°*'^^  °*  *h^  pedigxee  of  a  great  county 

"  Lineage.— Among  the  numerous  baronial  houses  which 
fomierly  possessed  great  influence  in  England,  that  of  Le 
Broke  or  Brook  stands  conspicuous.  Though  some  of  their 
titles  are  now  dormant  and  others  extinct,  few  famiUes 
were  more  distinguished  in  the  fourteenth,  fifteenth,  and 
sixteenth  centuries;  and  the  poet  Shakespeare  has  given 
immortality  to  several  individual  of  the  name.  The  house 
of  Broke  was  ennobled  in  two  branches,  Broke  of  South 
lfr^^\r'^  Broke  of  Wich  Warington  ; 'and  its  membeiS 
shared  the  glory  of  aU  the  great  victories  of  the  Middle 
Ages.    An  unbroken  male  descent  from  the  Conquest,  if 

nSif  o°"?  1  ^  V""^  °1  ^^"^^"^  *h^  Confessor,  and  the  em- 
phatic declaration  of  the  Earl  of  Arundel,  given  in  noo 

PH^nnnT'J"  the  celebrated  controversy  between  S 
Edmund  Broke  and  Sir  Richard  Pendragon  for  the  right 
0  beanng  the  coat  '  azure,  a  badger  rampant,'  as  well  as 
11^^"''"!  other  deponents  in  that  cause,  that  the  repre- 
a!nir  uf  this  family  was  descended  from  noble  and 
generous  blood,  of  gentle  and  ancient  ancestry,  who  had 
always  preserved  their  name  and  estate  in  dignity  and 
«Z?^;k^'  ^^"^s  their  alliances  and  property,  sufficiently 
attest  their  antiqmty  and  importance ;  whilst  the  mere 
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enumeration  of  the  dignities  which  they  attained  between 
the  reigns  of  Edward  II  and  Charles  I  proves  the  high  rank 
they  enjoyed*  In  this  period  of  three  hundred  years  the 
house  of  Broke  produced  two  earls,  and  eighteen  barons, 
and  one  chancellor,  three  treasurers,  and  two  Chief  Jus- 
tices of  England,  one  archbishop,  and  three  bishops,  six 
knights  of  the  garter,  and  br.nnerets,  the  highest  military 
order  in  the  days  of  chivalry  too  numerous  to  mention." 

There  is  also  a  companion  work,  Sir  Horatio  Hare's 
Stately  Homes  of  England,  with  plates.    This  too  is  ex- 
tempore, and  even  the  plates  are  the  work  of  the  same  gifted 
hand.    There  is  not  a  great  house  in  the  three  kingdoms, 
provided  it  has  a  mortgage  upon  it,  or  a  deer  park  around  it, 
in  which  Sir  Horatio  has  not  stayed  as  long  as  it  suited  his 
convenience.    There  is  a  descnption  of  Covenden  Hall, 
volmne  one  hundred  and  six,  pp.  322-23.    It  is  very  brief, 
however,  as  Sir  Horatio  only  broke  his  journey  there  a 
night  on  his  way  to  Hipsley.    Unfortunately  there  is  no 
illustration  of  it  to  accompany  the  text,  because,  as  the 
accomplished  author  only  stayed  for  bed  and  breakfast 
he  had  not  time  even  to  sketch  the  facade.    The  house  is  a 
comfortable  red  brick  of  the  time  of  Charles  I.    It  stands  on 
a  slight  eminence  at  the  eastern  extremity  of  the  Folden 
Hills.    High  Clif!  is  visible  on  a  clear  day.    There  is  a 
mounting-block  beside  the  front  door,  which  is  an  excellent 
specimen  of  Early  English  ;  and  the  same  applies  to  several 
querns  on  the  terraces.    The  carving  over  the  porch  is 
slightly  defaced,  but  is  undoubtedly  a  fine  example  of  Late 
Jacobean.    Sir  Horatio  takes  occasion  to  correct  the  popu- 
lar fallacy  that  the  present  manor  hous3  stands  on  the  site 
of  a  former  one,  dating  from  the  Conquest.    The  old  one 
is  half  a  mile  away  in  a  corner  of  the  park,  and  the  hunting 
tower  and  a  fragment  of  a  wall  remain. 

Before  we  exhibit  our  heroic  subject  in  the  centre  of  his 
gravity,  we  crave  the  indulgence  of  the  cultivated  reader 
for  one  moment  more.  We  feel  we  have  no  authority  to 
divulge  the  means  by  which  several  fragments  of  the  work 
of  this  very  remarkable  Author  have  come  into  our  hands. 
To  do  so  might  imply  a  breach  of  confidence.  Besides, 
we  are  sure  our  bare  statement  will  be  taken.  Scepticism 
bears  no  part  in  the  English  nature.    Speaking  for  our- 
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selves,  it  has  long  been  our  belief  that  this  Author  is  verv 
inadequately  known,  and.  where  known.  venrSudeq^telJ 
understood  in  this  country.  Therefor^.  i7t^?S  o 
Fw  1*  ^^'I  insignificant  fragment  of  his  work  inT?L~ 

Sane°ed'?or?tV"^'"^°  ^  "«  f eS'thaT  ietu?! 
piyaneed.  Font  has  been  our  aim  to  adapt  it  as  far  m 
possible  o  the  peculiar  temper  of  the  puWic  wfc^ 
afltan  with  confidence  that  it  may  be  rekd  by  all  cksS^ 
and  IS  smtable  for  use  in  schools.  It  has  a  decMed^reS 
but  not  sectanan  bias.    It  is  absolutely  void  of  Ideas    S 

£inakeS"tr^t^''^"r^^"^f  GreaSs^J 
Deen  taken  to  nd  it  of  any  form  of  literary  fenction- 
On  the  other  hand,  it  has  been  our  first  aim  and  Sast 

in^nJ'M'^-'  '^'  '^'^P'  *^u«  *"^^'  the^b^oiS.  the 
sentunental,  the  incompetent,  the  insincere,  the  placidly 

I^Z  \";"°st  ^be'ial  quantities,  because  w^  have  never 
attempted  to  disguise  from  ourselves  that  if  tS  work  of 

the  •'  GrtS°w"™?"f  PJ^^.^*^*^  '^  *°  ''^^^^  la4e  public 
the     Great  Heart  of  the  British  People."  as  its  ddly  news 

0  It  m  every  way.  Therefore  you  will  understand  tlSt 
tnere  is  but  a  very  little  left  of  the  rare  originarand  wS^t 
here  is  has  been  treated  so  sedulously,  so  cof  iously  cSlutS 
that  with  every  copy  of  the  work  as  it  now^stands  we  are 
prepared  to  give  a  guarantee  that  it  will  do  no  hurt  to  the 
jveakest  me.  ta^  digestion.  It  is  fitted  to  preSpy  the 
Sri  ?i  Itf^ybe.Placedinthehandsof  theyoimg 
?iri.  Parents  and  guardians  and  the  editor  of  the  Si>ectat^ 
my  approach  it  with  impunity.  spectator 

In  throwing  it  somewhat  arbitrarily  into  the  form  of  a 
lovel  we  feel  we  are  deferring  to  the  prejudices  of  the  ie 
md  by  investing  it  with  all  the  dulness  at  our  conSd 
t  r  ^'  ^':^?sso<l^ting  ourselves  as  far  as  ^ssSTm 
^he  design  of  the  onginal  Author,  who  intended  enterS 

TL'^^l  f  f  •  *^^*  '''  ^^'^  ^°-P°°^  ^d  ineffectuS  ^y 

e  are  contributing  towards  the  reinstatement  of  the  heroic 

|Ub]ect  in  something  of  a  former  self-complacency!  wh?ch 

a=  long  been  the  admiration  of  himself  and  all  who  know 

Z^.^u"V'  "^"."l^  °^  ^^°"^i"g  dramatiziTrsdv^ 
)y  the  illustnous  Author  we  feel  we  cannot  too  stronX 
epudiate  the  attitude  he  has  allowed  himself  to  aS 
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or  too  keenly  resent  the  audacity  of  the  conception.  By 
an  invincible  prolixity,  however,  of  which  the  novel  form 
has  :ong  been  the  chosen  vehicle,  we  shall  endeavou'  to 
soften  these  affronts,  and  surrender  to  the  heroic  subject 
a  little  of  the  dignity  of  his  former  condition.  We  at 
least  cannot  find  it  in  our  heart  to  treat  of  him  in  a  man- 
ner of  persiflage  or  wantonness.  The  Author  himself 
may  have  no  reverence  for  the  gravity  of  our  country- 
men, but  we  cannot  so  easily  forget  our  birthright.  Our 
subject  IS  English  of  the  English,  and  we  hope  to  yield  to  him 
every  morsel  of  the  solemnity  that  is  his  due.  Surely  it 
would  verge  upon  the  obscene  for  a  county  magnate  to  be 
wafted  to  the  local  cattle  show  upon  Arcadian  airs  to  the 
accompaniment  of  pipe  and  tabor!  Cost  what  it  may 
the  proprieties  shall  be  observed.  Our  incomparable  tedium 
shall  avenge  the  violation  of  a  sacred  memory.  .•• 

Nothing  can  shake  the  faith  that  is  in  us  that  we  shall 
vindicate  our  claim  to  be  the  apostle  of  dulness  without 
indecency.    In  our  moments  of  optimism  we  shall  hope  to 
vie  with  the  female  lions  of  Mr.  Mudie,  yet  take  unction  in 
the  thought  that  the  usages  of  our  sex  will  forbid  an  excur- 
sion into  grossness.    Be  a  matronly  Rabelais  we  could 
not  an  we  would.    On  the  score  of  tedium  there  may  be 
pitfalls,  we  admit;  for  even  your  true-blue  Englishman 
ma  fit  of  abstraction  may  meander  from  the  path  of  his 
indomitable  dreariness.    An   unsleeping  vigilance  is  re- 
quired to  pursue  this  endeavour  to  a  happy  climax.    There 
IS  much  to  guard  against.    We  have  not  yet  gauged  the 
measure  of  our  subject's  susceptibility.    A  chistle  blowing 
among  his  turnips  may  lead  him  down  a  by-road  to  the 
virgm  meadows  of  Romance  ;  or  he  mav  stray  at  eve  into 
a  haunted  brake.    Gentlemen  as  austere  as  he  have  found 
themselves  ere  now  enmeshed  in  little  copses  wild  and  over- 
grown with  poetry,  that  demoralizing  weed.    These  things 
of  course,  are  hardly  Ukely;  but  when  confronted  with  a 
bosom  reputed  to  be  chivalrous,  it  does  not  do  wholly  to 
Ignore  the  romantic   possibility.     The  reader  also  may 

^  ^^^^^  f*""""^-  '"  *^^^  <^^s^  o"'"  vigilance  must  be 
redoubled,  for  a  word  may  become  a  thing  of  interest :  a 
note  of  exclamation  may  arrest ;  there  may  be  an  unex- 
pected glamour  in  a  phrase ;  a  name  may  captivate  the 
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ear ;  the  mention  of  a  woman  may  suecest  the  touch  of 

S^i'i^^fV^'"  ^'T"  »"^  ^«  footp,fSt  orthe  sTnd 
to  talk  of  love  may  be  to  startle ;  while  a  lapse  in  stvle 

emSKon"';\''^V*y  "^*y  ^^°"^^'-t:  andTmo,^  Sh 
JISonT'  L**"^*^ '"  grammar  can  hardly  fail  to  he  sen 

For  the  rest  our  picture  of  a  good  man  strupgline  with 
adversity  w  delivered  of  excitement.    It  is  prosaic  dfur^al 
T^ut^^\J'  ?  the  apotheosis  of  the' c^mmoMaS 
llZt  i       ^^1 P"'"^'.  "^'^^  "°  unwholesome  novelti^     It 
cannot  hurry  the  reader  breathless  through  the  thornv 
purlieus  of  6,incidence  to  jousts  of  Blood  and  Thunder 
It  has  no  infinitives  to  split  upon  the  Devoted  S  of 
Parlous  Knaves.    What  superlatives  it  has  are  ^eaThed 
in  no  lync  form  about  the  bro.vs  of  no  Blessed  Damcsel 
In  th^  uncongenial  pages  the  Green   Bay  Tree  of  Sent - 

Sd"Zhr'^"°"""^*'^"-.  A"^  "  by^miscWyou 
should  alight  upon  a  surreptitious  Purple-Patch  wherein 
a  few  tender  cuttings  have  been  planted  of  the  Gent" 

Se  vou  n"ft  «T'^  y*^"  '°  ^^'P^'  ^^'^'  b«^^"«e  we  can 
assure  you  nit  a  trace  was  m  the  original  MS.    And  if  thp 

Author  got  to  know  he  would  swear  we  had  l^^n  ^m  Jer  n^ 
with  his  work,  and  might  turn  us  and  it.  and  vervKf 
you  to  mockery.  He  is  a  dreadful  cynic.  There  fsLtS 
humane  :n  him  ac  all ;  there  is  nothing  human  [n  him  evSf 
although  one  of  his  chief  concerns  is  human  naturT  and 
Inl  ?;?,  '!!>''  '"^°"'"  disposition  when  we  te»  you  that 
any  httle  divagation  he  may  contribute  to  the  oCpkn 
pr^s  in  which  he  may  seek  to  remain  anonym6S' he 
siigs  under  the  mn  de  plume,  "  Real  I  ife  "        ^  "°"^'  "^ 

WnnL°™  Ik^  t^'^l^^  P°*"^  °^  ^^^^'  which  in  England,  as  you 

eSntli  ''  S '' *r'  °^,"";  \^  ^''  ^"^^  ^«  shall  be  fo^S 
eminently  safe.  Several  of  the  characters  move  in  good 
provincial  society ;  and  those  who  do  not.  behave^Ta 
decorum  that  we  predict  with  confidence  windlsam  the 
most  hypercntical  grande  dame  of  a  country  draw  n™oom 
u^o  ever  had  a  rural  dean  in  her  mother's  famTly"  t2 

sif  tL^erno^b^t  ti.  %^:r:^-^  r  ^ 

uistance  their  talents.  their^rlraVrld^t^^^^L^^^ 
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of  time  enable  the  audacious  couple  to  settle  in  o  «..u* 
neighbourhood.    All  the  same  we^eel  an  l^CVdue 

you  must  please  remember  we  are  not  the  Author  of  the 
p  ece ;  and  in  any  case  we  trust  even  the  kinswoman  of  the 
rural  dean  will  forgive  us  when  we  mention  that^ev  do 
but  provide  the  half-tones  to  the  picture  that  thM^^So 
marry  well  and  the  virtue  that  was  Lirs  may  stand^u^on 
the  canvM  with  a  more  fearless  exceUence/lt  £  no  sort 
tit'  *ilf  *  ^*'r*  ^^'  "g*^**  *"d  shades  :  the  high  ^d 
^e  low.  the  good  and   bad.  must  co-exist  in  our  moral 

^^C  ^h^ ''  *^"^°'^  '°  ^'  P°^"*«d  ^"d  driven  hS 

Before  the  curtain  is  rung  up.  let  us  beseech  you  to 

be  calm  while  we  announce  thlt  our  heroic  subj^^rhS 

SSouT  f  *"'*•  ,7^  "°"^^^'°"  ^  i"  nowiJJ  filing' 
although^  If  you  will  deign  to  turn  the  amused  eves  of 
your  cmluation  upon  it.  we  think,  in  jSce  t^the 
gr^t  Artist  who  l^got  the  idea  you  will  allow  that  the 

herT  wftf  T\  ®X  r  '"^^'^^  '''"^^^  he  invSs  oSr 
nero  with  the  broad  lineaments  of  farce    and  «.n  n~ 

destines  him  for  the  part  he  has  to  play  ^'^' 

men  the  God  of  Irony  commences  Author,  he  mav  in 

Uie  frank  spirit  of  Moli^re.  "  take  his  own  where  KnS 

it.      For    once,    however,    the    Companion    of    Tunite? 

of  the  period,  declines  to  borrow  his  idea  of  the  incoZuout 
at  the  pnce  of  tampering  with  the  laws  of  pSC 

d^tertJ^Vn,""'  ''^'"  V^'^  ^*h  two  tails  wS  hf^e 
Averted  an  Olynipian  audience  immensely,  but  that  wis 
m  the  far-off  and  primitive  davs  before  thV  twi,,^^ 
Sweetness  and  Light,  had  soared^to  thd 'moLtdn     Even 

It  S^/r'  '^^^"^^  ^  they  are.  har^ng  LgfowJ 
the  blandishments  of  the  Dime  Museum.  °"'S^°^" 

ine  edifying  thing  produced,  upon  whose  comir  frihnio 
tuie,  no  ireak  ot  nature,  no  monstrosity  in  flesh     Our  hpm 
«  physically  perfect,  with  two  hands  and  ten  toes  ^uddv 
of  visage,  a  sound  sleeper,  and  without  a  tr^ce  of  a  S 
tudinanan  habit  if  we  except  a  slight  tendenc^to  deaf^t^ 

ScSiVv*  ^^'.•u^'*'  '.^^"^^  °f  ^"  attack  of  scarlatina  wE 
visited  hmi  at  his  private  school  as  a  very  smaU  boy  indeed 
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A  poor  enough  figure  for  the  hero  of  a  novel  certnilv 
P^ticdarly  as  we  have  to  confess  that  in  ad^tion  totS 

JSara^nd  ZTh'  ?''^'^'  ^'  »  ^«>  ^«'>  entered  into 
SihII,  *!?'!*  ""^n  ^ho  ever  attended  a  parish 
council.    He  was  first  nominated  as  "  V-ar's  WarHrn  " 

Tn'/ft    ^'  "„* '"""  ^^^^  *  ^^"y  of  grown  up*  dYu^hters 
sTuVtttt^^sT/^^aS^e'^li^^^^^^^^^ 

without  rhyme  or  ret,n.^:?^o'Jr  en'gh^^^^^^^^ 

Sff  NofhfnT-  P|:°^«^,¥  a  saurian  embedded  in  a 
cWf  Nothmg  is  changed  in  him  but  the  time  of  dav 
his  hatter,   and   his   tailor.      He   no  lon£er  wear*   fiJi 

m"^'"'*  "^.^^^"  ^'  '^'  t«  Runny^edeTput  hh  ml?k 

bion  An  fnrh  ^^f  ^'"^t^h  «"!.  and  you  find  the  feudS 
Daron.  An  inch  below  Poole  and  Lock  lurks  th^  Tn 
ordinate  Touch  that-nay,  only  .o  m^fh  ^  gaze  ,ipon 
It— and  he  is  prepared  to  break  vour  costard  nr  7«M  *^ 
you  to  the  chine.'although  our^grU  h^be'f^t'^l 
any  nicer  weapon  at  this  hour  than  the  ferSe  of  h?! 
w^L'Se^in^r*  I'  his  shooting-U'dtt^'^f  °Ji' 

editions,  that  our  hero.  equipS^^ithV  kin 'Stone' 
of  an  mipenous  popularity,  did  not  learn  of  hiTpastore 
you  knowT'"     ^'  "^  '^^'°"^^ '  "  ^^^^^^ '" ''Don" 
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CHAPTER  I 

Presents  an  English  Gentleman  in  the  Bosom 
of  his  Family 

Ti/TR.  BROKE  of  Covendenhad  for  the  enlightenment 

in  h,^  1  "^''^?^  ^l^^  °"^  s°"  ^»d  six  daughters.  The 
son  had  learned  already  to  live  beyond  his  income  Uke  a 
gntleman :  he  had  been  in  the  jBlues  nearly  a  year 
He  was  one  of  those  seductive  fellows  whose  frank  laugh 

f!;w  ^T°"^  ^^^  ^°"°^5  °f  his  understanding.  His 
tailor  was  the  most  expensive  in  London ;   his  clSbs  the 

S,  f  i"'*''^  '  ^\  ^"^"^^  the  most  numerous  ;  and 
world  dlt^J!5^."''''V°*'  P^*""^"  *°  P^y  his  bills,  all  the 
T^r^Jt  \'^  ^"  ''°''°^'^  *°  ^"^^e  him.  Nature  had 
deemed  It  an  honour  as  well.    She  had  formed  his  hands 

f^K  ?    :-5?  ^^^^"^  ^'^  ^''^"'  ^"^  ^"'■ned  his  features  with 

uch  fastidious  care  that  could  Reason  have  been  induced 

totake  one  of  these  external  parts  to  be  her  seat   he 

would  have  had  his  pedestal  in  any  gallery  of  the  Sculptor's 

thPmvn  °'1f  "^T  agreed,  however,  and  ainong 
them  you  would  count  his  mother,  that  the  upper  storey 
had  been  somewhat  primitively  modelled  for  the  work  to 
be  a  masterpiece.    This,  however,  was  not  a  disabiUty, 

expense  of  the  higher  graces. 

In^t.'^f^f  *^'',  ^^^.^t"  ^^"'^*^^  '"  a  Spartan  manner, 
ittii  .K    ?     i''^in?"^*^P^°'"  °^  their  uncle  Charles,  "The 

thevh.H't?"'/^Kl^%^u.^'"  b'-^'^^"  t°  harness  before 
hey  had  their  teeth."    This  was  one  of  the  many  privileges 

S  JJf"*  *°  -^I  ^^''^^^^t  of  their  mamma,  that  austire 

ould  ^hose^sdom  taught  her  that  girls  without  money 

could  not  afford  to  keep  minds  of  their  own-untU  they 
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were  married,  that  was.  A  glance  at  their  noses,  one  and 
ail  of  the  uncompromising  design  of  their  race,  at  their 
clear  and  candid  eyes,  at  the  honest  blood  mantling  in 
their  cheeks,  and  you  would  have  seen  that  here  was  a  team 
to  be  trusted.  Indeed,  they  never  failed  to  respond  to  the 
hand,  and  would  have  trotted  prettily,  without  blinkers, 
over  the  face  of  a  precipice  had  that  course  been  deemed 
expedient  by  the  president  of  their  destinies.  For  the 
lady  who  stood  towards  them  in  that  relation  had  been  a 
blind  and  arbitrary  Providence  since  they  could  crawl  in 
the  nursery.  Had  it  ever  been  necessary  to  make  them 
quail,  she  was  the  one  person  in  the  world  who  had  the 
reqmsite  knowledge  and  power. 

Their  father  was  their  friend  and  slave.     In  all   that 
pertained  to  his  name  his  pride  was  invincible.      And 
these  lusty  creatures,  wearing  the  stamp  of  Broke  without 
embellishment,  were  as  priceless  in  his  ej^e?  as  the  acres 
that  had  bred  them,  and  the  pedigree  that  had  evoked 
their    being.    They  were  inalienable  blood-stock;   their 
names  were  m  the  book.       Their  mother,  whose   busi- 
ness It  was  to  represent  their  quahties  to  the  worid, 
might  smile  in  her  suave  manner  to  confess  that  they  had 
not  a  penny  apiece  to  their  dot ;  that  tl  oir  looks  had  all 
foregathered  in  their  ridiculous  noses ;   that  the  sum  and 
assemblance  of  their  minds  was  paltry  ;  that  their  accom- 
phshments  ended  and  began  in  a  knowledge  of  horse 
certainly  the  friend  of  man  but  hardly  the  encyclopaedia  ; 
and  how  she  was  to  find  the  right  people  for  them  she  did 
not  know,  seeing  that  their  horoscopes  had  been  cast  in 
the  days  of  extreme  competition,  when  every  girl  was 
equipped  with  beauty,  wit,  a  nasal  accent,  or  a  million 
sterhng.    And  there  were  phenomena,  as  the  newspapers 
were  never  tired  of  telling  her,  who  had  all  these  gifts  in 
one.  ** 

Their  father  would  hear  no  complaints  of  them,  however 
If  any  house  m  any  country  could  boast  purer  symbols  of 
the  soil,  he  was  a  Dutchman !  With  his  great  guffaw 
would  he  vow;  and  if  there  was  a  suspicion  of  vainglory  in 
It,  you  must  never  forget  he  was  a  signal  member  of  his 
nation,  that  he  would  not  have  them  otherwise  by  so  much 
as  a  hair.   They  were  Brokes,  every  clean  inch  of  them,  out- 
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with  prayrracf,2''„^„S  otTv  "%'^^^^ 

excellent  Medes  and  Peri^^^ght  ^  '•  The  rrL\' 
Kalends  might  arrive  •    the  earfh  Tr.j  '        ■   ^^^^^ 

sun,  but  eigL  o'cS%as'tLTourS\  '  .?/ ^nded 

the  gong  at  Covenden  Hall  ley  sounded 

orifnize^'th.r^  ^'^^  disciplinarian,  and  born  to 

son  oy  lorce  of  management     IndppH   if  r,.^i,„  u  j  ^  : 
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She  was  a  notable  person  even  in  the  day  of  t^  e  emanci- 
pation of  her  sex,  an  outstanding  example  of  t.  i  "  whole- 
some mind  in  the  wholesome  body,"  a  very  culmination 
of  the  qualities  that  make  for  virtue,  a  bean  idfal  of  British 
motherhood  among  a  people  so  divinely  practical.  But  she 
was  something  mor-^.  Wherever  we  find  ?  mellow  laughter 
at  the  wo -Id  we  must  seek  for  disillusion.  Her  accents 
would  have  taught  you  that  she  had  known  how  to 
look  at  Ufe.  She  had  achieved,  for  her  sex,  the  some- 
what gross  feat  of  viewing  it  with  <)he  naked  eye.  The 
audacious  operatici  had  not  unsexed  her,  incredible  as  it 
may  appear.  Her  mind  had  hardly  surrendered  a  feather 
of  its  femininity  in  a  behaviour  so  unladylike.  There 
was  no  affectation  in  her  of  standing  in  horror  befoij 
her  own  hardihood  ;  no  parade  of  the  fact  that  her  daring 
was  ineffably  shocking.  That  her  fibres  had  coarsened  a 
Uttle  she  would  have  been  the  first  to  confess,  but  was 
not  that  the  penalty  for  looking  at  the  ugly  thing  ?  The 
gazers  on  the  Gorgon  did  not  get  off  so  easily. 

It  was  a  privilege  to  see  her  at  table  in  a  morning  gown 
without  any  decoration  whatever.  There  was  capability 
stamped  on  every  line  of  that  placid  exterior.  There  was 
also  dignity ;  those  urbane  reserves ;  that  unembarrassed 
candour;  that  invincible  suavity  of  voice  and  mien  so 
indispensable  to  a  woman  of  the  world.  This  animated 
serenity  was  always  there.  It  was  extended  to  her  family 
as  unfailingly  and  with  the  same  Uberality  as  to  members 
of  the  Cabinet  and  peiBons  accredited  to  the  Court  of 
St.  James  when  they  took  her  in  to  dinner  in  town. 
Secretly  her  daughters  dreaded  it.  In  the  obscurity  of 
their  childlike  hearts  they  could  never  mistrust  it  too  much 
or  fear  it  adequately.  A  cold  '  -inkle  in  her  blue  eyes, 
like  a  star  in  a  frosty  January  evening,  made  them  shiver 
whene\^er  they  saw  it.  Their  literal  minds  had  long  per- 
ceived steel  beneath  the  velvet,  a  gauntlet  of  iron  under 
the  glove.  Such  immobility  was  a  curtain,  a  mask  :  if  only 
they  could  have  counted  on  finding  something  real  behind 
it,  they  might  have  learned  to  take  their  courage  in  their 
hands  and  tear  it  down.  Writhing  in  their  beds  at  night, 
the  surface  underneath  the  mask  assumed  so  hard  a  polish 
that  it  shone  in  a  permanent  smile  of  deferential  con- 
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hPr  m^,t>,      ^"^^"^  indulgence  lurked  in  the  comers  of 
her  mouth  as  she  regarded  the  vacant  places  at  theteble 

u.mRZ  ^""7}^^  ^^^  '""^^  be  this  morning,    ifis  so 
unlike  them  to  forget  a  meal '  "  ^      it  is  so 

'•  Oh'LT'Vr  ^^""11^  }^'}  ""'^^^  ^  "  B'-^ke  asked. 
ih.i      '■  ^^^y,  ^^'^^  ^"^  ^'^  at  half-past  nine     I  heard 

their  voices  on  the  lawn  at  six."  ^"^^ 

.nZwT  ^'"^  ^"''  ^^'P  *^^  ^^^^'^  ^"d   coffee   hot. 
"Pray  do  not  trouble,  Porson,"  said  Mrs  Broke  ««  fhp 

5^vf°f  herself,  removed  the  cover  of  the  bacon  H,-,h 

^p:z^^  :^i-^Xi  orris  s? 

was  rubbing  itself  about  her  ankles 

trelch^dtwnfthl°?/  ^?  'i'"""^-  ^^"^^  ^^«  «<>on  en- 
SuSed  mttntil  ''^^^  newspaper,  an  operation  he 
conaucted  patiently  every  morning  in  the  vear  His 
fidehty  to  our  national  organ  was  so  unsweS  that 
TaS^ed t  tS  •?'"'  K''^^    '^'   advertisemS  con! 

mn  and  JSf.  f  °^  }^'  t^^  ^^^'^-  The  outlook  of 
man  and    wife    towards    things    and    men   could  nnt 

lowaras  this  prop  of  the  Constitution.    In  the  eves  of 
Broke  It  was  a  virgin  British  newspaper,  compSed  2rln 
swely  by  gentlemen  for  the  exclusive  use  o^^g^tle^^en 
Sfi.M^^^  °^  ^?-  ^'■°k^  ^t  took  the  place  of  ?««cA   the 
official^and  no  less  portentous  engin'e  of   theTationd 

of  ^^h?^-*'""^  our  hero  was  immersed  in  entrancing  details 

regnant  famUy,  as  manifested   in  various  olace*  to  all 
sorts  and  conditions  of  men  the  previ^°  day"!  £  BroS 
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had  opened  the  more  enticing  of  her  lettere.  She  could 
hfS  ?y  ^"f  f  t  ^  bill  or  an  advertisement  whateveMts 
blandishment  of  wrapper.    The  first  she  opened  chanced  to 

^  HnSTrn^'^^r'^ '"  these  terms:  "The  Lady  Sahnon 
at  Home-Toplands-22nd  February.  Dancing  g  to  ^  " 

Bro£'aild'pi°r  ''  ""  "'""'•  """'^  "°"'^"  *'"• 

With  her  imperturbable  meekness  she  contrived  to  get 
this  document  across  the  table  and  past  the  barrier  of 
the  Standard  newspaper.  Our  hero  lowered  it  for  a  moment 
and  was  seen  to  read.  In  the  act  he  might  also  have  been 
seen  to  be  frowning  heavily. 

''  Imprtinence  !  "  he  said. 

"  A  little  imcompromising,  are  you  not,  my  dear  ?  " 
Not  at  all.    Impertinence."  >     y      -^  r 

A  whunsical  little  sigh  escaped  Mrs.  Broke.    It  was  also 

i?H^  h^^\*^^'  °*  ^  ''^'^''  ^^°  °P^"^  the  nurseTy  ddS 

?*•      1  her  ears  assailed  with  a  tin  trumpet  blown  bv  a 

petticoated  son  and  heir  who  is  making  a  furious  circuit 

change- ''"'         ^  *""  ''^°'^'  ^  P^P''  ^^^^*"  ^^  ^  w«^en 

st(ii)I""  "^^^^  """^  ^°"^  *°  ^""^"^  *^°'^  P^°P^^'  I  ^<ier- 

my  1™?"°*^^^  ^"^"'^  ^°"  *°  surrender  a  Uttle  to  the  age. 

She  piu-red  like  the  cat  who  had  already  lapped  its  milk 

^oi,  ~^'  ^°''  *  ^f  ^  "^h^t  *h^  ^^  has  got  to  do  with  it.    It 

M^'  p°'t  P'^P^"  no  better.    It  makes  them  wor^e." 

Mrs.  Broke  pursed  her  mouth  wooinglv.    She  was  an 

of  Mamnion  the  sons  of  Benjamin  are  our  deities  " 

•t  „  ^~^h,  deny  that  it  is  the  age  of  Mammon  as  you  call 

ber  hortJ^rir^'^T"  ??"  9,'^°*^  ^^  ^'^^^^  You  remem- 
^  IT.^^u^^i^^  °^  ^^  ^^°«=ha  insisted  on  chivalry  in 
an  age  that  had  become  prosaic.  He  remained  a  knight  y 
figure  against  the  advice  of  his  friends,  at  a  great  deal 
of  personal  inconvenience.    And  we  must  not  forget  that 
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'^^^y'ui^l''^"  \"*"*  ^*  ^^  ti'^e  and  got  nothing  more 
prohtable  than  a  broken  head  for  his  pains,  theworid  hS 
not  yet  done  laughing  at  him.  My  dear,  your  environ- 
ment appears  lo  be  exciting  the  same  heroical  frenzy  in 

Hn'  ^V  r"  ^"*u  ^*  **'  ^"^^^^'^  thick  your  dear  old 
John  Bull  poll  may  be,  you  will  find  txiat  a  poultice  made 
out  of  vinegar  and  perhaps  the  Standard  newspaper  is  the 
only  laurel  that  will  crown  it.  That  would  beyTtesque^^^ 
^^  Humbug,  radical  humbug !  "  ^ 

"^  Seek,  my  love,  to  develop  your  sense  of  the  absurd." 

for  !  "  ^^^  *°°  "^"^^^    ^  '^°"'^^''  "^^^^  *^°^®  P^°P^^  *^«  "s 
"  It  is  not  what  they  take  us  for,  it  is  what  we  are.    When 

we  have  ceased  to  deceive  others,  is  it  not  time  we  gave 

up  stnvmg  to  deceive  ourselves  ?  " 
"  I— ah,  don't  quite  follow." 
"We  must  come  off  the  high  horse,  my  love.    The  noble 

quadruped  is  a  httle  obsolete.    Besides'  have  we  not  lost 

'''"  ^^Si!';^  T^V^l^*  °^  ?."^"S  it  ?    The  people  laugh." 
^^  Why,  I  don  t  know." 

"  There  are  a  thousand  reasons.    Many  of  them  humili- 
ating, sordid,  vulgar."  "u"im 

"  Money  I— ah,  suppose." 

Our  hero  spoke  with  the  reluctance  of  inteUectual  effort 
'<  T      if®  ^se  to  make  that  admission." 
I--ah,  make  no  admission.    We  may  be  rather  hard 
up  but  we  have  managed  to  rub  along  without  Tom,  Dick 

nofcondnue""     "°'''  "'^'^  ^-"^'  '^^'^'^  '''  ^^^  ^®  ^^^^^ 
Mrs   Broke  shook  her  head  at  him  archly.    There  was 
something  indulgent  too.    Here  was  the  whetstone  on  which 
every  morning  she  sharpened  her  gift 

nlP^!ln?  ^^*?^'"  ''^®  /"^^^t  ^^^^"'^e  farther  towards  a 
pleasant  controversy  that  generally  arose  between  them 

nTeresr'vn°^'  ^''°'^  ^/"^  face  Vened  to  a  lo^kTf 
nterest.    Voices  sounded    across   the  lawn.    Raised   in 

. 'Snrl^'!^  excitement,  they  were  clear  and  ringing,  of 
a  beU-hke  timbre,  to  be  heard  a  long  way  off  Within  a 
minute  the  girls  poured  in  through%he^French  \^ndow 
of  the  room  m  wiuch  their  father  and  mother  sat. 

mere  was  a  singular  uniformity  in  one  and  all.    Six 
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peas  in  the  same  pod  could  not  have  had  a  quainter  resem- 
blance to  one  another.    Their  ahkeness  made  them  ab- 
surdly difficult  to  tell  apart.    They  had  an  air  of  beine 
made  according  to  regulation.    Every  small  detail  of  them 
^K^^l*^^  fashioned  strictly  after  some  arbitrary  pattern 
which  had  been  sanctioned  by  expert  authority,  like  service 
tunics  or  policemen's  boots  or  hehnets.    This  could  not  be 
said  to  make  for  beauty,  any  more  than  do  the  points  in 
dogs  and  horses,  except  in  the  eyes  of  those  educated  to  the 
technicalities.    The  verdict  of  the  world,  that  scrupulous 
embodiment  of  the  obvious,  was  that  they  were  decidedly 
plain,  not  to  say  ugly.    Connoisseurs  in  curves,  in  cao- 
tivating  hues,  in  titillating  undulations  had  no  hesitation 
whatever  m  making  a  litUe  humorous  shrug  of  protest  in 
turning  away  their  eyes.  ^ 

*u  ■'?!u°"'y  compliment  you  could  pay  them  positively  was 
that  they  were  beautifully  clean.  It  was  a  quality  that 
had  a  pathos  in  it,  for  it  is  negative,  in  women  painfully  • 
and  here  it  was  accentuated  with  a  cruel  sharpne^  by  their 
o  d  and  rude  and  shabby  and  misshapen  clothes.  Their 
old  straw  hats  encircled  by  weather-stained  black  ribbons 
were  eloquent  in  testimony  that  more  than  one  summer 
and  winter  had  beaten  over  them  ;  their  boots  were  thick 
Phlt^'^.i  their  short  skirts  flopped  about  gaunt  ankles. 
Phj^ically  they  had  nothing  to  overcome  ar:d  carry  off  their 

sS^nJ^ly•  '^'^^^  ^^"^Jy  °"  th"'-  l«a"  flanks. 
Small  and  thm,  with  a  greyhound's  spareness  of  limb 
finely  suggestive  of  an  outdoor  life  and  animal  condition' 
they  were  much  too  wiry  and  fine-drawn  for  feminine 
them  "  Hard-bitten  beggars,"  their  father  called 

In  colour  they  were  as  the  doe;  and  healthy  as  the  wind. 
K?*  .t!""  ^-f  "^^J^^  l^een  wistfulness  of  the  foxhound, 
but  this  did  nothing  to  mitigate  their  plainness.  The 
austere  features  of  their  mother,  unredeemed  by  tact  and 
aiumation,  would  not  have  been  so  hopeless,  for  raised  in 
the  midst  of  each  countenance  was  an  obstacle  hers  had 
not  to  contend  against.  Their  keenly  chiselled  faces, 
thrown  mto  bas-rehef  by  the  remarkable  arch  of  an  heredi- 
tary nose,  they  were  only  saved  from  the  grotesque  by  a 
sheer  muracle  of  historical  association.    This  object  was 
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doubtless  a  fan  ms  talisman;  but  a  woman  who  was  sen 
sitive  would  noi  have  had  to  look  much  beyS  k  to  Si 
foZXJlr'  '^'  ^""^  °^  ^^  ^^°  cheSS  them  m^t 

hem^uf t W  ""^  "°*  %*^^'  °*  self-consciousnesS 
mem,  Dut  there  was  one  at  least  whom  fafp  haH  /.oU^X^T 

t^r^^^  this  feature,  to  Whom  Cpano  £  Bei^af  was  a 
fig^e^about  whose  devoted  head";  hear  -moCpS 

prf/se '  ^Fnr'Tf 'i  **""■"  were  those  who  were  not  afraid  to 
Entih'  J  J  J""-  '^°'"^"  ^^^'^  is  health  added  to  viv  d 
JSL  h«  ♦iT^'"^  ''  superadded  that  saving  quality  That 
goes  by  the  name  of  breeding,  the  mysterious  aromo 
savounng  of  nature  and  the  so.l  like  th^SuquS  inline 
a  httle  rummation  on  the  sex  will  sometimes  evolve  ZJSl 
where  you  would  look  to  find  it  least     Cchde^nIuS?n 

have  been  given  by  kindly  persons  upon  a  grotesauSe  no 
less  than  theirs.    Many  a  half-proteSng  S  hXanolo 
ge  ic  portrait  was  furnished  of  them  by  the^Sgent  Se 

£  .f"""  ^^'y,  ^'^^  ^^°"Sht  in  contact  They^wSe 
likened  now  to  clean-bred  horses,  now  to  Belvoir  enTrv^ 
but  as  usual,  their  uncle  Charles  transcended  all  in  profusSn 

iS^%T''''^o^'^^^'^l'^''''y-  «'^  diSr  to Ss 
hnii  L!!f  ".  .  °^^  ^^^^  ^"^®s  are  hke  that  bow-legeed 
bull-bitch  o'  mme-a  dam'  sight  too  full  of  breed  yS 
never  marry  'em.  Jane,  any  more  than  my  IMe  bitch  >^11 
ever  get  a  prize  at  the  show.  They  don't  know  wh^?! 
what  nowadays.  They've  lost  the  knack  of  judgTu'T' 
*}.tv  K  ^  Streamed  m  through  the  open  window  bearing 
the  February  hoar  on  their  shoes  and  cSats  and  iSThei?  hak 

':?  lT^ted'^1>Hl!  '''%t'''''  ''''''''''  aniLais  that 
fatheA  ereetin^  rH^'  J^^'^7^  a  scuffle  for  their 
one  L/I?l  S  !f  ^  clustered  around  him  the  six  as 
chSr^nrSic  ^^^  '°  "^^"'^^s  manoeuvres  about  his 
^TrrZ  AT^^^"  °P^°  competition  pennitted  even  by 
^eir  remarkable  decorum.  It  would  have  been  a  fault  in 
honour  to  submit  without  protest  to  t^e^cond^a^^^^ 
Their  moUier  was  spared  this  ordeal.  Witrone  of  her 
fet^suoh'*r^V^'-  ^°^d^^««sion  with  whichTwi  ^r 
nrr!. '  ^  behaviour  would  have  landed  them  in  the 

incongruous  at  once.    One  by  one  they  apprSSed  her 
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with  which  it  was  proffered     WhTli  ,1,/  ''■».«'«etul  air 
Pjrjonned  .heir  reaS  wer^'den^^'i^'-'i^?.!,™  W„^ 

-  Jd  SgVl^dt,aSe?.hl"t'„7ar 'n  -K^"™'- 
were  going  at  once  and  tunM  t„  ak  el  ,  "-eir  tongues 
the  r  deeds,  the  effect  in  the  L^f  filv^T''  '^"'""e 

""^es''ve^?°^!?=4'«"B°°X  ""  "'" 

graphi^sSed  anit  TjJi""  '"^^^  "  «"=  "ory- 
>^u  tell  v^  what  U  fatu  aC?  ""J"^'^^ :  but  sup,4e 
a  time.,  Joan,  we  ,Slf  »„  •^"'^^  "'  *»«  ™«  =' 

-au."'%:\L^Sg^o'i;^VE:i  "'^-  -'^  ="'- 

blush  of  pride.  ^  ^'"^'^  version  with  a 

.,  But  we  helped  him,"  sP^d  Margaret 
"OMn'de:^'''^"''^*^^'   ■    ^-dPhilippa  importantly. 
ov;|,;L^  b7he'l'?„t^^;f -•  ^-  ^ts  size  .'  said  Harriet, 
^.^^  You  would  lead  me  to  suppose  so."  said  her  amiable 
"  It  IS  very  ugly,  father,"  said  Jane 

And  very  fierce,  father."        "' 
"  An^  !J  ^°^'  ^°°^  ^'^ked,  father." 
"  And  /f  i'  '""".'^  '^^^y-  father." 

after^l\?e"fardeSg^ 

right  to  supply  a  VreS  ilr,-  ?•  ^"'^  ^''"  prescriptive 
gentleman.  It^was^r?^?^.d  ^  "^^^^  *°  *^"  ^^^^-^^ted 
however,  to  add  the  tou^h  nf .  •  ^\  yo"n§est  daughter, 
flat  and  unprofitable  S      ^^"^™^tude  to  this  miss  of 

With^^'ia?^^^^^^^^^^  Delia  proudly. 
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abiaty  in  that  line  of  effort     ••  ciii    v..,   . 

^^r^^^^^^^^  •'adger.     That 

coat  with  his  captive  in  a  baf   -Zv  r  )u  '"°'^^'°  ^ai»t- 
'he  winter  morning  to  insoecf '  ♦  h^  ^     i^^'  '^*'  ^^^^^  into 
of  his  pereonal  approbatrn  cJ^H 7^*"'"'    Nothingshort 
captors.    A  word  of  sanSn  fril  ^^^  *^^  P"de  of  ita 
any  high  emprise,    the   cwTsumZ?""  "^f  ^^^  '^^o^  of 
undertaking.    Their  mothrako  Sowed  m  ^^  !'°"°"« 
She  was  uninvited,  and  was  not  in  J^- J!?  •*'*-*^?  '*  honour. 
bu   It  was  significant  oT  heaths  /hf'"*  *"  **. '"  *^«  '««*. 
little  act.  however  trivial  or  i*/^®."^''^?"  ^^^^d  in  any 
superficial  grace  in  "he  nerfo™in"'*°7'-  "  ^^^''^  ^^s  a 

more  bazaaS  than  anv  lady  h^^tTecolt°J  '  w.^^^  °P«"«d 
would  not  have  taken  the  trouble  tn£'  Y^^'^  ^^^^^'^ 
sallied  out  with  an  alert  smile  ^nkf  I     I*''''  ^^'^  ^^^air,  she 

The  comments  of  man?nd^JSX^«  •.j^l*^^"^^' 
were  characteristic  °"  *^®  wild-looking  beast 

;;  Ugly  d-^vil!"  said  Broke, 
now  very  quaint  and  delightful  (  "  «;^  »# 

Oh.  you  dear  thing  I  It  tWrii  /aid  Mrs.  Broke. 
caught  it.  I'm  sure.^  You  mSt  t  /  °^y°"f '"Js  to  have 
keep  it  for  a  pet  of  course  Yn ,  ''I  ^  ?^^-  You  will 
a  hutch  YoS  can  take  U  --rv  noTl*^''  J°5  *°  ^^^^  it 
so  much."  «V now,  Joe;  and  thank  you 

^^^l^;Sf:^^^  .^^ate  manner,  its 

"  We  found  it  haTf' wav  r^h  °  l^'''  ^?^ted  meal. 
,he  spinney."  he  wL  Soled    ^fV^^^^''  i^''  against 
Mcult  to  start  their  m/nic  "^^^^  ^  own,  it  was 

^at  was  accoripUsh  dTt  wi  noS  ^ffi^^'  ''"^  °"^«^^ 
It  was  near  the  old  eKe  whf '  ''^''^*  *.°  ^t°P  them. 
1  the  summer."  ^^  "^^^^  ^^  saw  the  white  owl 

;i/  you  catch  that,  there  will  be  a  shilling  apiece  for 

fur  n^ight  hope  to  rise  v^^torfous    tlf  °^.^  ^"''^^^^ 
huge  dish  heaped  with  bacon   ?;„  J     '"^J^^^nts  were 

«^e ;  substantS  slabs  of  bS  ^nL  ^^°  ^'■°'""  ^"  its 

oi  Dread  and  large  cups  of  weak 
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lukewarm  coffee  made  with  water.  Their  appetites  were 
of  that  supreme  quality,  however,  to  which  all  fare 
comes  a»  meat  and  drink.  They  flinched  from  nothing, 
nor  did  they  pause  to  discrim"  late.  An  ox  roasted 
whole  and  truffles  in  aspic  were  to  them  identical.  Their 
summary  methods  with  a  meal  that  was  enough  to  make 
a  civilized  digestion  shudder,  drew  a  smile  from  their 
mother,  a  somewhat  weary  one,  it  must  be  confessed,  for 
a  woman  so  redoubtable.  The  charge  had  been  hurled  at 
them  by  their  celebrated  aunt  Emma  of  "  unfeminine 
robustness."  "  One  thinks  of  pigs  at  a  trough,  my  dear 
Jane,"  she  had  said  in  a  moment  of  inspired  delicacy. 

"  The  meet's  at  half-past  eleven,"  said  their  father,  "  up 
at  the  Grove."  ^ 

"  Of  course,  father." 

They  nodded  sagely  across  the  coffee-cups  with  their 
mouths  full. 

"  \yhose  turn  to-day  ?  " 

This  question  gave  a  new  lease  to  excitement,  verging 
on  uproar.    Their  tongues  were  unloosed  again,  and  ran 
not  for  a  moment  in  something  approaching  internecine 
stnfe.    Their  father  cried,  "  Chair  !  Chair  !  "  and  tapped 
the  bowl  of  his  pipe  on  the  table.    Their  obedience  was  so 
sudden  as  to  be  a  little  ludicrous.    The  loudest  voice  was 
queUed  by  the  word  of  authority.    Such  discipline  was  the 
fruit  of  centuries,  no  doubt.    They  were  descended  on  both 
sides  from  generations  of  warriors  accustomed  to  obey  and 
to  be  obeyed. 
"  Now  then,  Joan,  who  rides  ?  " 
''  We  don't  know,  father,"   said   his  eldest   daughter, 
with  a  countenance  of  much  perplexity.     "The  Doctor 
put  his  foot  in  a  rabbit  hole  last  weex  and  strained  his  off 
fore-leg.    Sunkin  says  we  can't  have  him  out  for  a  fort- 
night.   And  Whitenose  has  got  a  hot  hough,  and  Robin 
has  been  coughing  in  the  night." 
"  H'm— unfortunate.    Still,  settle  it  somehow." 
These  sportswomen,    to  have   recourse   again   to   the 
technicahty  of  their  uncle  Charles,  the  master  of  the  pack, 
Six   da>3   a-weekers   every   one,'   had   to   have   their 
pnvileges  regulated  on  a  fixed  principle.    There  was  a 
limit  to  theu:  stable.    In  the  height  of  the  season,  if  stress 
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purpoM,  or  submit  to  be^^ST  ,**'""  "!»"  'w  thU 
.wo  remaining  did  whltT^  coiw'wth  '.T '  T^'"  '"= 
The  accident  to  The  Dortnr  a.  ^  *i.    ^'*"  *^^'r  b  cydes. 
of  Whitenose  and  Robin  S^;?  the  precarious  condition 
third  should  forego  her  clafmstn^n'*  ""P^^-^tive  that  a 
One  and  all  were  much  tSTlSenhoif  ^PP^P^ate  mode. 
If  htJy.    Jane  and  HarrS^  reSedTJ'^'l'  *°  ^^'^^  them 
of  the  more  fortunate  four  S  S^^^^'u''"'  ^"^  "«"« 
perfect  equity  was  cons  stent  wifh  c  t/^'""^^*  *°  see  that 
's  It  not  Pre-eminentlyTnSh^^^^^^  Besides, 

an  mdividual  if  you  ever  jSoii  tiT*  °"  >'°"'"  "«hts  as 

It  was  precisely  here  Lr^^F^2  *°  P°^^^  any  ? 

the  house^hatXrchV?L  n?oS2n*™l'"  *^«^«tory  of 
position  to  rear  its  hS  hea?h?/n  '^">"'"'  ^^^^ed  a  dis- 
nent.  ""^'^  ^^a^  '"  an  ancient  virgin  govern- 

sa:7^t?„r,-jlLh-^^^^^^^^       the  bays  for  to-day." 

hear  her  own  voke  in  Vublk  ^l""^"--  .  She  blushed^to 

assembly  the  hardihood  seemed  to^-"^  '"^   ^^^^   ^"gust 
only  timditv  that  ranor^-  *°°  immense.     But  ft  U 

Th/nex.  insC'shfw^''b"  Shi„7S!;:' '''°''  <"  ^^- 
Her  sisters  haH  ♦.,r«»!»  i      ,  ^  ^tm  more. 

disapproval  towl^I^  X  put  dr^^H^^  ^"  ^"-^ 
and  stared  at  ^.^  with  round  everofr^rj?  ^^'''  '°^^^  ^"P^ 
three  counts  at  least  her  3*  ^         resolute  wonder.    Qn 
place  she  had  no  r^ht   o^^*Sn"°™ous.    In  the  first 
^nd.  much  less  to  have  the  XnT  °"  ^  ""^J^^^t  of  any 
heir  fathei.     Aeain   if  ci^lt  ^f'^ntery  to  utter  it  before 
'f  utteringit  in  tfat  kigust  ^'e^hf  "  "^^'  ^^e  pri^leg': 
'V  her  extreme  youtKhe^a^^a  i^.T^  ^^""^  P^^^^^^^d 
nd  Margaret,  and  fouTveL^.fnf  ./°"",^^''  ^^^  Jane 
wns  intervening.    And  ,^Jh  ^^''''  *^^"  Joan,  a  pair  of 
a^  been  guilty  f f  an  id^T  Horsuch  f  T  °'  ^"'  ^^^ 
'tl,^  kid  had  come  by  such  ^Zr.1       ^  -'"y-  '"offensive 
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before  proceeding  to  dear  the  mind  of  the  childish  DeUa  of 
cant. 

"  It  does  not  seem  right,"  said  that  formidable  young 
person  in  a  tone  as  exquisitely  detached  as  that  of  aunt 
Emma  herself,  "  to  ride  to  hounds  on  a  carriage  horse.  It 
seems  like  making  a  pretence  of  doing  what  you  cannot. 
If  one  is  not  to  be  with  hounds,  I  think  one  ought  to  go  on 
a  bicycle.    Besides,  we  have  not  been  used  to  it." 

The  others  chimed  in  solemnly  to  crush  their  youngest 
sister  with  their  grave  accord.  It  was  a  terrible  disgrace 
for  her,  before  their  father  too,  poor  Uttle  kid  I  but  your 
truly  Spartan  nature  does  not  flinch  from  the  administra- 
tion of  punishment,  even  when  it  is  likely  to  recoil  on  those 
who  wield  the  rod.  But  it  was  left  to  their  father  himself 
to  lay  on  the  severest  stroke. 

"  I  think  you  are  right,  Joan,"  he  said  with  a  gravity 
as  magisterial  as  their  own.  "It  is  a  fine  point,  but  I 
endorse  your  view.  Not  that  it  matters,  of  course,  but 
personally  I— ah,  think  it  can  be  considered.  It  has  not 
struck  me  in  that  light  before,  but  now  it  is  pointed  out  the 
spirit  is  sound.  Of  course  you  can  go  on  anything  with 
four  legs  to  it,  if  you  have  not  anything  better,  or  are  not 
used  to— ah,  anything  better ;  but  I  think  you  are  right 
if  you  don't.  It  may  be  drawing  it  a  bit  fine,  but  personally 
I— ah,  think  one  cannot  be  too  jealous  for  the — ah,  dignity 
of  covert." 

This  piece  of  dialectics,  given  in  the  judicial  syllables 
of  an  admired  Chairman  of  Quarter  Sessions,  thrilled 
five  excited  bosoms  of  those  present  in  that  court.  There 
was  a  sixth — a  sixth  who  had  opened  her  mischievous 
blue  eyes  and  was  laughing  softly,  an  incendiary  whom 
fortunately  neither  the  j  udge  nor  the  j  ury ,  terribly  in  earnest 
as  they  were,  could  spare  a  thought  to  take  notice  of.  Had 
they  done  so,  she  might  have  been  ordered  to  retire. 
But  the  culprit  herself  was  covered  in  confusion.  Women 
are  sensitive;  and  if  they  are  not  to  tingle,  it  be- 
hoves the  objects  of  their  worship  to  acquire  the  art  of 
dissenting  from  them  deUcately.  That  she  had  com- 
mitted an  awful  solecism  had  been  made  clear  to  her, 
but  she  had  no  means  of  telling  what  it  was.  There  was  a 
subtle  twist  in  her  callow   mind  that  forbade  it  to  dis- 
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forehead  was  such  a^awnv  sc^l/t^h  ♦'l^  ?°*-    ^^""  ^^^ 

it;    The  next  instant  STe^wi'l'^^jf.  ^^^ 

guffaw;  ^"®  ^^  trembhng  under  his  gieat 

notg'JCt"Sa';;i;r;?f^tS  "youare 

be  a  second  Aunt  EmiS  ih  hS  ^'7f"  ^    Not  giing  to 
must  be  careful."  '  ^^'  ^"^^  ^'^  ?    Must  be  careful, 

an'^^oSr^LTS;  ,^^;*  ^oke  c^^  Such 

father  before.  altCgh  thdr  mXr^'^i  ,"^"^^  ^^  t^^ir 
to  employ  it.  No  more  sir?k,il  ^^^^"/  ^°°^  ^^^ 
nature  of  the  misdemrino.Vr  .^  ?^  P/°°^  °^  t^e  serious 
The  culprit  redSe^Lr  effo  "i^^T  .^"°  ^^d"<^«d. 
had  offended  so  siSy  llT!  *°  >d  wherein  she 
against  the  bars  of  the  narrow  .L"^^^.*'!^  ^''^  ^^^  beat 
but  she  could  not  reach  tT7h«^  °I  ^^'  ^t^Uigence ; 
Yet  whatever  it  might  be  cln^n  f"?  °'.  ^^'^  ^no^ity 
the  stain  by  an  aTtTfVublk  Sf  '''  *"^'  *°  ^P«  °-* 
stiil  bufnlnT^rr^'J-^^  sh-aid.    The  scarlet  was 

WewoSdtriirof  JoT'     't^''  "°"^^  "°t  be  fair. 

i:?h^^w^sr  ^°^-  ^^-  -^ '^e£T-  S?gS1 -y^ 

who^?oulTride  bi?Si^^^^^^^^  ;?.^«  Worses  and 

to  decide  it.  As  no  r^. hod  '"A""'"^.^  to  J™  most  fitted 
vouchsafed  to  the ?er  ,  ^btelli^rnX'?  *^"  f'^'"^'  ^« 
for  the  higher  cour,  Their  Sr-'*!L^'.^^'^'^ya  case 
most  catholic.  On  the  lighSt  or  !inT  u?'  ^^*ber  was 
word  was  law.  He  chos?  on  t hi  ^^  •^^'*.™'^  P°'nt  his 
of  Solomon,  to  expoundTis  wisdom  ?1'^^»°"' ''^  the  fashion 
"  Better  draw  lots  ''  by  a  mechanical  means. 

No  lerwSt  ^'°ex^t:f  o1  "H  *°  '°^^«'*  ^^  ^^- 
which   never  foreet? ^  I    of  that  mexorable  Destiny 
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she  who  had  dared  to  suggest  a  carriage-horse  should  be 
condemned  by  Circumstance  masquerading  in  the  livery  of 
Chance  to  an  even  ruder  form  of  locomotion.  Poor  little 
kid,  on  her  birthday  too !  Still  it  was  no  part  of  the  duties 
of  Destiny  to  recognize  incongruities  of  that  sort. 

However,  no  sooner  had  all  been  contrived  to  their 
pleasure,  and  they  had  fallen  to  discussing  the  behaviour 
of  the  frost  and  the  prospect  of  its  going  in  time  for  hoimds 
to  do  their  work,  than  their  mother  interposed  in  that  mild 
voice  they  had  cause  to  know  so  well. 

"  I  was  rather  hoping,  children,  that  you  would  not  hunt 
to-day.  Do  you  tWnk  I  could  persuade  you  to  do  two  or 
three  hours'  reading  with  me  before  luncheon  ?  It  might 
be  of  service  to  your  minds,  and  I  am  sure  your  first  wish 
is  to  improve  them." 

The  faces  of  our  six  Dianas  were  poignant.  Their  con- 
sternation was  complete.  Their  mother's  smile  grew  in  its 
expanse  until  the  gold  stopping  was  seen  to  glitter  round 
a  tooth  in  her  upper  jaw. 

"  As  you  were  not  present  this  morning  at  prayers,  I 
feel  sure  that  two  or  three  hours'  solid  reading  would  help 
you  to  regain  a  little  of  that  which  you  have  unwittingly 
lost.  I  am  sure  we  all  agree  with  dear  Aunt  Emma  when 
she  says  with  an  inimitable  insight  all  her  own,  in  one  of 
the  many  pure  and  bloodless  passages  with  which  she  has 
chastened  the  EngHsh  language,  "  that  a  portion  of  the 
higher  hterature,  German,  Scandinavian  or  Chinese  for 
preference,  read  aloud  in  the  home  morning  or  evening,  or 
even  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  or  at  any  hour  when  one  is 
not  in  bed,  is  to  the  animal  spirit  as  a  sedative,  and  to  the 
understanding  as  is  an  iron  tonic."  Now,  as  your  absence 
from  prayers  this  mormng  seemed  to  imply  that  English 
literature  had  for  the  time  being  lost  its  savour  for  you,  I 
shall  be  curious  to  see  if  the  German  philosophers — let  us 
say  Hegel — as  I  cannot  implicitly  trust  you  not  to  under- 
stand a  word  of  him,  Nietsche  is  out  of  the  question — ^let 
us  say  Hegel's  Lectures  on  the  Philosophy  of  Religion,  cannot 
stimulate  your  minds  to  acquire  a  renewed  interest  in  the 
prose  poetry  of  vour  native  tongue." 

Each  stroke  was  dealt  delicately  by  a  past  mistress  in  her 
art.  The  high  mild  voice,  so  caressing  as  to  seem  obsequious, 
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tt  'nur^ry  :?  roe  ™e1  Sln'^  *'^*  ^^ V'^-  ^-^  -to 
reference  to  the  author  o™«lSf^^^         S"^^  ^"'  ^^e 

proud  heads,  and  reJppS  them  dv^to  baC"  H  th  "^ 
was  a  shghtly  moist  softness  in  the  evls  of  S  ?^'^ 
must  urge  upon  vou  resDerf f„ll,;  tw  ^^lia— and  we 

certain  even  of  thrt-voS  m.^^  T  ^'^  ^^  "°  "^^ans 

fuU  year  the  younLt^o?^  ^ir'"'^^"'"  ^^^^  '^^  ^^^  a 
leng^  of  timeVasIS:  %  ''ZS\^:^  C^^,,^'  ''^' 

"  Anyhof  tS  tLl  'j^  tmo^"  *^^"^';  -  "^S  father. 
theyViU  mfs^much-  L  ;r""r  ^"*  ^  ^°"'t  think 
Grove     In  C  Tn  'il,*  -^  "^ver  have  much  hick  at  the 

weTund  :  Sn"  i^xTn  ?f  ^R^T  "r^>"^'  ^^^  '^  '83 

frost  will  cleTr  off  af^Pr  ^11        J^^^^^^  I.  don't  think  this 

wiU  be  beitly  "  ''  ^'  ^"^  '^^"  ^f 't  does,  the  going 

Such  consolation,  elaborate  as  it  was   dirl  n«f      ** 

No.  only  was  h^  T^Z  a\\™,'Et4"o„*'£d''- 
1  happy  conjunction  of  qualities  that  arm,?«  ?  n  7        .^ 
Jmost  paradoxical  scope     Reverence  So  "^ 
-^^arity.  as  you  kn?w.    ThrSef^rsairtonS 

^^^^MtZ'^^t^tnwZh  when  there  was  no  more 
herefore  the  only  alle4t^on^^^^^^  '"^  *^'  coffee-pot.  when 
way.  a  diversioVwas  cVel  °d  bv  thJ'f  P- '"'H'  ^^^  P"* 
nd  the  announcement-  ^  ^  °P^"'"^  °^  the  door, 
"  Lord  Bosket." 
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A  Matrimonial  Martyr  on  the  Tragic  Theme 

AN  odd  little  man  waddled  in;  His  legs  were  so  crooked 
with  addiction  to  the  saddle  that  he  looked  as  pain- 
fully out  of  his  element  in  a  pedestrian  mode  as  a  mariner 
on  dry  lanii.  His  face  and  head  were  as  bald  as  a  toad's 
— ^the  Sieur  de  Montaigne's,  if  the  Sieur  had  not  had  a  little 
moustache.  The  colour  of  his  skin,  empurpled  by  the 
wind  and  rain,  was  that  of  an  overripe  tomato  ;  not  only 
brave  in  good  living  and  the  open  air,  but  with  also  a  shine 
of  wassail  in  it,  a  puffy  lustre  that  enhanced  the  bloom  of 
his  complexion  while  it  blurred  the  ferret-like  sharpness  of 
his  face.  His  somewhat  debased  features  were  suffused 
with  melancholy,  partly  querulous  and  partly  humorous. 
It  lent  him  a  shghtly  whimsical  air,  which  seemed  to  imply 
that  he  had  the  habit  of  looking  at  life  with  his  own  peculiar 
eyes.  He  was  as  one  who  acquiesces  in  his  lot  against  his 
judgment,  yet  shrinks  to  seek  another  lest,  so  poor  is  his 
opinion  of  himself  and  the  world  in  general,  he  should  find 
a  worse.  In  his  teeth  was  a  straw ;  in  his  hunting  scarf 
an  enormous  pin  cast  in  the  device  of  a  fox ;  a  fur-lined 
greatcoat  was  thrown  back  to  display  his  pink,  and  as  he 
waddled  in  twirling  his  velvet  cap  on  the  end  of  his  whip 
it  was  not  easy  for  any  save  the  specialist  in  the  fine  shades 
of  gentility  to  discern  where  the  groom  ended  and  the 
gentleman  began. 

"  Momin',"  he  said,  with  a  large  gesture  that  embraced 
one  and  all  in  a  manner  that  was  at  once  the  perfection  of 
the  affectionate  and  the  casual.  "How  are  my  little 
cockyoly  birds  this  momin'  ?    Pert  as  robins,  and  as  sharp 
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as  hawks  I    Peckin'   are   they ;  noses  in  the  manger  ? 

m^ade  I^n^e^^  "^™^^^^  '  «-'  -^  ^oy.  the  mar- 
..^'^^J^^^J^o^^odity  was  being  procured,  he  waeeed 
his  head  and  muttered,  •' Must  have  mar^alad^  "^in 
vanous  keys.  On  its  appearance  he  examinedTas  critical  v 
as  a  bushel  of  oats  he  was  about  to  give  a  favourite  m^e 
and  set  out  on  a  tour  of  the  table,  dabbing  a  huge  spS 
on  the  plate  of  each  of  his  nieces,  ending  with  DeliHSon 
whom  he  bestowed  "  one  extry  for  little  Miss  Muffit''^ 

..  ^u  T^^\^  *^^  "^^"er  w-th  her  finger  ?  " 
greaf  pridf        '''"'"  '''  ^'"'^'  ^^^^'^'"  '^^  ^^^"^  with 

"A  badger  hss  bitten  it,  Lord-love-a-duck '  Die 
ga^'len"l^'p^r?^;^^^*-'°-^^^^^^^^^  -^  ^'  the  bS^ 
together.  °*  *^^  '^'''"'^'  ^"'^^  ^^'''^^''"   ^^^V  chimed 

An  equally  animated  and  incoherent  account  of  the  ereat 

«' W^m  k"^''^-'^  ^°'"  *^'^  '""^^Sent  person  ^  '^* 

we  11  be  diggin  out  foxes  in  about  two-twos  "  said  he 
when  at  last  he  could  get  in  a  word.  "  We  sS  have  the 
sun  before  you  can  say  '  Knife  ! '     The  gdn'  is  on  the 

Who*  ?H-''"*'  ^"*  ^"'*  ^  ^^  ^"d  it  Sedlriehr- 

Someho^v  this  announcement  fell  flat.    His  nieces  iT    ' 

^beacon  in  response,  which  they  did  invariably  ni  less 

A  iefcS'tot?.  ''  J^'^  'y  '™  ^"^  that^TrttSkrTopIc 
^nf  ?u  °  t'f  °Pt™ism  was  provoked  at  once.  He  was 
only  half  sensible  of  it,  to  be  sure,  but  it  was  sufficient  to 

"%'o"on° '^1°  ^'^-r"!^  ^°^  ^^^  tempTrL^^S!""*  *° 
"Wh3    i  ^^'?'     glancing     about    querulously 

Where  s  Porson,  confounded  old  man  !    Why  don't  vou 
bnng  me  that  whisky  and  soda,  you  stoopS  ole  feUer^°" 
I  beg  your  lordship's  pardon.'' 

trav  of  "Inii^^  ^"i^""  T^  *°^^i"&  towards  him  with  a 

rdered  C  a?ft  ?ff^°"''  T^^P^^fi^  had  not  been 
uruerea ,    out  as  at  the  moment  of  entry  of  Lord  Rrv^kpf 

T*o  cllH^.°^  ^  brother-in-law  it  wi  usuaSy  his  firs 
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Measuring  out  one  half-pennyworth  of  soda  water  to  an 
intolerable  deal  of  whisky,  Lord  Bosket  dispatched  the 
mixture  in  a  consummate  manner  with  one  jerk  of  the 
hand.  He  shut  his  eyes,  and  then  re-opened  them  slowly 
in  an  exercise  of  the  critical  faculty. 

"  Good  water,"  he  said  earnestly.  "  Very  good  water, 
but  the  whisky's  rotten.  Funny  thing,  I  never  come  into 
this  house  but  what  I  have  to  lodge  an  objection.  It 
ought  to  be  brought  before  the  Stewards.  Sort  of  thing 
that  gets  the  house  a  bad  name.  The  whisky's  raw  ;  get 
me  some  turpentine  to  cool  my  tongue.  Have  this  in  the 
keg  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  lord." 

"  Keep  it  in  the  wood  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  lord." 

"  'Straordinary  thing !  Do  you  buy  it  or  do  they  pay 
you  to  take  it  away  ?  " 

"  I  beg  your  lordship's  pardon,  but  this  came  from 
Hipsley  with  your  lordship's  compliments  as  a  Christmas 
gift." 

"  What— what— what— what— what  ?  " 

Lord  Bosket  querulously  placed  his  hand  behind  his  ear. 
The  patient  manner  in  which  Person  repeated  his  statement 
was  no  mean  piece  of  elocution. 

"  You  must  be  wrong  my  boy,  you  must  be  wrong." 

"  I  have  the  label,  my  lord." 

"  Then  send  that  whisky  back  and  tell  Paling  you  are 
to  have  a  keg  of  the  '  special,'  with  the  green  ticket,  and 
mind  you  look  at  the  bung.  Ask  Paling  what  he  means 
by  it.    God  bless  my  soul,  what  are  things  coming  to  ? " 

This  urgent  matter  being  at  last  adjusted  to  Lord 
Bosket's  satisfaction  he  turned  an  eye  of  petulant  inquiry 
upon  his  nieces. 

"  Which  of  you  little  fillies  has  got  a  birthday  this 
mornin'  ?  " 

Delia  lifted  shy  eyes  up  to  him. 

"  Oh,  it's  the  young  one  is  it !  May  I  ask  what's  your 
fancy,  miss  ?  " 

"  if  you  please,  Uncle  Charles,  I  should  like  a  horse," 
said  Delia  with  an  air  that  was  very  timid  but  also  very 
decisive. 
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J'  Yo,H,^°^?  ^jke  a  boss.  'Straordinary  how  great  minds 
tmnk  alike.  It  happens,  miss,  that  a  boss  is  just  what  I've 
brought  you. 

;'  Ob,  Uncle  Charles !  "  said  Delia,  with  a  sudden  heiebt- 
emng  of  colour.  * 

"A  pretty  Uttle  boss  for  a  pretty  little  lady.  And 
manners— well,  I  wish  your  Aunt  Emma  would  take  a 
pattern.    Pretty  bit  o"  stuff." 

"  You  ought  not  to  do  it,  Charles,"  said  Broke.  "  How 
many  more  are  you  going  to  give  them  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  know  about  it,  my  boy  ?  If  now  and 
then  I  can  t  find  a  mount  for  my  own  fiUies  it's  a  pitv 
What  have  you  got  to  do  with  it  ?  They  are  the  only  ones 
1  ve  got  and  all  with  a  weakness  for  good  cattle  same  as  me 
Gomg  to  hunt  the  fox  this  mornin'— eh,  geUs?  We  shall 
have  you  larking  over  those  fences.  Hallo,  there  comes 
Mr.  Sun  !  What  did  I  say  !  Nobody'U  know  there's  been 
a  frost  m  another  hour.  Saw  Padgett  as  I  came  up.  He 
says  the  varmints  are  as  thick  in  the  spinney  as  eels  in 
a  mill  dam.  We'll  have  'em  out  o'  that.  They  shall  put 
their  best  pads  first  this  mornin',  ;  curse  their  Uttle 
eyes! 

But  for  once  his  nieces  faUed  to  respond  to  his 
enthusiasm.  As  a  rule  eager  faces  greeted  the  lightest 
aUusion  of  this  kind,  but  to-day  even  their  interest  seemed 
perfunctory.  He  looked  at  them,  and  then  at  their  mother 
with  his  eye  of  wbunsical  inquiry. 

"  They  are  coming,  Jane  ?  " 

"  Not  to-day,  Charles,"  said  bis  sister  in  her  mild  accents. 
Wh-a-a-at  ?  " 

Lord  Bosket  removed  the  straw  from  his  mouth  with 
extraordmary  resolution. 

"  I  am  sincerely  sorry,  Charles,"  said  his  sister,  with  a 
demure  mischief  m  her  eyes. 

"  Sorry  be  damned.  Are  they  goin'  to  do  five-finger 
exercises,  or  are  they  goin'  to  play  hockey  ?  " 

They  hope  to  read  a  Uttle  German  philosophy  with  me 
this  mormng."  ir  c  j 

Lord  Bosket  returned  the  straw  to  his  mouth  with  a 
resolution  even  more  extraordinary  than  that  with  which 
lie  had  taken  it  out. 
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"  Well,  that's  a  good  'un.  That's  won  it.  Jane,  you've 
taken  the  bun." 

"  Charles,  you  grow  too  technical." 

"  Here,  kennel,  kennel !  Don't  you  Emma  it  with  me. 
I  won't  stand  it  from  you,  my  gell.  You  shall  not  begin 
Emma-ing  it,  clever  as  you  are,  because  I  won't  have  it. 
If  I  say  you  have  taken  the  bun  I  mean  it.  The  six  cleverest 
customers  in  the  coimty  readin'  German  philosophy.- 
That's  a  Pi'etty  tale  to  pit(  i,  upon  my  Sam  !  I  shall  send 
it  to  the  Pink  Un.  I  shall  tell  Master  to  put  it  in  the  front 
page.  Why,  my  good  woman,  it  is  the  meet  o'  the  year. 
They  are  runnin'  a  special  from  London." 

"  You  were  kind  enough  to  inform  me  of  it  on  Monday." 

"  Oh,  go  hon  I  "  said  Lord  Bosket,  imitating  his  favourite 
music-hdl  comedian. 

His  sister  did  not  relax  a  muscle  to  this  rather  primitive 
form  of  irony. 

"  What  ha'  you  got  to  say,  my  boy  ?  "  he  said  to 
Broke,  feeling  baffied,  as  he  generally  did  in  a  contest  with 
his  sister.  "  You've  got  a  mind  of  your  own,  haven't 
you  ?  " 

"  I — ah,  think  she  is  a  bit  hard  on  them,"  said  our  hero 
with  a  dignified  hesitation. 

"  Oh,  do  you?    Well,  I  think  it's  a  damned  shame." 

He  was  aware,  however,  that  there  could  be  no  redress 
in  this  quarter. 

"  It  out-missises  the  missis,"  he  went  on,  rising  to  elo- 
quence, for  here  was  a  grievance  indeed.  ' '  Here's  the  sun  in 
pink  and  the  frost  gone  to  ground,  and  everything  as  right  as 
rain,  and  you  are  goin'  to  keep  the  headstall  on  those  little 
gells  and  cram  'em  with  German.  Lord-love-a-duck ! 
I'm  not  much  of  a  hand  at  religion,  Jane,  I'm  not,  but  if 
you've  been  studyin'  how  to  discourage  the  Almighty,  I 
reckon  you've  about  brought  it  of!  this  time.  If  you  are 
not  makin'  a  mockery  of  one  of  His  blessed  huntin'  momin's, 
and  He  don't  send  many,  I'll  never  cock  my  leg  over  a 
saddle  any  more.  It's  monstrous.  Why,  do  you  know 
what  I  said  last  night  to  old  Paunche,  '  Hell-fire  Harry ' 
as  they  caU  him  ?  I  said,  '  General,  we're  not  swells,  we're 
not ;  we're  not  the  Belvoir  and  we're  not  the  Quom ;  but 
if  we  can't  show  these  Cockney  sports  a  thing  or  two  I'll 
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a«d  those  little  Miss  Muffit?  o''"J'„7  n^fe^/ff"' 
nbboner.  General'!  «iVl  '  .t-  TV..  H..r"  >  Wue- 
are  not  fashSnSU  t wL  ''1°^  httle  Allies  o'  mine 

general  danlH  im^Si^VIn  "^aTsTabte*^  S*"?"  ""^ 
Hyde  Parkers  neither,  none  o"  to^  "fi^tlta.  ^%"  T* 

iS?^;?±^"-"--otee;M^ 

entreaty  upon  their  mother^o  discover  a  sLn  IT  ° 
yielding  to  their  uncle's  rhetoric     Th!^,t«??   "  ?®''  °^ 
keep  a  cloak  over  their  filing       a^  '''''^^  ''^  '^nger 
lower  their  pridH  S     Th£'  f    "*  "^^"^  compeUed  to 
with  the  excSentfof^^aTd  feSXL'if  ^^^^^ 

soSowfdly  That  she  hS??h^°.^''r^'?^  "',  ^^^^^  ^  ««k 
like  that  at  afl  ttes  and's^^^^^^^^^^^  °L"?t';^  *^^^  ^^^'^ 
spark  of  pity  in  that  iSorabe  bosom  ^e?hTH%"-,*5 
that  momine  in  a  noint  nf  tK^L  c      x"      ,.   ^  "^**  ^^^ed 

c.nseqnencef^renTto^iswSc^"""'  '^""'■''=  «"' 
at^k  ^hJ""'  *'™"i^'«l  to  new  vklonr,  returned  to  the 

S'-  nS!iflrns"S'Sn&Ti  "^  "  ^'^*' 
<vhere  his  S  S>  rlnif     f  *  u^^^V^  ^«  ^^  usually 

W  SV?i=  --"--" "- 

uiQ  nun  that  woman  was  a  creature  over  whom 
57 


BROKE   OF    COVENDEN 

human  reason,  even  when  dispensed  by  man,  the  fount  of 
it,  was  not  likely  to  prevail.  Besides,  you  do  not  look  to 
Hannibal  to  usurp  the  functions  of  the  drill-sergeant. 
Therefore  he  was  content  to  restrict  his  championship  of 
the  cause  so  gallantly  espoused  by  Lord  Bosket  to  grim 
laughter,  enunciated  in  occasional  guffaws,  at  the  points 
made  by  that  intrepid  sportsman. 

"  German  philosophy,"  h<!  said,  thrusting  his  hands  in 
his  pockets  and  growing  quite  querulous  in  his  ear  lestness. 
"  I  thought  you  were  a  woman  o'  sense,  Jane,  but  you  are 
a  stable  companion  to  Emma.  Part  of  the  '  Movement," 
what  ?  Haven't  heard  o'  the  '  Movement '  ?  Don't  know 
what  the  '  Movement '  is  ?  It's  the  very  latest.  As  it's 
German  you'll  go  to  a  sausage  shop  to  study  it  of  course, 
now  that  the  missis  has  proved  Shakespeare  to  be  Bacon, 
and  reads  OiheUo  in  a  pigstye  to  preserve  the  tradition 
of  environment.  That's  the  ticket,  'the  tradition  of 
environment.'  She  walks  into  my  snuggery  to  study 
Paradise  Lost.  That's  a  nice  way  to  treat  a  feller ;  I  ve 
always  been  a  good  husband  to  her.  I  told  her  to  go  to 
the  devil  and  she  would  be  able  to  read  Dante.  If  you 
are  in  the  '  Movement '  and  you  happen  ^o  have  got  a  cold 
in  the  head,  you  read  aloud  Nietsche  to  your  pals.  You 
pronounce  his  name  every  time  you  sneeze.  There's  no 
sayin'  what  we're  comin'  to.  But  it's  a  one-sided  life.  I 
can't  even  have  a  second-hand  motor  car,  but,  bless  you, 
the  missis  lias  ordered  a  bran-new  air-ship  '  to  converse 
alone  with  lofty  thoughts.'  "  . 

"  Noblesse  oblige,  my  dear  Charles.  A  soarmg  intellect 
may  occasionally  be  allowed  to  pay  a  flying  visit  to  its 

native  ether."  .  ,  •  *  i 

"  Soarin'  intellect  be  damned.  I'  e  got  a  soanii  intel- 
lect, only  it  ain't  allowed  to  soar.  I've  got  my  feelin's  the 
same  as  any  other  worm  Writin'  men  are  bad  enough, 
but  writin'  women  are  a  curse.  Now  they've  made  her 
the  president  of  the  '  Lady  Lionesses,'  sort  of  inner  circle 
of  the  'Movement,'  don't  you  know;  she  b*^lieves  shes 
Doctor  Johnson,  and  her  head's  so  big  that  Spmk  has  had 
to  build  her  a  new  tiara,  because  the  old  'un  has  got  so 
small  it  ain't  fit  to  go  to  Court." 
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Charts  "thfr.?*!,  ?"i  ^  ^^*y*  understood,  my  dear 
Lharlcs,  that  she  desired  ao  earthly  crown  "         ^ 

don-rseem  In^t  ''"^  *^'''  S°.*  °"^  ^^  ^^e  same,  as  there 
aon  I  seem  to  be  one  vacant  in  heav«>n     n„*  ♦».-*       i 

no  odds ;  it  wasn't  paid  for  by  me  It  w«fn  f  "^'l 
royalties  But  Tm  leacin'  T  very  h  J?  We  n"^^^^ 
.'riaTon'-'n'^V^P^u^^P^ 

wnnete   o  the  eyebrow  of  your  missis  ?     I  £"|E  «  • 
'^  «  ryTaTa  htt  "„^^i„«"f  Jil'  h7''  *™"' 

..  "7  .P^of  ?">«  I    Our  withers  are  un™  " 

■*r  fS  far"*!  tl' ,f '  PJ'^"'i """  *'>'>'  ""''^^«  drive  a 
nv  wor^     ril  \,f^        "^5''  f"*  ""'«'  I'"  P™  you 

If  use,  Jr'lf  thTllS:  rry  L™  I-rf -^ek 

Sry^rsJ-a/eTydiii'S-^^ 

ther  day.  just  to  make  a  bit  of  high-class  co^veSation  for 
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her  don't  you  know,  whe^V"  t  9  Fitzsimmons  was  any 
relation  to  the  cove  w^o  .Ju.^Kt  ,im  Corbett,  because  he 
must  have  come  of  a  din:]i  1  ^r'ai ':  stock  to  have  written 
Homer  and  books  of  th;  <  r'i5?.  ^iut,  bless  you,  the  old 
dutch  was  at  me  before  >  -u  <  mIH  say  '  knife  ! '  I  was  not 
to  expose  my  Philistinism  an  :  j  a  ds  interpenetrated  with 
the  lust  of  athleticism,  likt  ih-.  immoral  age  in  which  1 
lived.    Fine   talker  thai  *  Lniim.    /.""'  poets  said 

•hee-haw.'" 

"  Alas,  poor  Yorick.  i  ,on  vih  ^^<  <•"*  >vrite  the  Sor- 
rows of  a  M.  F.  H.  I  belicv  i  I  Ci  1  k^-  t.  3  pot  boihng 
for  a  year." 

"The  mornin'  I  married  inat  woman  lUere  might  well  be 
a  change  in  the  weather.  Edmund,  there's  been  a  mistake. 
Jane  and  I  ought  to  have  been  born  the  other  way  about. 
You  and  I  would  ha'  got  on  together  Uke  a  house  on  fire. 
We'd  be  hantin'  the  fox  all  day  and  playing  double-dummy 
bridge  all  night ;  while  Jane  and  Emma  could  be  sittin'  in  a 
Methodist  chapel  all  the  year  round  readin'  the  Spectator. 
There's  been  a  mistake,  old  son.  It  would  ha'  been  such  a 
simple  thing  for  that  damned  fool  Nature  to  handicap  us  ac- 
cordin'  to  the  code  at  the  beginnin'.  Weight  for  age  and  a 
five-pound  penalty.  But  no,  she  must  try  something  fancy, 
and  as  a  consequence  there  is  no  race.  She  ought  to  know- 
better  with  all  her  experience.  There  are  poor  old  knackers 
that  can't  push  one  leg  before  the  other  and  have  never 
won  a  plate,  that  have  got  their  ten  pounds  extry  ;  and 
there  are  smart  young  five-year-olds  that  haven't  got  an 
ounce.  I  never  saw  such  handicapping  in  my  life.  Why 
can't  she  be  simple  and  straightforward  and  cut  her  clothes 
accordin'  to  her  cloth  ?  As  for  makin'  a  thing  perfect,  she 
can't.  She  hasn't  got  sense  enough.  She  can't  even  make 
a  boss,  damn  her !  It's  either  all  action  and  no  heart ; 
or  if  it  happens  to  be  good  at  timber  it's  a  thousand  to  five 
it's  touched  in  the  wind.  She's  taken  too  many  contracts, 
has  that  old  fool.  Porson — ^where's  Porson  ?  Come,  my 
boy,  don't  you  see  the  jug's  empty  ?  " 

This  is  no  extieme  specimen  of  the  conversational  style  of 
the  Right  Honourable  Charles  Chevenix,  Thirteenth  Baron 
Bosket  of  Hipsley  in  the  kingdom  of  Great  Britain.  With 
incorrigible  naivete  it  was  his  custom  to  meander  amid  his 
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from  his  lot  T^?r  wSl  Sl.^l'"''^  *  T*"^'"  P'^^a^^^e 
mills  of  domestfcify  ^  Jt  J^Zl  fT"^  '°  .^^"*"  '"  the 
against  his  sad  condUion  th  J  .  f\^^^''\  ^^""^  ^'^  Protests 
b?  discerned  to  Seabi"?  him  ?  ^''^^^tvrdom  might 
contributed  thereby  to  the  ^S./fl'"°''^  "7^^  *'"*  ^" 
all  his  complaints  he  never  aSed  ??r'  *°'  ?"*^°'-  ^" 
He  pitied  himself  profou'ndlf 'but  thfinr  ^^^^^^J^^^y- 
was  a  chief  foible  of  his  natur^  ThV  ^"i'f"^'}*  of  Pity 
a  case  as  grievous  as  his  own  .  ?i  !"?1'^",*  ^^  discovered 
that  he  oftenTd  he  was  oT,?;.  ""*  ^'V*  *^>'^  *°  ^s  door 
a  chastened  tSr-  ^"'*^  ^'  ""^^^^  *°  ^^^^rate  it  with 

hoKsr  rrrrc^Ta^Virtr  ^^%*  ^^"'^• 

TeXS^I^a^^ird^^^^^^^ 

arch-priest  ™  o  st^nv  ^'  rin '."^  ^%  "^^  ^^^  P^t^°"  and 

sough^t  his  aid  in  tS^  H?met  the  I?"?'"  "  P^g  "  ever 

of  many  a  faUen  aneel  and  U^Lnl    T^  P«c"wary  need 

no  anchorite   he  Sn«?  T  *  °^  °*^^'"  ^^ys-    Himself 

conditions"of  men''  CSve'SdTho^h^  "^*^  ^"^ 

atfhirw^rJ^^S:?"^^^^^^ 

to  shine.  His  eenSoSv^^.  k""  ^^*^  ^^e^"  ««en  fit 
Naure  herself     T f  S^  "^^^  ^  bountiful  as  that  of 

give  helal?  half  cro^  ^l "?' •  °^^^  *^^*  ^^  ^°"W 
beggar  in  the  St?andc^Hn„^^i'"  *^^  ^^''^d  to  a  blind 
to  tie  blind  maSo^an^^^^^  "^'IT  ^^* 

to  borrow  one  and  sixpence  of  fl  ^J"^^^"^  ^"^^^V 
might  take  a  cab  to  hS^' dSs '•  on  th?  Tif  *^°*V*^e*  ^* 
meat,  the  odd  sixpence  for  ?E  .  k  T^^^^^  Embank- 
that  even  in  hisXt  evt\in!S  l^^'"^";io'-  it  was  argued 
walk  rathi  than  so  far  S  v  "^""^^  ^'^""^  ^^°^°  to 
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Having]now  delivered  his  customary  short  excursus  on  his 
own  hard' case,  a  permanent  injustice  that  required  to  be 
ventilated  every  day,  he  returned  with  new  valour  to  that 
special  tyranny  under  which  he  had  discovered  his  nieces 
suffered.  By  hook  or  by  crook  it  had  to  be  redressed. 
When  he  took  a  charitable  idea  into  his  head  he  could  be 
very  tenacious ;  and  again,  such  olive  branches  being 
denied  to  his  own  domestic  hearth.  Broke  himself  hardly 
cherished  the  "  little  chestnut  fillies  "  more  tenderly  than  he. 

"  Jane,"  he  said  with  a  sudden  inspiration,  and  smiled 
a  lit«:le  roguishly  to  find  himself  so  cunning,  "  I  suppose 
you  xnc'A'  it's  likely  that  Wimbledon's  home,  and  he  may 
be  comin'  over  to-day  from  Hazelby  ?  " 

"  Ah,  our  poor  Harry,"  said  Mrs.  Broke  in  her  most 
motherly  voice.  "  Charles,  you  surprise  me.  He  is  so 
seldom  anywhere  since  he  lost  poor  dear  Mary.  Besides,  I 
thought  he  was  at  Davos." 

Lord  Bosket  thought  so  too,  but,  like  Brer  Rabbit  "  he 
lay  low  and  said  nuffin'."  For  it  was  easy  to  deduce  by  a 
new  animation  in  the  manner  of  his  sister  that  the  case 
had  acquired  a  fresh  aspect.  The  Duke  of  Wimbledon's 
appearances  in  public  had  of  late  been  so  rare  that  when 
one  was  in  the  unhappy  predicament  of  having  six  penniless 
girls  to  settle  in  life  it  was  almost  an  affront  to  Providence 
to  ignore  them.  Therefore  in  something  under  three 
minutes  the  inexorable  lady  had  made  a  concession — a  par- 
ticularly graceful  one  to  be  sure.  Her  breeding  was  much 
too  perfect  to  allow  cause  and  effect  to  obtrude  themselves 
in  her  tactics ;  but  it  was  a  concession  nevertheless.  After 
all,  it  was  a  fine  morning  for  hunting  ;  the  girls  must  be 
encouraged  to  preserve  their  sovereign  health ;  Hegel's 
Lectures  on  the  Philosophy  of  Religion  could  wait  until 
they  returned.    But  they  must  promise  to  be  home  early. 

"  Yes,  mother,"  said  Joan  demurely. 

Still  there  was  a  fine  spirit  in  her  eager  face  as  she  rose 
from  the  table. 

"  Come,"  she  said.  "  Delia,  please  go  and  tell  Simkin 
to  have  Popsie,  the  Colonel  and  Pat  ready  as  soon  as  he  can." 

"  Come  here,  little  gell,"  said  Lord  Bosket,  grabbing 
Delia  as  she  was  hastening  to  obey  orders.  "  Give  your 
Uncle  Charles  a  kiss.    Nice,  shy  little  filly,  is  it  ?    I  told 
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;em  to  put  a  saddle  on  your  new  quad  Twooence  o.,t  n' 

f  r  ?."i  .*?°*"  ■>=  "»''ed  as  their  boon  compantoi     n 
detohted  Uiem  to  pay  the  toll  he  exact<5  of"S  andall 

ip5?  &  a'j.ThartSsrci*stir 

way  01  talking  that  ever  was  heard,  was  iust  ahont  thl 
dearest  and  kindest  man  and  uncle 'in  aU  tXe  wo  ?d     o1 
^urse  their  father  was  excluded  from  this  generaliation 
?ort2     mat.r^  P'°P!?y  ^^"^^^  ^"  -  Comparison  of 
Unde  ChaS   £  fleTh  '^'  ^^l"-^"^  ^""^"*^^  °f  their 
W'arno  nfmSc    I-     ,    ^^'"^  '"^J^^*  *°  <lecay  he  could 
loricaJ     ZwitW^^^'"  ^"'  ^  "*"^  *^'^  ^'^^  the  mytho 
myth  a  hero  «  w!  7'  °"'  ^P^'*'  ^  ^^^^^^  character,  a 
y.  t^u  '  ^  ^^'^^  °^  romance,  a  god  on  a  pedestal 

thev^Xr  ^^.^*J  '""  ^^"^'"  ^^id  their  unSe  as  stn  as 
S^omivl  Trl  ?.'""  ^'  *h"  ^"d'  ^"d  fresh  as  a  March 
?^ot  L  h^otalln^^?,  ^-tlV^go^;-  -r^y  ^ 

gS;^|?^:j^^i:iit^:^-^^ 
?m!Sd?L"^^/rd' :v^  !Js  r^°""  y°"'-^^ 

jrwui    p  s    ana    q  s.     And  if  you  are  wise  you'll 
63 


1? 


^11 


BROKE   OF   COVENDEN 


keep  clear  of  Emma.  That  missis  of  mine  would  give 
Mr.  Plato  his  gruel  in  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  She  is 
worse  than  her  Collected  Works." 

A  demure  smile  was  his  recompense  for  this  sage  advice: 
Presently  he  changed  his  manner.  Lowering  his  voice, 
his  confidentialness  which  was  that  of  wisdom  unalloyed, 
acquired  an  insinuation  that  was  not  unworthy  of  a  lawyer's 
clerk. 

"Talkin'  of  marriage,"  he  said,  "  somebody  told  me  the 
other  day  that  things  had  been  fixed  up  between  our  young 
Billy  and  that  Wayling  gell.  You  had  better  give  me 
the  ofi&ce,  because  I've  got  a  pony  on  it." 

"  I  think  Charles  at  least  the  announcement  is  a  little 
premature." 

Mrs.  Broke's  smile  was  as  placid  as  her  eyes,  but  she 
had  brought  to  perfection  the  art  of  affirming  a  fact  with 
a  denial  of  it.  Her  brother  at  least  knew  what  construction 
to  place  upon  her  demeanour.    He  laughed. 

"  I've  lost  my  pony  all  right.  Jane,  you  are  fly.  So 
you've  hooked  the  heiress  !  It's  what  you've  been  wanting 
this  many  a  day.  How  you've  kept  body  and  soul  to- 
gether all  these  years  I'm  damned  if  I  know,  as  I  said  to 
Salmon  the  other  night.  Hooked  the  heiress  have  you  ? 
You  are  just  as  fly  as  they  make  'em.  You've  missed  your 
vocation,  my  gell.  If  you  had  taken  those  brains  on  the 
Turf,  you  would  have  made  a  bit.  Suppose  I  had  better 
congratulate  you  ;  you  too,  oid  son." 

Husband  and  wife  laughed  without  resentment.  They 
were  accustomed  to  a  frankness  for  which  their  relation 
was  famed  from  one  end  of  England  to  the  other.  Besides 
they  could  afford  to  be  good-humoured.  A  much-coveted 
prize  had  recently  come  within  the  grasp  of  a  bitterly 
impoverished  family. 

Lord  Bosket  seemed  to  grow  thoughtful. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  Bill,"  he  exclaimed  suddenly.  "  It's  no 
good  sayin'  I  ain't.  I  can't  stand  that  WayUng  gell. 
She's  a  righteous  one,  I'm  certain.  Belongs  to  the  missis' 
gang.  In  fact,  if  it  comes  to  that,  I'm  not  at  all  sure  that 
I  wouldn't  prefer  the  old  dutch.  Poor  young  Billy; 
you've  my  sjmipathy,  my  lad.  Many  a  time  will  you  wish 
yourself  a  counter-jumper  at  twenty  bob  a  week  and  your 
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damned  old  fool  has^^heH  ^f  cf  ^^^^^l^y  times  that 
in  blinkers  and  a  hdteTSid  m v  b^  ri,  ^"^  ""^  *°  *^^"^^h 
that's  their  gamel^tlTvou^^^jl^^^^^ 
What's  the  good  ofTw  tohP  f    ^^^^  '  ,  ^°^«  ^^"er  ! 
grow  wings  !  "  ^     *°  ^  ^  ^°^^  angel  if  you  can't 

BS^t^^^Sot'tSn^t  Sft'ft^  '""'"  ^r*^  °^  Lord 
by  the  return  of  hiSj^Th*  ^^  mercifully  arrested 
of  a  style  somewhaan;pdS^^'^^.^"'PP^^th  habits 

battered  intoTulaUsa^?S"nf'^^^  ^'^  ^"^^'^  hats 
doubt  was  antediSi  ?^  fLk-  ^^  ?"^'"^>  ^^'^^  no 
count  in  their  case     From"  K    i^'°"5  h°^^^er,  did  not 

indefinable  1S,kTt'he'^'°v^rkmfn"°  jf  ''^^  '^^  ^^^ 
their  uncle's  that  must  be  XweTa  certdn  Wh  -?t?  °' 
any  one  of  'em  into  a  sarfc-  +m  »;»;  .  ""i?  truth  :      Shove 

stick  a  saucepan  over  her  nose  InS  "S  \'  ^''  °'  ^*^^' 
and  for  style  I  shall  bark  f w^Vfi       « *  h^""  °"  ^  boss, 
on  two  lejs  thaTl'r'^^n^^oVl^^^"^^^^^^^^ 
they're  not  beauties  none  of  'em   but  in  it  th?    ^^^^ 
handsome  as  paint "    AnH  aii«   '      J   "  ^*  *'^®y  are  as 
tionatepartialitv  thevirnVhwT"^  ^?'  ^  "^"^^in  affec 
sportsman  ^hofnrnSluZt^  ^^^"^  ^i^^^*^  inveterate 
ofwhich  he  himSw  in  the  on^r  ""^^  ^^^^^^  description, 
unworthy.    As  weU  as  bSnTCS  f  !?°^  J">^'  ^^s  not 
been  bred  toVheTelds     Th£    ^  *°  ^^^  '^^^^^  t^^V  ^ad 
as  any  creature^ there  to^&o'und "  "^*"^^  ^"^  ^^'-- 

th'°A^s"of%X\''Tos?^^^^  y-^  to  expound 

pence  "  ;  also  tho  e  of  a  n^w  "  auld^^nf'h-  °"*  °^  J^""*^- 
linaris  out  of  BioeraDhv  "  5h,v A  °^  5'^  °^"'     Apol- 

child-like  g^a^?  ySekdr.rli^ v^  proceeded  to  do  with  a 
audience.  Su^Centlv^W  K^^^^  Tl^  •*^'^"  ^""^^  ^^  his 
to  see  the  bac^?r  S£n?nJh^  '1°^^^^  U'^^^^  Charles 
elaborate  anr  £%  'Sf -ri™  ^  !  "^^Z  "^^^  another 
Afterwards  were  sub^Sld  ?.>?'"?""*  °^  its  capture, 
'toat,  a  fox,  a  we^l  a  rhitl?  ^'^  inspection  a  feaet.  a 
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CHAPTER  III 
Which  the  Judicious  are  exhorted  to  Skip 

WHILE  our  hero  and  his  attendant  Dianas  are  nego- 
tiating hedges  and  ditches  in  the  February  thaw,  it 
is  our  duty  to  take  a  shrewder  look  into  his  material  state. 
In  person  fine  and  lusty,  he  was  in  his  mind  the  true 
embodiment  of  feudaUsm,  as  was  to  be  expected  of  one 
whose  passion  for  the  land  had  congealed  the  temper  of 
his  understanding  into  the  clogging  thickness  of  his  native 
loam.  Had  you  dug  over  his  mind  with  a  spade,  iiothing 
would  have  been  turned  up  in  it  save  the  immemorial  lust 
of  possession,  the  pride  of  race,  the  abasement  of  spirit 
before  the  soil,  which  even  at  this  day  rendered  hira  as 
foremost  an  Englishman  as  any,  although,  a  Uttle  para- 
doxically, considering  how  our  enUghtenment  has  been 
vaunted  before  an  envious  Europe  for  at  least  a  hundred 
years,  he  still  remained  the  essential  type  and  mirror  of 
the  Briton  of  the  days  before  Froissart  and  Chaucer  in  the 
twelfth  century  after  Christ. 

To  reconcile  such  a  one  to  the  peculiar  pinch  of  his  day 
and  generation  was  impossible.  Nothing  ;  not  his  wife, 
not  lus  friends,  not  his  circimistances,  not  experience  itself, 
that  over-rated  monitor,  conspire  as  they  might,  could 
reconcile  him  to  the  heresy  that  at  the  dawn  of  the  twentieth 
century  of  the  Christian  era,  pounds,  shillings  and  pence 
had  superseded  more  picturesque  considv3;rations  in  point 
of  virtue.  He  could  not  bring  himself  to  beUeve  that  a 
martial  ancestry,  unsullied  thews  and  a  strong  right  arm 
went  for  less  than  the  arithmetical  rectitude  of  your  greasy 
dealers  in  food-stuffs  and  cotton  fabrics.  He  could  not 
bring  himself  to  believe  that  pre-eminence  before  the 
world  was  the  fruit  of  a  sufficient  sum  in  the  three  per 
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amour.    Tt^Jl^^y  ^^S^ftnT?^  ^i^'^1 

amount  of  your  income     mSwi^K^    merit  was  the 

your  de^en?  in  an  unU^L^ol^l  'A^  ^S 

Z^Tu  T/  "P°"  *^«  consideration  of  a  few  i°ne2 

SeT^ef  dtch   "Xf ''^'^  ^"^*!?*  ^t°  the  m^tlries  S 
me  leirer  aitch,  and  other  arcana  devised  bv  Caste  W  ,♦» 

mel^'spW.'^^  "^ '"°''«'"  °°  "■■«>''«°"  »  ^  tor. 
On  the  other  hand,  to  do  him  no  injustice  our  h.m'. 
»ncepjpn  of  ha  own  figure  in  the  world  wai""„Zw„Sv 
one  Kb  acres,  his  accidental  status,  his  ben^u^^K 
he  found  unpossible  to  reverence  too  mnrt^  £  ^,"' 
guarded  them  as  jealously  as  his  foxes  h"br«ii.sV«kM,' 
taups  and  his  daughters.    Like  the  a^c«S^  i^  ,hev 

WuriSe  tt  tt„"  '^""^  °"?'™^  subst1Silll'7pto! 

Pnde,  says  the  moralist,  is  a  weed  that  fln,ir,ej,«»  • 

the  higher  it  waxed.    A  very  stalwart  nf  a  !«,^  condition 
)ur  honest  English  beef  aid  ale  hehLo      ^'  ^^"^  "P°" 

<»p.d.ty.  and  ,eU..,.«m.  Z  first  of  XwS^tot  tt 
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feudal  baron  he  would  have  been  a  complete  success  hn? 

victVar^Shi  ^T^sd^^ 

of  a  pecuniary  need  they  had  nfve^SeSo^iU't'o  sTffe? 
the  figure  that  he  cut  was  hardly  so  heroTcThU^arS 
Po^rVor  "?i\PP^^.^  ^t  his  b^st  with  hoS  ii  h^  ciat 

n.VL  i^^  "^"^  ^'^  *™'^'"  do^  and  a  mortgage  on  h^ 
manor  house  was  so  thinlv  clad  that  ho  ^«.,iJi''u 

shiver  every  time  the  wlnd^b  ew     Those  of  SS  nei.hS  '' 

oegan  lite  with  a  barrel-organ  and  three  whitP  m,v^  •■ 

a  mS?™7:f'.'5f  feoli^rie'"  ^j^fK^'^.K"'  " 
House  of  Sahnon.    For  the  seat  of  tha+  ««ki    7     -i    J  5 

pnated  turbary.    The  place  was  a  paradise  of  sanitation. 
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minded   pleasure     «•  n     ^^  ancestors  he  tSt  5   •     *,^^ 
Lord  Salmon  ;L  The  Sr*^  ^  ^ribe."      P^*«-    ^s 

Im, t„%T"  Vo'^^"  I-"  contracted  debtf hi.  t™'^  '»'■ 
?ree,  uncompromising  in  ?•        .^^  ^^s  inveteratei!.      i?' 
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again,  the  aristocratic  instinct  is  not  to  be  gratified  through- 
out a  term  of  expensive  centuries  without  sooner  or  later 
Threadneedle  Street  asking  for  better  security.  If  only 
we  live  long  enough,  the  most  austere  of  us  have  to  submit 
to  the  discovery  of  coal  under  the  virgin  soil.  The  Brokes, 
a  good  freebooting  family,  had  contrived  in  feudal  days  to 
live  in  purple  and  fine  linen.  They  took  what  they  wanted. 
But  other  times,  other  manners.  Under  Victorian  statutes 
the  strong  hand  was  Uable  to  be  interpreted  as  a  felony. 
The  strong  brain  had  superseded  it.  Persons  of  an  ingemous 
turn,  the  Sahnons  for  example,  arranged  their  "  booms 
and  their  "  slumps,"  "  rigged  "  their  "  markets,  floated 
their  "  companies,"  knew  how  to  be  a  "  bear  and  when 
to  be  a  "  bull,"  rented  Park  Lane,  had  their  little  places  in 
the  country,  a  convenient  distance  from  town :  and  were 
able  with  their  indomitable  wealth  to  menace  and  to  oust 
the  county  famiUes  or,  what  they  Uked  better,  to  force 
them  to  compromise. 

The  fusion  of  blood  and  brains  was  the  first  condition. 
The  Brokes  Ufted  up  their  voices  without  avail.  The 
Sahnons  held  the  power  and  did  not  hesitate  to  wield  it. 
The  Brokes  must  perish  or  submit.  The  philosophers 
among  the  anden  rigime  clenched  their  teeth  and  inter- 
married with  the  bloated  plutocrat;  the  astute  among 
them  made  a  Gilbertian  attempt  to  beg  the  question  of  their 
dignity  by  taking  in  matrimony  the  daughters  of  the  pork- 
packers  of  Chicago  on  the  plea  that  every  American  woman 
is  a  queen  in  her  own  right— a  doubtful  compliment  to  a 
democratic  country  which  yet  seemed  to  please  it  very 
well.  The  Brokes  of  Covenden,  those  stubborr^  Die-Hards, 
endeavoured  in  the  meantime  to  pursue  the  even  tenour 
of  their  way,  entering  into  alliances  only  with  those  whom 
they  were  pleased  to  caU  "  the  right  sort,"  a  term  of  an 
admirable  vagueness  suited  to  the  character  of  their  ideals. 

Poor  Mrs.  Broke,  witb  her  penniless  and  uninteresting 
girls  in  the  market,  was  at  the  end  of  her  wits.  She  was 
too  keenly  alive  to  the  exigencies  of  the  age  to  have 
scruples  as  to  what  direction  they  married  in,  provided 
that  money  had  been  found  there.  But  our  hero,  whose 
exclusiveness  grew  more  inordinate  as  the  occasion  for  it 
grew  less  apparent  to  the  world,  had  set  down  his  loot; 
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accomplished  and  absurrflv^^h  m?     «;    V^  beautifulj 
the  last^  a  IkS  cefih3  •  ^  *^  Wayling  of  Calow, 

of  the  mornine's  tjost     n?  ♦»,!      i  *x"  *°  .*^®  remainder 


^good  old  mun^y  •■  would  let  hta'ffi  ^«,W 

l»nsffl .      I  don  t  want  you  to  get  fussing  about  me  Sd 
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Maud  Wayling.    I'm  not  her  sort.    I'm  a  plane  sort  of 
chap,  and  don  t  want  anything  so  clarsy  as  Maud." 

Mrs.  Broke  read  and  re-read  this  letter.  She  laughed  a 
little  and  she  sighed  a  Uttle.  There  was  a  softness  in  her 
eyes  that  might  have  surprised  her  daughters  very  much 
had  they  been  able  to  see  it. 

She  found  the  other  letters  of  a  more  prosaic  kind.  The 
first  was  in  these  terms : — 

"  E^und  Broke,  Esq. — ^Dear  Sir,  I  beg  again  to  call 
your  attention  to  the  fact  that  your  account  is  over- 
drawn considerably  in  excess  of  the  securities  we  hold. 
I  am  instructed  by  my  Directors  to  inform  you  that  it 
is  impossible  to  permit  this  deficit  to  be  augmented.  I 
am  further  instructed  by  my  Directors  respectfully  to 
urge  you  to  reduce  it  without  delay.  The  undersigned 
would  be  glad  to  arrange  a  personal  interview  at  your 
early  convenience.  I  am,  dear  Sir,  yours  very  faithfully, 
per  pro  Marr's  Banking  Co.,  Ltd.,  Jas.  B.  Chavnev." 
The  second  was  a  httle  more  to  the  point : — 
"Edmund  Broke,  Esq. — Sir,  We  were  much  surprised  to 
have  this  morning  the  enclosed  cheque  on  Marr's  Bank- 
ing Company,  Ltd.,  returned  to  us  endorsed  R.D. 
Unless  we  receive  a  remittance  for  the  full  amount  (£103 
i6s.  $d.)  per  return  of  post  we  shall  be  compelled  to  take 
steps  for  its  immediate  recovery.  We  are.  Sir,  your 
obedient  servants,  Denise  et  Cie." 

Mrs.  Broke  was  neither  surprised  nor  embarrassed  by 
such  manifestations  of  the  difficulties  that  threatened  from 
hour  to  hour  to  destroy  them.  She  knew  they  were  on  the 
verge  ;  a  mortgage  on  every  stick  that  was  not  entailed ; 
and  creditors  knocking  at  the  gate.  For  many  a  weary  year 
this  indomitable  woman  had  been  economizing  to  the  last 
desperate  farthing,  and  here  at  the  end  of  that  long  period 
ruin  still  grinned  at  them  through  the  holes  in  his  mask. 
He  had  ear-marked  this  family  as  his  own.  Sooner  or  later 
he  meant  to  have  it. 

When  Broke  returned  late  in  the  afternoon  with  his 
tired  and  muddy  charges,  she  engaged  his  attention  in 
the  library,  even  before  he  had  time  to  take  a  bath  and 
change  his  clothes.  She  sought  his  opinion  of  the  letters, 
and  the  steps  be  proposed  to  take. 
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•^'rfS'i'"'  T?  "^k  '"">  a  chur. 

them  too."  "™'"' jane  and  Margaret  have  worn 

nottta^V^"'  '  '""'^  "  ""e".    How  *,  people  „„  „„ 

find  somebody  to  take  it  I  th/nt  .     "ff?'  ?■ "'  "«  «" 
thing,  thoro/ghly'^d  «il',t' W^"""*  "^  >*""  "  "» 

^^  I  was  fearing  that." 
ji^b',  ™  «'«'  "ot  more  than  I.    I,  i,  ,„  ^^^  ,„,  ,^^ 

n=;.'°^'N'^s.':ti"iK,^'^rer*^rt"''"^"- 

Tora'^iLo^.!-^  "-  '-'^  w'»  -  be  /^Ko^S-S 

wiihVerat^™vL?rS^'?eet'°f^^=  ^"^  'o  ""»  0="^ 

.!.»..    She  mL?r«  o^'ol  S'eSr,  S^^  f' 1"?  ""' 
very  good  heart."  "wicrs  aiso  ,  tmma  has  a 

much."  HoSe«rf  I^^U^'L^SS  "  "*"  """  ""P  ^'^ 
the  bye,  the  sooner  Bm?  Tnfa^*!  SrS"  ^'-  "^ 
^,  I  quite  agree  with  you." 

that  Chartes  did     I  th  1 J     ^^  *^^  '^^  =°^*  o^  cropper 

"  WeU   vL  "  ;.  J  Jk^-  ^°"  ^^"^ember  Charles  ?  "*^^ 

forcedlaii^'''    '"'^  *^^  ^'^^^^  °f  Charles  with  a  slightly 
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The  allusion  was  to  the  Right  Honourable  Charles 
Chevemx.  thirteenth  Baron  Bosket,  who  at  the  present 
tender  age  of  his  nephew  William  had  regaled  his  private 
mends  and  shocked  the  democracy  of  his  protesting  country 
by  pledging  his  name  with  that  of  Miss  Maisie  Malone.  a 
star  of  the  Light  Comedy  Theatre.  How  Mr.  Charles— it 
was  in  the  time  of  his  father,  the  late  peer— started  on  a  tour 
of  the  globe  on  the  very  morning  that  the  twelfth  baron 
arrived  at  the  lady's  villa  residence  in  St.  John's  Wood 
attended  by  his  lawyer  and  a  blank  cheque,  a  tendency  to 
apoplexy,  and  a  perfectly  natural  flow  of  EngUsh  unre- 
stramed,  and  how  the  sum  of  ten  thousand  pounds  became 
the  amount  of  the  indemnity,  was  a  page  of  the  family 
history  to  which  Mrs.  Broke  was  stiU  unable  to  turn 
wiOiout  a  shudder,  although  it  had  been  written  years 
and  years  ago.  ^ 

"1  would  lose  no  time  in  getting  him  fixed  up,"  said 
Broke.  We  shall  not  be  safe  with  that  feUow  unlU  there 
IS  a  halter  on  him." 

Mrs.  Broke  here  drew  his  attention  to  the  young  man's 
letter* 

"I  fancy  he  won't  get  hb  ponies."  he  said,  and  upon 
reachmg  the  postscript  added.  "  Why.  the  feUow's  a  fool. 
He  doesn  t  know  what's  good  for  him.  I  can't  understand 
a  man  in  his  senses  shying  at  a  girl  hke  Maud.  Her  mother 
was  a  Fitzurse ;  the  WcyUngs  were  on  the  Roll  of  the 
Visiting  Justices ;  she's  an  heiress  to  boot  and  a  catch  for 
anybody.    The  fellow's  a  fool." 

"^  Yes,  but  a  nice  fool." 

"  A  reckless  fool.  A  fool  who  doesn't  care.  Had  you 
knocked  the  nonsense  out  of  him  regularly  as  you  have 
done  with  the  girls,  we  should  not  have  him  parading  his 
tastes  hke  this." 

Hw  son's  letter  had  touched  our  autocrat  smartly. 

•xJ  *^,'  ™y  ^®"'  y°^  overstate  the  case.  I  am  sure 
neither  BiUy  nor  the  girls  would  think  of  acting  contrary 
to  their  own  interests.  But  Billy,  manhke,  insists  upon  his 
grumble. 

"  If  you  take  my  advice,  you  will  waste  no  time.  In 
some  things  I  don't  trust  that  fellow." 

With  this  final  expression  of  his  wisdom  our  hero  rose 
to  remove  his  muddy  presence  from  the  libraryi 
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tionaries."  "**"  *°  ^""«  their  German  die- 

J  Poor  beggars.  ••  «ud  their  father  yet  again  a,  he  went 

div«?S^t^r5Thi?dS*?ha^^  He  could  never 

need  of  it.  He  felMh.  .tf,  \  ^^^  ^*''«  Particularly  in 
when  he  r;fl<Sed1iat  Jht  ffi L^'"?  °'  ^^^'^cumstaJces 
could  his  own  f^Sgs  ha^e  b^n  .o^'',f  ST'^y  *«  ^Wch. 
been  the  last  man  if  the  worid  t  °?"L*^^'  ^\^oul^  have 
their  mother  ruled  them  wiTl  r^  condemn  them.  Ti.en 
less  for  their  ijoS  sinS 7J.r  °?  °/  "■°"-  '*  ^^^  doubt- 
wise ;  but  Sl^Sfw^e  he  r/tv* ,°^  ?'"  ^"  «>  j^^t  and 
them  sometimwl  ^"^  *^'"^  '^«  ^«  a  bit  hard  on 

the'^effir'id&v^^^^^^^  ^n 

with  shelf  upon  shSfdf  old  S^^;  ^"^^^is  room  flanked 
spirit  of  their  moSsSmi^  t^  °'"'V!J  ""^^^  ^^  »t«™ 
of  terror.  However  «^?!S*  ^  '"tested,  was  the  abode 
their  real  sSs^r^^' ^^J^l^T't''''  ^^^^«  ^«  a  respitVto 
the  GermanlaSe  S^t'  ^^""^^  encounte?  with 

portion  of  thei?*br^Se?^^^ltSr  thTl''  'f^^  ^°"d  that 
them.  "romers  letter  that  she  felt  concerned 

mo^e'tran  he^rSelt  ZV^^M    h"^"°*  '"^  ^^  ^  P^-V 
Had  Billy  desired  thP  m!!f    lu"^""®  y°"  »  suggestion  ? '' 
house  would  hSr  endea^oSl^i'  ^"l!!^"  "^^"^^"  °f  W* 
Wjn  with  their^Tet  C„^^^   SV°P'°^^'"^  ^*  '^' 
relent  where  he  was  concer^^H      a     .^'^mother  could 
sacrifice  was    too^v^-    .    i^'   -^^  ^""^  ^is  sisters,  no 
whim.    InSeiradoSnTevesh"et'*.P;^^y  ^'  ««htest 
of  their  father.    iSe  shLS?n?,!i^^  *^^  ^^^  descendant 
among  mankind  had  SSti^n.^-^^^  *^x5*  «°^  ^^  hero 
of  his^  name  and  foiSne   a^H         *^  ^f!^'  '°"'  *he  heir 
Their  loyalty  wiofthp^fnflT?  ^^°  °^  his  immortality, 
of  their  W^d  iSerXTttT''^*^^^^*  generation's 
wrong ;  and  if  a  SougS  straled  fen-^^^' i^'^^  ^°  ^° 
was  recorded  of  him,  it  wi  enS     •?»,  '^  "''°'^'  ^''^  ^  ^^^^ 
have  suggested  that  tWs  ;rfdeliSie3"'T^"^«^* 
on  the  part  of  his  sistera  ofX  t?®hcate  acknowledgment 
ms  sisters  of  the  mfrequency  with  which  the 
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young  man  was  moved  to  surrender  himself  to  the  incon- 

r^f^A^  °*  V'^'^i*  ^"^  action-  But  they  would  have  been 
refuted  fiercely  Billy  was  perfect :  the  kindest,  bravest, 
cleverest  best-looking  brother  in  the  world.  Than  to 
merge  their  own  desires  in  his  they  asked  no  more. 

We  could  seU  some  of  the  hunters,"  said  Joan.  "  Two 
or  three  of  the  thoroughbreds,  Pat,  Whitenose  and  The 
Doctor  might  be  worth  five  hundred  pounds  " 

She  spoke  without  hesitation.  Her  sisters  regarded  her 
with  a  wistful  admiration.  She  was  of  the  uncompromising 
type  of  which  history  is  pregnant  with  examples.  She 
would  have  struck  off  her  right  hand  with  her  left  had  it 
ever  chanced  to  occur  to  her  that  such  a  couree  was  essen- 
^^u  ^i^^""^  admired  hugely  this  fibre  in  her.  and 
would  have  foUowed  her  lead  anywhere,  since  they  hkd  all 
been  cast  in  the  same  heroic  mould. 

fhl\}^  P^°''f  S^?^^  you  insist  on  an  exception,  it  must  be 
the  youngest,  Delia.    To  be  sure  she  was  but  a  chUd     But 
again  and  again  the  other  five,  whose  mature  years  ranged 
from  eighteen  to  one  and  twenty,  had  been  forced  to  con- 
l^fii*"^'  V!  their  inmost   hearts,  that  they  had  no 
confidence  in  Deha.    They  were  afraid  she  was  not  quite 
one  of  them.    They  had  to  be  very  strict  with  her.    TTiere 
was  something  delicate,  impressionable,  something  that  you 
might  even  call  poetic  and  uncanny  about  her.    She  had 
longer  eyelashes  than  any  of  them,  and  they  curled  up  at 
the  ends  in  the  oddest  manner.    Her  eyes  too  were  bluer 
than  anybody  s,  bluer  even  than  Joan's,  with  a  queer 
fihny  sort  of  thing  hovering  above  them,  that  made  them 
very  strange  and  unfathomable.    When  a  thing  like  that 
hovers  about  your  eyes  it  is  hard  to  teU  what  you  wiU  be  at 
pSoH,,     UK      ,^?  convicted  of  several  misdemeanours 
^ready  although  she  was  such  a  baby  in  point  of  years 
You  will  remember  how  that  morning  she  had  contrived  to 
disgrace  hereelf  on  her  birthday.    Nor  could  you  ascribe 

cLd^orPHT^^°"^*°-^'^'"  ^^-    '-^^  "°  time  STe 
could  Joan    Phihppa,  Hamet,  Jane  and  Margaret  have 

been  capable  of  misconducting  themselves  in  that  way. 

Once  they  had  found  her  in  tears  over  a  fairy  tale :  and 

several  times  she  had  shown  a  tendency  to  read  bo^ks  of 

her  own  accord.    Once  she  had  missed  her  tea  because  she 
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not  sat  on  her  constantly  a?dsnuEi,P^'5^^  ^^^  they 
her  earhest  youth.    Fo/J^j/.Tu.  ^^"^  ^"tJfuUy  from 
f"|It  there  ias  no  glossinfoter  tt'"^^^*  *°  conced  S 
opinions  of  her  own     SpT    ^^^^*^*  ^^^at  she  kept 
he  thousand  and^ne  SlbW?^^  ^^^'^  rabbits  aS 
hem  to  keep  did  not  s^ce  for  h^^^  tlnngs  the  law  allowed 
the  illicit  and  differ  fromnf  hlT        ,  ^^^  '""st  hanker  after 
thing  that  lenient  maTthfra^^^^^^^^  *^«  ^e^e'eS 

them  had  been  said  of  S     h/c  -^  1^'^  °^  ^"^  one  of 
a  boy  she  might  have  grS:i%  S'l^'^R^a'^^ii?^  ^'^  '^^^ 
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CHAPTER  IV 
Lord  Chesterfield  to  his  Son 

THE  next  morning  Broke  rode  to  Cuttisham  to  see 
his  agent.  He  was  in  a  despondent  mood.  As  he 
drove  through  the  February  mists,  and  the  rain  trickled 
into  his  skin,  and  his  horse  ploughed  through  mire  that 
had  borne  his  name  for  a  longer  period  than  history  had 
kept  a  record,  his  thoughts  were  bitter.  Look  which 
way  he  might,  there  was  no  light  to  shine  upon  the  gloom 
of  his  affairs.  Like  the  sombre  weepings  of  heaven,  it 
was  all-pervading.  His  lands  were  rotting  under  his 
feet ;  his  house  was  tumbling  about  his  ears;  Gates  were 
unhinged,  hedges  broken,  farms  tenantless,  fields  lying 
sterile  for  lack  of  the  manure  he  could  not  afford  to  buy; 
All  things  were  symbolical  of  the  decay  of  him  and  his. 

Never  did  a  man  feel  so  powerless  before  the  cruel 
might  of  circumstance.  He  was  not  cast  in  the  mould 
that  can  grapple  with  two  strong  hands  at  the  throat  of 
destiny.  He  had  been  bom  with  a  silver  spoon  in  his 
mouth.  If  he  wer  hungry,  he  optr.ed  his  lips,  and  lo ! 
he  was  fed.  He  was  accustomed  to  discharge  all  his 
obligations  to  the  outside  world  by  the  simple  and  ex- 
cellent expedient  of  a  cheque  on  his  bankers.  His  people 
had  been  accustomed  to  doing  it  before  him,  ever  since 
banks  came  into  use.  It  was  their  way,  therefore  it 
was  his.  It  was  unreasonable  to  ask  him  to  devise 
another  when  theirs  was  altogether  to  be  commended. 
Look  at  the  matter  in  what  aspect  he  might,  he  did  not 
see  what  he  could  do  to  retrieve  his  position.  If  h2  farmed 
his  own  land,  he  lost  his  money ;  and  to  induce  others  to 
farm  it  for  Mm  was  not  easy  in  the  present  stale  of  agri- 
culture.   But  a  man  must  live,  and  a  Broke  must  Kve 
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nke  a  gentleman.    In  this  atr«>  nt  th^    i  x 
gS-nu  it  behoved  onenfTs°i^^,e^\rkS^ 

CuSfshr'h:^u"^^^^^^^^^^  he  came  into 

three  of  the  passers- bv  to^h?^  15  •*^®'     ^wo  out  of 
tradesmen  i^o^STedVm^^^ I^;i  ^tt^  ^^'  and 
brought  no  bahn  to  his  soirif    Tf^f'.^"*  *^  deference 
depression  the  more  sever?     ir.  l  ^?y*^"§.  it  made  his 
the  cobbles  of  the  n^^ov  st^eet^S  1°'"^'^^  ^^°"« 
two  comers,  and  having  passed  f^^'i  ^^"^"^  t"™ed 
le3^n  Chapel,  a  MethLCt  New  &*  ^^^^^'  ^  ^'^^ 
and  a  Ojngregational  Church    he  foS°K-  ^  ,?**^«J' 
thoroughfare  a  little  narrower    a  liS   .^"'''"  ^  * 
JtUe  faster  asleep  t'lan  tW  h/hi!J  1      ^^"^'■'  *''**  » 
It  bore  the  name  of  ffighltreet     t/'*''"''"'*  ^^^^y- 
with  that   air  of  last-cent,,^  r!!"    I*  J^^^  encumber^ 
Addison  would  ;ave  (Sled^.^y^^bility  which  Mr. 
the  locale  of  tt ;  post  St  ,„/fu*^y  genteel."    It  was 
and  the  doctor  :  S?  the  sSi^f   /^^  l^"^  '  «*  the  lawyw 
Decayed  GenUe^omen  and   hl^H°'  *^/  ?«uscitation^of 
and,  above  all.   it  cor!tainS  JJ  ^^i^' ^"^S«"t  Peere ; 
Mr.  Joseph  Breffit     ""'^^^^^^  the  office  and  abode   of 

Mr^B^^^ffitTtiidnoThelSin^'  '"  *^*.  "^tion  did 
native  place.    He  wa?  +^^1     ^"^  economic  life  of  his 

thinp  revolved.    HrwasJhefiSrP  """T^  ^^^^h  aU 
ment.  without  whSe  InJinn  /^     '*^'  '"  *^^  ^°cal  firma- 
could  not  be  caSS  on     Tw""^'  '"PP?^^  *h«  ^°rid 
or  too  trivial  to  be  outside  S  ^f  ''"^^"S  t°«  gr^t 
interest.    If  a  subscrinfinn       ^  ^P^^^^  o*  Mr.  Breffit's 
object,  his  was  thelS  nam^unoTr'r'f  ^  ^^ri'fwe 
Lieutenant  of  the  c^nty^ave^^^;^^  ^'^^    V  *^«  ^o^d 
gave  ten;  if  the  Lord  SnST    *    ^  P°""^'  *'r.  Breffit 
Breffit  gave  a  hunted  ^71'^;^^^  fifty  pounds.  iS! 
or  a  week.  Mr.  Breffit  was  ^n  fK'^^t'^"*  *°  P^son 
there^    Afterwards  if  he   exD "   i   ''^"'^^  *°  ^^"^  W™ 
Mr.  Breffit  got  him  admitted  E'i,^   ?f "  *°  ^^^o™, 
If  subsequently  he  erew  mir^r  ^^*.'"^^*  ^o'"  Inebriates  • 
Mr.  BrSt  dirtrafnenpon  his  S°"?  '"  ^'^  ^^^S 
^centious.  Mr.  Breffit  tooThi'^^ry^^l-;  VTe 
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died,  Mr.  Brefiit  furnished  the  money  for  his  burial  out 
of  the  Insurance  Policy  he  had  taken  out  in  the  company 
Mr.  Brefiit  represented.  If  he  absconded,  Mr.  Breffit 
signed  the  order  for  the  committal  of  his  wife  and  family 
to  the  workhouse. 

When  a  distinguished  person  came  to  Cuttisham  it 
was  as  the  guest  of  Mr.  Brefl5t.  A  lecture  could  not  be 
given  in  the  Town  Hall  unless  Mr.  Brefiit  occupied  the 
chair.  If  the  Rev.  Mr.  Rubbidge,  the  popular  author 
of  Round  the  Ruddy  Rhododendron  Roots,  that  beautiful 
and  tear-compelling  book,  discoursed  on  "  Vulgarity  Con- 
sidered as  a  Paying  Concern,"  Mr.  BreHit  introduced 
him  to  his  audience  in  a  few  homely  but  well-chosen 
words.  Dming  those  seasons  when  the  local  members 
were  constrained  to  loose  the  arrows  of  their  oratory, 
Mr.  Brefiit  sat  at  their  right  hand  on  the  platform, 
taking  precedence  even  of  the  Mayor  and  the  county 
magnates.  It  was  his  inalienable  privilege  to  say  "  Hear 
hear  "  in  the  forensic  pauses  of  these  masters  of  political 
ineptitude  three  times  as  often  and  twice  as  loudly  as 
anybody  else. 

Cuttisham  was  proud  of  Mr.  Brefiit,  and  Mr.  Breffit 
was  proud  of  Cuttisham.  He  knew  everybody,  and  he 
knew  everything;  pre-eminently  he  knew  how  many 
beans  made  five.  He  was  a  land  agent  primarily ;  he 
was  also  a  lawyer,  an  insurance  agent,  a  stockbroker,  a 
dabbler  in  public  companies,  a  breeder  of  cattle  and  horses, 
a  banker,  a  brewer,  a  landed  proprietor,  a  buyer  of  any- 
thing, a  seller  of  anybody.  He  was  a  philanthropist  and 
a  pubhcist,  a  justice  of  the  peace,  a  guardian  of  the  poor, 
a  churchwarden,  a  county  councillor,  a  colonel  in  the 
volunteers.  In  all  weathers,  in  all  seasons,  a  tall  silk 
hat,  a  white  waistcoat,  and  a  pair  of  highly  polished  brown 
boots,  were  three  articles  indispensable  to  his  attire 

Not  only  did  Mr.  Brefiit  know  the  business  of  every- 
body in  Cuttisham  almost  as  well  as  his  own,  but  he  knew 
that  of  the  favoured  persons  who  dwelt  in  the  county. 
Further,  he  conducted  it.  Nor  was  it  their  business 
alone  with  which  he  was  acquainted.  He  knew  their 
estate,  their  revenue,  the  personnel  and  Christian  names 
of   their  respective  famiUes,  their  balance  at  the  bank, 
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then-  armorial    bearings,  and  when    ♦»»<:* 
were  planted  of  their^eatoricS  toL    V  ^*  k^^^I^^^^ 
that  he  was  brouirht   in*«  £      :^'    ^*  ^*^  *»»  boast 
nobility  and  gStnf   aS  ^^^^^"^  ^"*«=*    ^th   the 
and  succesJf5  iSi  ^  or^nH^  ,*^'^™°*f  hard-headed 
they  enjoy  and  ^d»5  to  ^^ce  1^?^  *^«  things 
not.  so  Mr.  Breffit.  who  had^t^uu   \  *^  *^«y  (do 
gence.  set   these  as  nought  in'^S^l*"*^  *  ^*^"  ^t«*li- 
re  oiced  him  to  soeak  nJ  o!  ki  ^°™P^»«>n  with  what  it 
lineage.  ^*''  °^  ^  ^'^"e  Wood  and  aristocratic 

be^^m^^^Ube'r^UniS'^ff^r^  *\f  °™  the  past  had 
Mr.   Broke.    F^^  te^wSe'  Tll^'^^  ^^°"»>t'  was 
n»ere  things  of  the  worfd  ^  Zf        ^x*®""  endowed  with 
culture ;  iSsoiL    of    tide  •  ^^^  °*  ^  "^°^«  e^n^"^"* 
in  the  pVblic  sem'ce .  ^kSS^f    "'''!.  *«tin§^hed 
nuige ;  ^ns  whSJ  n^c^T-Jf,  ^/  *  "^"^^  inteUectual 
to  knowVbuFthere  w^^^  ^  '*  "^  *  ^^t*"-  P^vilege 
acquaintance  »£?  Sreffi?  ^a^u^^'^fTSK  *^'^^  ^^°*« 
Broke  of  Covenden     He  felHw  ^^^^  ^^  t^*  «*  Mr. 
jBroke.  a  plain  coSy  Suir?  th^fi'J"  ,^''°?'*°«  *°  Mr. 
he  did  honour  to  hSsT   it  wo^i  ?^,^  V''^*' ***^^ 
to  reserve  this  particula/nirhi  /     H.    ^^^  ^^"  so  easy 
or  the  Earl  of  CroxJn^.  ^°'"  *^®  ™^t«r  of  Hazelbv 

that  flo^hed  i^t^^'stoe     jSrS^  J?f  ^P  °*  *>-'-on'S 
that  where  a  man  onSf -rr^;-®""^®*  ^"^^^^  himself 
fibre,  would  ha^  bSn^iSSr '  *  ™^n  <»*  a  coarser 
he  could  remahi  uTiaSS  ^n?*"^  ""^^"^  ^"^^  g^^^ds. 
with  the  Bro^  thdr^^Hc      j^P^'T'ous.    Compared 
people  of  yMr^<kv     Th/f  ?.^-?  neighbours  were  only 
C  did  SSrthe  J^test  cfif"  H"'^  ^y^t^^  «^<^«J^ 
symbols  of  the  best  andSSt  .?S.*  ""^^  ^^^^^  these 
When  our  hero  amvX?  tf  *^f  ^^^^^^^^id^^at^y- 
keptthe  entrance  toSr  Breffit?ofl^.^"lH^^^  P'^t*  t^t 
■nan  was  seated  in  Ws  pnV^^^^^ 
oi  his  son.    The  father    «m^n  ™  '"  **^^  company 

superfluous  ounce  of  flSh  ,f^f  k^S''  '*^'^'   ^t^olit  J 
mcmle  eagernS  of  ^5.    P^"  ^^  *^"««'  ^^  an  ahnost 

^'this  temperKient  that  he  owed  li  fnf      -^ .^x"^*}' 
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it  was  the  feverish  energy  with  which  he  threw  him- 
self into  them  that  enabled  him  to  push  them  to  a  suc- 
cessful issue.  He  pursued  the  art  of  turning  an  honest 
penny  with  the  ardour  that  belongs  to  the  baser  sort  of 
genius.  His  was  the  invaluable  secret  of  producing  blood 
from  a  stone. 

The  son  did  not  present  the  pregnant  points  of  the 
father.  Doubtless  they  were  not  there  to  start  with; 
but  granting  that  they  were,  they  had  been  sluned  over 
and  defaced  to  the  verge  of  the  invisible  by  the  media 
of  the  university  and  the  public  school.  A  clean-limbed, 
broad-shouldered,  well-set-up,  clear-eyed  young  man, 
he  looked  the  embodiment  of  good  humour  and  perfect 
health.  His  countenance  was  hardly  so  significant  as 
that  of  a  woll-groomed  horse,  but  emphatically  it  belonged 
to  his  nation,  his  age,  his  class,  and  his  education.  Shghtly 
self-conscious  in  his  simplest  pose  and  the  smallest  action 
that  he  undertook,  extraordinarily  "afraid  of  giving 
himself  away  "—the  phrase  is  his  own— his  perpetual  and 
visible  ambition  seemed  to  be  to  attain  an  austere  vacancy 
of  feature,  and  a  demeanour  the  porfect  affectation  of 
phlegm. 

He  was  an  average  specimen  of  a  vast  but  not  exhilara- 
ting type.  One  might  spend  a  year  in  his  company,  and 
bear  away  no  more  significant  impression  of  him  than 
that  his  bair  was  parted  in  the  middle  with  tremendous 
precision,  tliat  his  tie  was  of  many  colours,  that  his  waist- 
coat was  embellished  with  gilt  buttons  and  braid,  that 
the  last  button  was  left  undone,  that  his  collar  was  in- 
ordinately tall,  that  he  carried  his  handkerchief  up 
his  sleeve,  and  that  he  turned  up  the  ends  of  his 
troisers. 

Father  and  son  were  engaged  in  an  important  con- 
versation. The  son  was  at  the  threshold  of  a  career. 
Smce  completing  his  third  year  at  Cambridge  in  the 
previous  June  the  young  man  had  spent  a  month  in  the 
cricket  field,  a  fortnight  with  the  grouse,  a  fwtn^ht  with 
the  partridge,  a  fortnight  with  the  pheasant,  and  several 
fortnights  in  town  doing  the  music  halls  and  the  theatres, 
itt  visiting  his  friends  and  the  friends  of  his  friends.  He 
was  now  about  to  settle  down  under  his  father's  eye.    In 
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yomself.  So  I  don't  sL  my  J^^  *«nf  '  k  '*'*"'«  ^ 
go  into  business  at  aU  sS^S/^  ^i,,'*'^^,^^"  »^«^d 
to  speak  to  you.  my  boy  ^  i^w*"r'>V  ^  ^m  about 
that  you  should  ^otNoTTh??"*^^'  '.*^"'^  '*  better 
attaching  to  it  nowa^^^of'S^^*''^,  Jf/,^^"' 
prejudice  against  '  being  in  tra^J^ln  ^*°^<^'**«^'-'n«I 
sense  is  dead.  To-day  feaSvKiat.  f"^  t^*  sort  of  hon- 
ing their  sons  up  to  ft  S^b^»„5    ''^''  P^P^^  ^'^  bring- 

selves  whe^  a  UUtioTa^^lhey  S  'h"'''  ''  '''^' 
the  idea.    But  I  don't  inf^^A  lu  1       ^""  ^ave  scorned 

my  boy.  Safer^ortV  dSelid'^u'pr^^'i^  *°"^^  '*' 
You  see,  at  present  you  ^e  W  ThJ^P^  i*'.!**®''  n<>t  to. 
until  you  hSve  made  y^^^  waV  L^"  °*  °W  J<^  Breffit ; 
country  gentleman,  it  ^J^uLS'f  ^  ?«  "^  launched  as  a 

Bnfht  /Us  nodd^  h?,  h^.A^  *?  ™"  "°  "8l»-" 
gestion  would^sSt  Wm^nifTP^"^"*^^-    The  sug- 

f^  oSi^  'i%ri  &c':  -  f  ^'-T 

that  I've  done  all  I  can  trmS  ^  "'"'^^y'  considering 
lack  for  money,  as  I've  sL°d  In/^  °"'u  Y^"  ^"  "°t 
tion  of  a  lord.  Ybu've  l^t  so,^  J°V^  ?*^  *be  educa- 
already.  and  you'S  havf  m<S?  iPvf")?  °*  '^^  "^^t  sort 
you  will  only  4m  to  plly  yo°ur 'ca?i  li  ^"^  ^"^'•'  « 
the  golden  rule  that  succi  is  th?^1j' «*  Y^^?  remember 
are  the  people  you  mSrci^i^te  aSdl'^'^"'  J^*^' 
must  cut.  But.  after  all  taV*  »?  t'  *"°  ^^e  people  you 
tact  and  a  lit?fe  money  '  TaL?^^^-^^*  »  '^^t, 
and  tie  a  pu«e  to  t^end  ont'tJTip  fS'  '"^i*^'^' 

s::^°t';'^b:^<£rng^-  rt"»^^^  "^^^^^^ 

■n  the  puppet  show^    sUd^'otetlbrrt"^  ^^ 
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my  boy,  where  the  light's  a  bit  clearer,  ao  that  your  old 
father  can  have  a  look  at  you." 

A  httle  sheepishly  Mr.  Breffit  the  younger  yielded  to 
his  sire's  enthusiasm.  No  artist  in  his  studio  held  his 
glasses  to  his  nose  with  a  tenderer  discretion,  nor  cocked 
his  head  more  k)vingly  to  one  side,  nw  manoeuvred  his 
distance  with  a  cunninger  skill  to  survey  a  chef  tcemre 
to  advantage  than  did  Bfr.  Breffit  the  elder  before  this 
masterpiece  he  had  hiinself  created.  The  old  man  rubbed 
his  hands. 
]]  Capital,"  he  said,  "  capital !  " 
"  Dash  it  all !  "  said  the  young  man,  reddening  awk- 
wardly. 

"  You  k)ok  real  A  i,  my  boy,  you  do  indeed.  If  I 
didn't  know  better,  I  should  take  you  to  be  the  son  of  a 
gentleman." 

The  son  looked  at  the  father,  and  laughed  with  a  slight 
air  of  constraint.  What  a  funny  old  father  it  was,  to  be 
sure !  There  seemed  something  strange,  almost  uncanny 
about  a  father  like  that. 

"  I  mean  what  I  say,  my  boy.  If  I  met  you  walking 
m  Piccadilly,  and  I  didn't  know  who  you  were,  I  should 
take  you  to  be  the  real  right  thing,  I  should  indeed.  I 
suppose  you  get  that  trick  of  holding  your  head  from 
your  mother.  She  had  a  drop  of  good  blood  in  her,  only 
a  drop,  poor  soul !  but  blood  will  out,  won't  it  ? " 

Mr.  Breffit  the  younger  grew  a  little  redder  than  he 
was  before. 

"  I  only  hope,  my  boy,  that  you  will  not  neglect  your 
opportunities.  Nature  has  been  good  to  you,  things  in 
general  have  been  good  to  you,  and  I've  been  good  to 
you,  as  I  thiiik  you  will  admit.  I've  spent  a  lot  of  money 
on  your  upbringing ;  a  man  cannot  send  his  son  to  Harrow 
and  Cambridge  without  having  to  part.  And  I've  paid 
for  you  to  get  into  the  best  sets;  not  that  I  grudge 
a  penny.  It  has  been  my  aim,  as  I  hope  it  will  be  yours, 
that  you  should  make  the  right  sort  of  friends— the  sort 
of  friends  that  will  get  you  on  in  the  world.  Now  all 
I  ask,  my  boy,  is  that  you  make  the  most  of  your  oppor- 
tunities. Do  that,  and  I  am  prepared  to  pay  a  tot  more. 
I  have  got  my  eye  on  a  place  in  the  county  that  is  just 
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have  mL^ed  o^e  of  them  ?^^^^^^  *^""»  ""*i^  J^ 

against   Z     -Se^e  ^U^lt      *'^«^  .^^T",  **»*  P'-^J"^*^* 
niv  bov   affipcl .  •,,  .  ^  Sreat  deal  of  prejudice 

to  beat  yomdd  coS^im^         "■?"""«  ""  ♦■»  Wfld 

■  The  p«,„r  the  p^ude"  •tuS.o  ""  '  '""^  •^«^"- 
»en!  »  ^T.  "■  ■,  ^'■"•''^  "'  Covenden.    01  couree  thev 

oT?he  (S^^riLToi'W^""  rs''  ^'  '*^  ''^ 

«ono™4.t^'.S7-i%?'a:-L«SJ';,:?';s 
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wditool  of  a  Ifethoditt  chapel;  But  for  pride,  my  boy. 
lor  cold-drawn,  cobwebbed,  crystaUued  pride,  I  shouid 
My  Ludier's  at  humble  at  Uriah  Heep  in  comparison 
with  Mr.  Broke.  I  know  him,  and  he  knowi  mt,  but  only 
in  the  way  of  business.  He  looks  on  me*as  being  no  better 
than  a  tradesman ;  and  although  I  have  been  the  best 
Iriend  he  a.)d  his  hare  had  for  thirty  years,  he  would  as 
soon  think  of  asking  me  to  dine  with  him  as  he  would  his 
butler.  Mind,  my  boy,  I  am  not  saying  a  word  against 
him*  I  admire  him  for  it:  But  that  is  the  sort  of  tiling 
you  will  have  to  contend  against,  my  boy.  It  is  no  use 
people  makins  money  in  Cuttisham,  and  then  setting  up 
to  be  gentlefolk  in  his  neighbourhood.  Firkin  the  brewer 
did  that,  and  Lohmann  the  pork  butcher,  and  Yardley 
the  linen-draper;  but  the  Brokes  take  no  more  notice 
of  them  than  if  they  were  not  there  at  aU.  Mind  you, 
my  boy,  I  don't  blame  them  a  bit.  If  I  was  a  Broke,  and 
had  been  in  the  landed  gentry  for  a  little  matter  of  a 
thousand  years,  I  would  not  either.  I  could  afford  to 
keep  my  pride  then,  c  jn  if  I  could  not  afford  to  keep 
my  timber.  Therefore,  my  boy,  you  will  understand 
why  I  want  you  to  dissociate  yourself  from  Cuttisham 
as  much  as  you  can.  Your  old  father  will  be  the  greatest 
enemy  you  will  have  to  face." 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Mr.  Brefiit  the  younger  with  a  well- 
bred  politeness. 

"  It  is  very  good  of  you,  my  boy,  to  say  he  will  not, 
but  we  must  agree  to  differ.  Your  neighbours  will  find 
it  harder  to  forgive  you  for  being  the  son  of  oki  Joe  Breffit 
than  if  you  had  crucified  your  mother.  I  cannot  caution 
you  too  sharply  to  keep  clear  of  the  townspeople.  Only 
this  morning  I  saw  you  talking  with  young  Porter,  the 
son  of  Porter  the  bookseller." 

"  Oh,  him,"  said  Mr.  Breffit  the  yoimger,  with  an  in- 
inflection  in  his  voice  that  delighted  the  parent.  "  A 
bounder." 

"  How  can  he  be  anything  else  ?  His  father  is  a  book- 
seller." 

''  Well,  you  see,  I  happened  to  ran  across  him  at  Cam- 
bridge. He  had  the  infernal  cheek  to  claim  my  acquaint- 
ance on  the  strength  of  our  both  coming  from  the  same  place." 
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Breffit  phi  stood  aghast. 

Forter  the  bookseUer,  was  at  Cambudge  too." 

,,    "«.,^*».     "aifi  Breffit  /,V5  mournfully.    "Went  ud 

I^XlZ""  N'S.°'t"^P'  ^  *hat«v*^  they  caJl"t."  ^ 
Breffit  ^^ir  rubbed  his  face  earnestly  as  if  to  wipe  awav 

the  traces  of  his  incredulity.  *^        ^ 

"  I    never  heard   such  a   thing    in    mv   Hfe       It    ie 

monstrous.    What  can   the  felloe's   fat^r  Ke  thiLi 

tL  JV^  ''"P""'^  "P°"  •*•  '"y  ^'^y.  that  troub^ 
7T  '  •.  I  "^''^'"  y^t  ^^  P«opJe  set  up  above  their 
station  .n  hfe  but  what  they  leaVnt  to  repent  it  I  cannot 
tell  you  how  often  I  have  watched  it  ccSne  to  pass  The 
TVr^  l^*"  *"  Porter's  shop  I  shall  tell  pK  what 

hiuJLtlJr-  ?"'  ■"'""^y'  '"y  ^y-  ^  ^^ouw  no  l^l 

thought  that  a  place  with  the  standing  of  Cambridge 
would  have  admitted  that  sort  of  fellow  ''  ^^^^"^ge 
Oh  there's  all  sorts,  you  know,"  said  Breffit  fUs 
trjang  to  be  stocal.  "Some  extraoulinary  ^oSe  von 
find  up  at  Cambridge  I  can  tcH  you.  W  hy.  loWthm 
haven't  '«en  to  a  public  schoi     '  ^ 

"Ha  !  "  said  Breffit  fhe,  1  reathing  heavily.     "  What 

L/v.  1^1  "^^  T^  '*'  traditions  and  its  history,  would 
have  been  as  exclusive  as  possible.  It  is  sad  to  think 
that  It  throws  Its  doors  open  to  Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry 

0^  U  rs  m?  wTi^^''"'"^  '^  "°*  thought  so  much 
01  as  It  was.  Why,  had  I  known  as  much  as  that  mv  bov 
I  would  have  sent  you  to  Oxford."  ^     ^' 

;;  It  is  just  as  bad  there,"  said  Breffit  fils. 
You  astomsh  me.  I  was  always  led  to  understand 
SS:  oT^gentlemr-^  ^^^^  "^'^'^  ^^^^^  ^<^"-tion  o/Th^ 
4.^^11  ^^^  ^  considerable  pathos  in  the  voice  of  Breffit 
Tv  ?  ^^""^  °"^  overwhelmed  by  disillusion.  And 
tMe'o/ hU  i^T  ^^^astonishment ;  but  in  the  very  flood 
!^™  h»s  distress  there  came  a  knock  on  the  door  of  his 
room.    A  junior  clerk  entered. 

"  A  gentleman  to  see  you,  sir." 

"  Name  ? " 

"  Mr.  Books,  sir." 
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"Mr.  Who?" 

"  Mr.  Books,  sir." 

"  Never  heard  of  the  man.  Tell  him  I  can't  see  him 
now.  He  has  not  an  appointment.  Tell  him  I  am  en- 
gaged, but  if  he  cares  to  wait  I  will  see  him  presently." 

As  the  boy  closed  the  door,  and  retired  to  convey  the 
information  to  our  hero,  Mr.  Breffit  muttered,  "  One  of 
those  pestilential  touts  for  dictionaries  and  encyclopaedias 
I  daresay.    Not  safe  from  anybody  nowadays." 
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CHAPTER  V 
A  Private  View  of  the  Feudal  Spirit 

WHILE  our  modem  Lord  Chesterfield  continued  to 
indicate  those  elements  of  behaviour  which  are 
the  seat  of  success  in  life,  the  grand  exemplar  of  his  teach- 
ing, flower  of  the  English  squirearchy,  sans  peur  et  sans 
reproche,  the  mirror  and  the  consummation  of  what  he 
wshed  to  see  his  pupil,  waited  in  the  anteroom  in  his  wet 
aquascutum,  twirling  his  hat  in  his  impatient  hands.  The 
temper  of  the  paragon  was  hardly  at  its  best.  It  had  been 
sorely  tried  of  late.  When  he  left  home  that  morning  it 
had  been  a  Httle  out  of  its  normal  plane ;  and  now,  as  he 
sat  with  a  pjool  of  water  forming  round  his  feet  on  its  de- 
scent from  his  clothes,  he  felt  his  vexation  swell  about  him 
drop  by  drop,  in  the  slow  proportion  of  the  lake  upon  the 
floor.  It  was  an  experience  for  one  of  his  pontifical 
spirit  to  be  kept  at  the  door  by  his  agent.  Such  a 
thing  had  not  happened  before.  It  was  a  trifle ;  yet  it 
went  against  his  grain  like  a  tradesman's  incivility  or 
the  familiarity  of  a  servant.  It  was  too  impalpable  to 
resent,  yet  it  fretted  his  sensitive  machinery  like  a  speck 
of  dust  in  the  eye. 

Our  hero  was  well  known  to  the  clerics  who  thumbed 
their  ledgers  behind  their  lattice-work  of  glass.  With 
nobody  was  the  Guv'nor  so  replete  with  flummery,  not 
even  with  the  Duke,  the  Clergy,  and  Lord  Croxton,  as  he 
was  with  this  red-faced  man  with  the  big  nose  and  the 
great  voice  who  looked  like  a  farmer.  The  Guv'nor  gave 
you  pins  and  needles  all  over,  he  fairly  made  you  squirm, 
he  did,  when  he  put  on  his  special  air  and  buttered  it 
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thick  with  this  Mr.  Broke  of  Covenden.  They  began  to 
note  with  trepidation  that  a  cloud  was  darker  ng  the 
brows  of  the  august  gentleman,  and  that  he  beat  his  knee 
with  his  ricMng-crop  in  a  manner  not  to  be  misinterpreted. 
At  last  his  impatience  grew  so  visible  that  one  of  the 
clerks  whispered  to  the  boy  who  had  taken  in  his  name — 

"  Porter,  you  told  the  Guv'nor  it  was  Mr.  Broke  ?  " 

"  I  thought  he  said  his  name  was  Mr.  Books,"  said 
Porter  nervously. 

"  Then  the  Guv'nor  don't  know  he's  'ere  I  Go  and  tell 
him  it's  Mr.  Broke,  you  young  fool.  My  eye,  I  wouldn't  be 
you  I " 

The  unlucky  junior,  a  younger  son  of  Porter  the  book- 
seller, w1k>  had  been  in  his  present  situation  a  fortn^^t, 
took  this  information  to  Mr.  Breflit  with  a  degree  of /con- 
fusion that  drew  broad  grins  from  his  peers.  In  almost 
the  same  instant  that  the  news  was  communicated  Mr. 
Breffit  bounced  out  of  his  room. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Mr.  Broke,  how  very  distressing  I  A 
thousand  pardons — a  thousand  pardons  1  Pray,  sir,  come 
in.  I  had  no  idea  that  you  were  waiting.  That  stupid 
boy  misunderstood  your  name.  Terribly  provoking— 
terribly  provoking!  But  upon  my  word  it  shall  not 
haj^n  again." 

"  Don't  mention  it,  Breffit." 

Our  hero  paid  no  particular  attention  to  these  apologies, 
but  preferred  to  look  steadily  past  the  gesticulations  of 
his  agent  towards  Mr.  Breffit  the  younger,  who  stood  at 
the  end  of  the  room  with  his  back  to  the  window.  He  had 
never  seen  this  young  man  before ;  therefore  he  regarded 
him  with  the  full,  the  critically  inquiring  scrutiny,  persons 
of  his  ty{>e  feel  they  have  a  right  to  employ. 

''  My  son,  sir — pray  allow  me  to  do  mj^f  the  honour 
of  pcesentii^  my  son." 

There  was  a  note  of  mexorable  pride  in  the  voice  of  the 
father.  However,  so  fully  occupied  was  Broke  in  taking 
the  measure  of  the  young  man  that  this  somewhat  florid 
introduction  had  to  be  repeated  twice  before  he  grew  aware 
of  it. 

«*  Your  son,  Breffit  ?  "  he  said  at  last,  "ah,  yes,  to  be 
sure  I    I  was  not  aware  you  had  a  boy  so  old.    A  Ukely 
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S^^"  '  ^**  »»  hope  he  will  make  M  good  a  man  as 

'..  Sf  ^"i^*  *  ?°*^  <*«J  ^"e^.  sir.  I  hope  and  trust " 
»id  Mr.  areffit  hastUy.  "  My  father  dkbVsend^  to 
Harrow  and  Cambridge  !  " 

n™i?7i?^  *"**  Cambridge  ;  the  deuce  I  I  don't  know. 
Breffit.  that  you  are  altogether  wise  there.  There  is  always 
the— ah,  danger  that  an  education  of— ah,  that  kind 
n»y  give  a  young  feltow  notions  above  his  station  in 

'.'.  fe  ^'hat  way,  sir  ? "  asked  Mr.  Breffit  strenuously.- 

♦K.  Jlu";^  ;J'  "V  ^^®  *  y°""8  *«"ow  a  distaste  for 
the  desk,  don  t  you  know  ? 

H  "  i^*l^  '*  may  sfar.  With  all  my  heart  I  hope  it  may. 
He  shall  have  nothmg  to  do  with  V  shop.'  if  I  know  it 
i  have  given  him  the  education  of  a  gentleman  because 
I  mean  him  to  be  a  gentleman.  I  have  more  money  than 
I  know  what  to  do  with,  and  I  mean  to  invest  it,  sir.  in 
this  boy  of  nune,  so  that  he  shall  hold  his  head  up  >^th 
the  best,  and  be  a  credit  to  me."  «F  wun 

luctantS"'  *^^^*  '*  something  in  that,"  said  our  hero  re- 

As  he  spoke,  however,  a  shade  of  annoyance  passed 
across  his  face.    Talk  of  this  kind  was  painfuUv  outof 
harmony  with  his  ideas.  Let  the  cobbler  stick  to  his  last 
yras  one  of  his  firmly  rooted  tenets.    Whatever  wouW 
become  of  that  sharp  but  inevitable  demarcation  of  the 

F„T~f  *  *^  T"^-  '^  ^^'  ^'^  °*  ^^  went  on  in 
England,  of  all  places  m  the  world !  It  was  not  enough 
that  wealthy  Jews  should  job  for  a  peerage  and  found 
a  family  upon  it ;  but  the  butcher,  the  baker,  and  the 
candlestick-maker  must  bring  up  their  sons  deliberately 
to  spurn  the  stool  b-  '  d  the  parental  counter,  that  they 
too  might  acquu-e  .  precious  trick  of  parodying  their 
superiors.  The  pious  thought  haunted  hun  that  it  was 
enough  to  make  his  poor  dear  father  turn  in  his  grave  I 

Mr.  Breffit,  as  keenly  he  scanned  the  face  of  this  mirror 

of  gentihty  to  deapher  the  effect  of  his  audadousness 

alas,  that  his  instincts  proclaimed  it  so  to  be !).  was  only 

iS  ff  2?  ?^^^^  *^v«^  S^"^  that  flitted  about  it. 
He  hastened  to  allay  what  he  divined  to  be  its  cause. 
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"  I  trust  you  won't  consider,  Mr.  Broke,"  he  said,  "  that 
I  have  been  guilty  of  rashness.  I  thought  out  the  matter 
years  ago,  and  I  should  certainly  not  have  given  him  an 
education  of  this  kind  had  I  not  intended  to  keep  him  in 
affluence — ^in  affluence,  sir,  afterwards.  You  see,  Mr. 
Broke,  he  is  the  only  son  I've  got ;  he  is  very  near  and 
dear  to  me.  He's  my  all,  do  you  see,  sir ;  and  I  want  to 
be  able  to  look  up  to  him  and  say,  in  the  words  of  Shake- 
speare, the  immortal  Bard,  '  This  is  a  Man ! '  And,  Mr. 
Broke,  I  may  tell  you  in  confidence,  between  ourselves, 
sir,  that  my  boy  will  be  one  of  the  first  men  in  this  county. 
It  won't  be  up  like  a  rocket  and  down  like  a  stick  with 
him:    He  will  be  a  very  rich  man." 

Pride  and  enthusiasm  had  seized  the  lather.  A  rare 
scheme  had  been  cloistered  in  his  heart  these  many  years. 
And  now  for  the  first  time,  as  it  burst  into  the  articulate, 
he  was  overwhelmed.  Yet  even  as  the  vaunts  were  started 
on  his  Ups  he  was  conscious  that  had  he  been  in  the  enjoy- 
ment of  that  sober  control,  that  unimpeachable  sanity  he  had 
the  right  to  look  foi  'n  himself  and  the  habit  of  exacting, 
he  would  never  have  inflicted  his  personal  affairs  on  one 
whose  condition  rendered  him  unsympathetic.  Nature,  how- 
ever, cannot  always  be  the  slave  of  policy.  For  once  she 
had  taken  the  liberty  of  asserting  herself  vehemently  In 
Mr;  Breiiit.  He  was  slightly  bewildered ;  he  was  even 
a  little  frightened  ;  he  had  a  remote  sense  of  humiliation. 
He  could  not  escape  the  incongruity  of  Broke  confronting 
him  with  compressed  lips  and  sombre  eyes.  However, 
the  power  to  reflect  was  no  longer  his.  Nothing  could 
stay  the  torrent.  Vaunt  came  after  vaunt ;  indiscretion 
succeeded  indiscretion ;  he  half-apologized,  yet  he  half- 
defied  as  he  exposed  this  singular  ambition. 

Our  hero  gave  him  an  eye  of  oxlike  solemnity.  He  was 
not  accustomed  to  enjoy  an  insight  into  the  aspirations  of 
those  who  served  him.  He  had  not  come  there  to  attend  a 
recital  of  old  Breffit's  curious  ideas.  Odd  ideas  they  were 
too— on  the  verge  of  moonshine.  Really,  it  was  not  at 
all  Uke  him.  Rather  pointedly  he  indicated  that  he  was 
there  to  talk  business,  not  to  discuss  the  private  affairs 
of  his  agent.  For  once,  however,  Mr.  Breflit,  the  man 
of^tact,  the  man  with  the  supple  Ixick,  the  courtier,  was 
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^d?t  w« ""nn?**  ^  ^^  ?P*^  ^^^  »««t  door  In  hi. 

You  said  just  now,  sir,  that  you  didn't  consider  me 
^together  w,se  in  putting  such  notions  in  my  Ws  heTd 
But  I  don't  think  you  know  aU  the  facts  of  the  ^^* 
You  see    I  am  going  to  buy  Tufton  H^,  ^iS 

Mr  BroWrS  ?  thousand  a  year,  ten  thousand  a  year. 
?o  •  '  °*-  ^  x"*"*?'    -^"d  if  that's  not  enough,  he  Sn 

5^uh."S;f'.'Jf-  ^  ^""'^  •"^^"d  that  th«re  s^I  £  SJ 
doubt  about  his  position.  And  although  he  isthe  »^  o^ 
a  self-made  man-I  know  what  /  am.  Mr.  Broke  a^dl 
as  you  do-I  fail  to  see  that  that  should  be  an5£J^to 
his  detnment.    He  wUl  have  his  stake  in  the  S^im 

be  adorned  with  blue  blood,  or  hive  a  handle  to  hL  S 
^d  I  hope.  sir.  and  trust  that  presently,  in  thTfuta^ 
of  Ume.  he  may  marry  in  a  direction  that  Ws  meaS^^ 
lusUfj..  and  stand  for  Parhament.  and  all  tlS^rt  oj 

The  face  of  our  hero  was  a  study.  Had  his  mood  been 
lighter,  he  might  have  been  content  to  be  am^  ThSS 
jeaUy  was  somethmg  to  laugh  at  in  an  ebuuS  of  tS 
nature  from  a  man  whom  he  had  known  for  twenty  veSJ 
Ml*  ^^'  discreet,  quiet,  shrewd,  modest.  r^S^S 
fellow  who  never  once  had  shown  a  tenScy  IT^S^l 
upon  his  worth.  But  he  had  no  mind  to  b^  ScuSTJ 
anythmg  this  morning.  He  was  amioyS.  l£  J^ 
«inoyed  m  much  the  same  way  he  would  Lve  been  W 
Porson  bent  over  his  chair  during  dinner  ^d  wSeS 

tnat  old  Breffit  s  mmd  wa-  giving  way  a  little  ?    He  was 
S?  oM  St?  ^'  Tk    ^  ^"'  this^amazing  beStvioS 

curi  tSh'w?  *^^w"^*'  P'°^"y'  «*^  «»oney. 
curse,  this  itch  for  lucre  that  was  turning  everything  ton«v. 

tunj  nowadays.    And  as  soon  as  a  nL  diTg^n^y 

Lf^V^\^u-  ^^^  possession  of  the  demorahzine 
stuff  would  exalt  hun  out  of  his  class.    As  though  mone? 
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made  any  (Ulference.  What  these  absurd  people  could 
not  see  was  that  a  man  was  what  he  was ;  once  a  bagman, 
always  a  bagman  ;  you  could  not  make  a  silk  purse  out  of 
the  ear  of  a  sow. 

"  Breffit,"  he  said  tartly,  "  I  have  very  little  time  to 
spare,  and  there  is  something  of  importance  I  wish  to  talk 
to  you  about.    I  am  afraid  we  must  discuss  it  alone." 

The  son  flushed  angrily  and  withdrew.  He  was  stung 
by  the  tone.  He  went  the  more  hurriedly  because  his 
father,  instead  of  resenting  it,  began  to  cringe  before  it, 
and  was  actually  breaking  forth  into  apologies.  It  shocked 
and  hurt  the  son  to  hear  him.  This  pompous  overbearing 
old  bird  was  a  bit  of  a  duke  apparently.  But  fancy  the 
guv'noT  taking  it  like  that !  Why  didn't  he  tell  his  royal 
highness  to  go  to  the  devil  ?  A  matter  of  bigness  he 
supposed.  How  fortunate  he  was  not  going  into  business ! 
At  that  moment  it  came  upon  him  with  crushing  force  that 
he  would  have  made  a  mighty  poor  hand  at  it.  Insulting 
ciid  bounder ! 

When  the  door  had  closed  upon  Mr.  Breffit  the  younger, 
and  Mr.  BreLit  the  elder  had  been  somewhat  rudely  sum- 
moned out  of  his  day-dreams  by  the  rasp  in  the  voice  of 
his  client.  Broke  plimged  without  further  preface  into 
the  matter  that  had  carried  him  there. 

"  I  am  in  a  tight  place,"  he  said.  "  No.  3,  Broke  Street, 
will  have  to  go.    I  should  prefer  to  sell  it." 

"  A  great  pity,"  said  Mr.  Breffit,  "  a  great  pity." 

"  I  agree  with  you,  but  I  am  afraid  there  is  no  alter- 
native. I  understand  that  further  mortgages  are  im- 
possible, and  by  hook  or  by  crook  I  must  have  some  ready 
money.  The  only  thing  is  to  let  No,  3  go  the  way  of  the 
rest  ci  the  street.  Fifty  years  ago  the  whole  was  ours ; 
yet  now,  as  you  know,  this  is  the  only  house  in  it  still 
remaining  in  our  hands." 

"  Purchaser  preferred,  I  believe,  sir  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  do  you  want  to  buy  a  town  house  for  your  son  ? " 
Our  hero  was  guilty  of  a  rude  attempt  at  the  ironical. 

"  Not  at  present,  sir,  not  at  present,"  said  Mr.  Breffit, 
flattered  by  the  reference.  "  But  that  will  com-  all  in 
good  time,  I  hope  and  trust.  And  in  the  meant!  iie,  sir, 
I  think  I  can  fii^  a  purchaser." 
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Who,  pray,  is  the 


'  You  are  a  wonderful  man,  Breffit. 
god  out  of  the  machine  ?  " 

"Well,-er,  Lord  Salmon,"  said  Mr.  Breffit.  with  a 
becommg  measure  of  hesitation.  "I  am  sure  Broke 
Street  would  smt  his  lordship.    He  is  looking  for  a  house 

fpi  Hn,IS?[V?l!""*^-°°*  ^""^  '"  ^  neighbourhood  a  little 
less  doubtfiU  than  his  present  one  in  Berkeley  Squaw. 
And  he  would  prefer  to  buy.  I  happen  to  kncS^  he 
d^not   care  to  rent  anything  except  a  box  at  the 

'"  JlS'^jf^'^u**^  **"°''  **"y  Buckingham  Palace  ?  " 
Indeed  sir,  why  not  ?     But  perhaps  the  Queen  wishes 

troiL."  *"  ^"^        "'**""*  *°'  ^^""^^^  ofite  assS 

inUi"  S^'^  ""^  ""^"^H  ^^^  had  been  a  valuable  asset 
Ln  ;*  R?^  ?  '^'''^^^  \  '*'*'  *"  ^<*  a"<J  a  stimulus  to 
«J^„^f  °  r  """"i*'  '^^'^  J°^^  ^t»»  difficulty,  whose 
excurewns  into  a  ponderous  humour  were  generaUy  accom- 

Jf.n*!?M^  ^  ^""?'^''  *  ^"^  °*  "^'Is-  a»5  similar  instrn- 
Z^Ll^  fffiS  "^*"'"*-  '"  *»»«  ^^'"Pany  of  Mr.  Breffit 
^ft^.iii*^*f?'^''"^*^P°''*^«"°*  being  ible  to  rejoice 
nhH«f!«r^#°i  •  ""^  "^^  '^*^°"*  ^ng  "Oder  the  pa^fid 
obligation  of  having  io  explain  it.  H-    *« 

The  name  of  Lord  SsJmbn  was  th  jroverbid  red  m«r 
^mZ  IK'  1°^"  ?t-  Nothing  wa^TS;t«t^uuf 
wS  ^  .nrrlT°V*^i  P^'-  ^^"  *^«  ^^  Radical 
rj!frJ3S«T     ^.*^''•'  '*^*°<^'    The  fellow  was  always 

no  3  12^'^  """^  ^?y  *"^  ^'^^*'^«^'  a«d  there  wS 
3Ltn%^n*         P'-esunjPtton.    The  effrontery  that  could 

"He  s^VnKae:  iV' '"'^"  ^  ^^P^"^  ^'  -y*»^-^- 
^'«™'^-.J^l^^  a  deprecatory  shoulder  in  reply; 
nosiW*.^'"*'  ^*  ^^  ^"^^^y'  '^  are  hardl/ln  a 
Kr-to  1^.  "?•  ^'  ^^  *°^«^t«'  sir.-higMy  for- 
Ir^JKkdvS^hl.^'^f"  """^  purchaser  in  prospect  Wlio  is 
mc;;Iy"S?„V&'eV^^  ToIx,rdSah«,n 

fij  S^  ^  has  been  good  enough  to  say,  provided  a  place 
TW.^.'''^:,  ^"^  ^5^^'  ^h  a  grim  faS.  ^^ 

bJ  ♦l.^K      ^^  *^^^  *^t  *he  draught  M^  bitter. 
iBot  the  Shrewd  Mr.   Breffit,  old  and  tSsted  finanS 
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family  j^yucian,  was  convinced  that  the  sick  man  must 
swallow  it,  in  spite  of  the  faces  that  he  -nade. 

"  Bdieve  me,  Mr.  Broke,"  said  he,  "  if  you  really  must 
part  with  the  house  it  would  be  suicidal— quite  suicidal — 
to  throw  away  a  chance  that  is  not  likely  to  recur.  Had 
Lord  Salmon  dropped  from  heaven,  he  could  not  have 
appeared  at  a  moment  more  opportune." 

''  Devilish  good  of  him." 

The  despair  upon  Broke's  face  was  an  acknowledgment 
of  his  own  ineptitude.  Circumstance  had  him  bound  hand 
and  foot.  He  was  as  helple&s  as  an  infant  whimpering  in 
the  arms  of  its  nurse.  And  about  as  dignified.  He  was 
accustomed  to  consult  his  will  alone  when  his  self-love  was 
touched  in  the  least  degr"*^.  He  had  neither  the  wisdom 
nor  the  humihty  that  can  yield  without  a  groan  to  the 
inevitable.  Fate  might  ultimately  break  his  buckram 
soul  in  two,  but  it  could  not  make  it  bend.  By  nature 
he  was  the  grand  seigneur  who  knew  no  law  beyond  I  is 
turbulent  desires.  He  yearned  to  deal  with  SaJmcm  as  his 
fathers  would  have  done  in  feudal  days ;  he  yearned  to 
blow  a  shrill  Uast,  and  ride  forth  with  his  knights  armed 
eap-d-pie^  to  pluck  the  head  off  the  body  of  this  audacious 
Hebrew  rogue,  and  nail  it  to  the  gates  of  Covenden,  a 
warning  to  mankind  and  the  winds  of  heaven. 

It  fretted  him  to  the  soul  to  be  at  the  mercy  of  this 
Jew.  The  nationality  made  the  humiliation  greater;  He 
had  the  same  fierce  contempt  of  the  Chosen  People  as  had 
his  ancestors  of  the  twelfth  century.  Nevertheless,  he 
must  have  money.  It  was  a  crude  fact  and  a  bald  with 
which  to  confront  an  institution  that  had  been  accustomed 
to  ignore  the  need  for  it  even  before  the  freebooters  came 
in  their  galleys  from  France.  On  the  face  of  things  did  it 
not  seem  ludicrous  that  the  edifice  which  the  accretions 
of  time  had  raised  about  his  name  should  dissolve  on  a 
question  so  sordid  ?  What  was  money  ?  It  was  only  a 
symbol :  the  beads  of  the  savage,  the  little  pieces  of  tin  of 
the  heathen  Chinee.  Was  ever  reasonable  mind  beset  with 
issue  so  preposterous ! 

"  I — ah — suppose  you — ah — must  use  your  own  dis- 
cretion, Breffit,''  he  said  with  a  reluctance  that  made 
DO  Attempt  to  put  a  gloss  upon  his  feelings.    "  You— ah 
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Oar  hem',  .tit™  iloM  ^frf  ''"'  ^'";  ""  "^'V  '">■ 
EoglUh  mind  whileTh^  T^.tf^T'''^  JPI^  «»  W» 
«>  which  he  JUstw  in  He 'UT.ir  .•"'?"?«' 

range,Mr.BreffitwMnotafa^l     ■k^'"'  '"  >"»,  mental 

s^J^Sh!  r-A^°ca-n^^sr?LT.£ 

ParUaS  ••  *'™'  ''^'"  "^^  ^"  "^^"^^  and  enters 

-i^n^EShiSSF---"- 

son.  which  was   nSrted  as  in  aLi^^^  Z'^^'"^  *°  ^" 

^dde-^e  knghed  discordanfly  and  tum«,  abmpfly 
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"  Good  morning,  Breftit.  T^t  me  know  the  price.  And 
remember  that  time  means  a  great  deal." 

In  this  lofty  fashion  do  the  gods  condescend  to  trade ! 

However,  as  he  moved  to  the  door,  Mr.  Brefl&t  detained 
him. 

"  I  have  been  asked,  sir,  whether  you  would  accept  a 
seat  on  the  board  of  a  company.    If  you  will  pardon  the 
liberty,  sir,  I  may  say  it  is  an  easy  way  of  earning  five 
hundred  pounds  per  annum.    You  give  your  name  to  the 
undertaking,  and  you  attend  so  many  meetings  of  directors, 
and  nothing  more  is  required.     I  should  not  have  men- 
tioned it,  sir,  only  nowadays  nombers— numbers  of  the 
best  people— the  very  best  people — do  it  constantly.    In- 
deed, I  can  assure  you,  sir,  it  is  quite  the  thing." 
"  What  does  your  precious  c(Hnpany  call  itself  ?  " 
"The    Thames    Valley    Goldfields    Syndicate,    capital 
three  millions  sterling.    I  may  say  that  your  brother-in- 
law,  Lord  Bosket,  has  signified  his  intention  of  joining  the 
board  after  allotment." 
"  Indeed  ;  who  has  prevailed  on  him  ?  " 
"  Well— er— I  rather  think  the  promoter. 
"  Who,  pray,  is  the  promoter  ?  '^ 
''  — Er— Lord  Sahnon." 

"  I— ah— absolutely  decline  to  have  anything  to  do 
with  it." 
Our  hero  took  a  sharp  step  to  the  rain; 
When  Mr.  Breffit  had  bowed  the  great  m  •  out  of  the 
door  with  effusive  deference,  and  watched  p.jn  swing  into 
the  saddle  and  canter  away  into  the  mists  of  the  stear.iing 
street,  he  returned  to  his  room  with  an  air  of  conscious 
dignity,  and'rang  the  bell.  It  was  answered  by  the  youth- 
lul  clerk  who  had  made  the  egregious  blunder  in  his  pro- 
nunciation of  the  great  man's  name.  Mr.  Breffit  put  h.s, 
hand  in  his  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  fistful  of  silver.  He 
selected  two  half-crowns  with  el?  borate  gravity. 

"  Porter,  here  are  a  week''-  jes,  and  you  are  dismissed. 
I  am  sorry  to  say  it,  Porter,  but  you  are  not  a  youth  who 
IS  at  all  hkeiy  to  suit  me.  You  can  go.  Such  a  thing  has 
happened  through  your  gross,  your  abominable  careless- 
ness, that  has  never  occurred  in  all  the  time  I  have  had 
up  my  plate.     And  rather  than  it  should  have  occurred, 
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way..  Pori«.    Krt  "'jTiSi  tZt'ZT,  "^^^^ 
and  moat  re.p«:ted  diJnt  1    Mr  Broke  "^fCowJw,^ 

to  b.  Mid  i  I  iiould  tt.    tC  iU      l^t  T^ 
you  and  I  most  part  "  '•**'•  '^^"■' 

relate  to  his  father  and  the  £Sace  ^*  *^'"'^^  *° 

It  «5  a  disgrace,"  said  Mr.  Breffit  with  gusto     "  Tnaf 

up  repentpnce  for  his  old  age     I  midSS^An  Ll     ""^ 
your  elder  brother  to  Camhnvi^^    understand  he  has  sent 
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to  rue  the  day.  And  tell  your  father,  Porter,  that  he  will 
receive  no  jAty  from  me  when  that  has  come  to  pass.  Now 
go ;  and  mmd  you  do  not  apply  to  me  for  a  character." 

Very  pale  and  bewildered,  the  boy  placed  the  five  shil- 
lings in  his  pocket  and  withdrew.  He  put  on  his  out-of- 
doors  coat  and  his  mackiiitosh,  tucked  his  office  coat  under 
his  arm,  and  went  forth  mechanically  in  the  direction  of 
his  father's  bookshop.  He  was  as  stunned  as  though  he 
had  received  a  blow  on  the  head;  he  could  think  of 
nothing ;  and  although  it  was  pouring  with  rain,  and  every 
now  and  then  the  wind  dashed  it  against  his  eyes,  he  stood 
gazing  a  full  quarter  of  an  hour  into  a  window  that  was 
formerly  a  pastiycook's,  which  being  now  to  let,  had  not 
even  a  stale  pie  to  relieve  its  desolation. 
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CHAPTER   VI 

Foreshadows  the  Need  for  a  Hero  and  a 
Heroine 

W^nilJ^l'?®  Y^^  ^"^^  ^""^  ^*'"  sat  behind  the 
horseman.  A  closed  carriage,  drawn  bv  a  fine  m^ 
of  horses,  surmounted  by  a  coachman  a^dfcSrtman^n' 
cockades  and  white  mackintoshes,  rolled  up  and  dS^  n 
the  ram  before  his  door.  He  did  not  need^ ?«>k  Tthe 
coronet  stamped  upon  the  lozenge  of  this  vehick  to  elm 

onSSi  'iit^'hif '•    "  r  ^r  ^^'""^^  to  Wm  t?a^ 
consisted  with  his  peace  of  mmd.     It  beloneed  as  nn 

mistakably  to  his  sister-in-law  as  the  mi"  of  serious 
gentlemen  upon  the  box-seat  proclaimed  Tthe  ande  at 
;r3  S'LX;i  ^  --  *^*  ^^«y  wer/lS?  ani 

atTuur^^^^^^^ 

hounds ;  therefore  the  solace  was  accorded  him  of  Kf^ 
^"'S  ^"?f ?"  ?"d  Lord  and  Lady  BoskeT  ' 

said^^^fe     "fr  ^°  ^  ^"?'  earUer  to-day,  Edmmid." 
saia  ms  wife.       There  is  a  meeting  ol  the  Cuttisham  T^m 
perance  Sodety  at  the  Town  HaU  at  a  qSS  to  thS" 
Emma  is  going  to  preside."  ^  * 

"  Supported  by  me,"  said  Lord  Bosket  in  a  somewhat 
low-sprnted  manner.    "  Lucky  me  ;  doosid  nicetoli  i^* 

"  Charloj,"  said  Lady  Bosket,  sticking  out  her  chin  and 
focusing  her  glasses  six  inches  from  her  nose  "  I  do  ^ 
^nk  your  sense  of  propriety  is  quite  so  keen 'as  it  sho^ 
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"Hear,  hear,"  said  Lord  Bosket  dismally, as  he  poured 
a  little  soda  water  into  his  whisky. 

Lady  Bosket  was  a  tall,  gaunt  woman  with  craggy  fea- 
tures and  high  cheek-bones.  Her  mien,  colouring  and 
contour  curiously  recalled  the  wasp  ;  and  at  least  many 
a  poor  fly  scutUed  at  her  approach.  Her  countenance, 
however,  the  dial  of  her  noble  mind,  might  be  com- 
pared to  that  of  a  hen.  Not  one  of  your  plebeian  barn- 
door species  be  it  known,  but  rather  a  variety  of  game- 
fowl,  a  very  superior,  high-stepping  hen.  Superiority 
indeed  was  her  prevailing  note,  the  key  in  which  she  had 
been  conceived.  Everything  about  her  proclaimed  it. 
Wliether  it  was  the  way  in  which  she  wore  her  back  hair, 
or  the  prose  with  which  she  enriched  our  literature  ;  her 
opinions  or  ha:  petticoats  ;  the  carriage  of  her  carnal  body 
or  the  conduct  of  her  immortal  soul ;  her  table  manners 
or  her  attitude  towards  religion,  she  was  invariably  tine 
pricieuse  who  did  not  cease  in  her  endeavour  to  convey 
the  impres»on  that  although  for  the  time  being  she  might 
be  in,  she  certainly  was  not  of,  the  particular  company 
in  which  she  had  the  misfortune  to  find  herself.  Neither 
talents  nor  integrity  were  secure  against  her  patronage ; 
and  so  great  was  her  passion  to  be  other  than  her  peers 
that  in  hell  she  would  have  been  an  angel,  while  in  heaven 
she  would  have  been  a  devil. 

It  was  reserved,  however,  for  her  voice  to  be  her  crown- 
ing glory.  As  a  peal  of  bells  may  enhance  the  nobihty 
of  a  cathedral,  whatever  the  splendoiu^  of  its  architecture 
or  the  veneraUe  aggregation  of  its  years,  so  tliat  remarkable 
mechanism  gave  the  last  touch  to  the  personality  of  this 
lady.  And  to  pursue  the  sacred  figure  to  which  we  have 
venttired  to  compare  her,  which  after  all  is  the  one  de- 
signed to  please  her  most,  her  voice,  like  that  of  your 
cathedral,  was  right  up  at  the  top.  There  never  was  a 
voice  in  the  world  that  was  poised  on  such  a  dizzy  altitude. 
Ghent,  Bruges,  Milan,  Cologne,  York  Minster,  S.  Peter's 
at  Rome  mufile  their  ineffectual  music  before  this  surpris- 
ing organ.  True  its  owner  carried  her  head  very  high, 
but  how  she  kept  up  her  voice  in  that  latitude  was  a  secret 
known  only  to  nature.  It  was  an  instrument  peculiar  to 
itself ;  ransack  earth  and  heaven  and  it  would  yet  remain 
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Si'l;? •  J\  K  ^*""^'  P^^^P^'  t^t  Lord  Bosket 
?™  i^'  ^''  testimony.  No  one  has  acquired  the  right 
Z^  concerning  it  so  fuUy  as  the  gentleman,  her  hus- 
band    and  certainly  no  one  employed  his  right  with  a  more 

fE?he%h'^r^  Ti^"-  t^  °*  ^'^  <^°""^^  had  ortoed 
..  i  si°"^«l  dweU  with  It  apart  for  many  years. 
I  he  first  time  you  hear  the  voice  of  the  missis,"  says 
our  epigrammatist,  "a  sudden  sort  of  feeling  comes 
over  you.  donH  you  know,  that  your  money's  on  the 
wrong  hoss.    The  second  time  you  hear  it  you  want  to 

rZ"Lli'"'''Tf-  .'^''l**^*'"^  ^''"^  y^*^  understand  why 
a  dog  howls.    The  fourth  time  the  referee  counts  you  out 
up  goes  the  sponge,  and  you  ask  to  go  home  " 

f»hl^^i*i/  }^l  ^I'T^  °^  conversation  at  the  luncheon 
table  was  of  the  first  importance,  and  less  likely  to  incur 
those  checks  which  more  trivial  ones  were  apt  to  provoke. 
Edmund.  said  Lady  Bosket,  "I  congratulate 
you  upon  this  affair  of  BiUy  and  Miss  Wayling.  It  is  so 
clever  of  Jane  It  is  a  coup,  Edmund,  it  is  a  coup.  I  am 
sure  I  personally  am  much  relieved  ;  it  takes  quite  a  load 
of  responsibihty  off  the  shoulders  of  us  all  " 
S^r  "?!!  "".^^e^tand  Emma,  of  course  that  nothing  is 

"^fJ^J"'*'     ^'^  ^^'  ^'""^^  placidly.    "At  present  it 
would  be  premature  to  take  it  as  an  accomplished  fact  " 
People  are  talking  of  nothing  else,"  said  Lady  Bosket; 

Everybody  agre«  that  it  is  such  a  providential  thing; 

STJ??  w  J°  *^'"^  ,?°^  '"^"y  ^•'"^  one  has  been 
congratulated  personally  on  one's  freedom  now  from 
anxiety.  People  are  unanimous,  Jane,  in  saying  that  your 
cleverness  is  tnordtnaie.  One  may  well  be  lost  in  admira- 
ation  of  your  finesse,  particularly  as  it  is  known  that  Wim- 
bledon had  decided  to  marry  her." 

1  '  ^Iu^tf?*i^  ^^'^^  mostly."  said  Mrs.  Broke.  "  I  be- 
lieve the  chJd  has  a  genuine  liking  for  BiUy.  Of  course  she 
has  known  him  for  years,  and  Colonel  Rouse,  her  guardian, 
has  been  a  true  friend."  ' 

Jit'^^J^  *^  S''^^  *°  ^°P®  *^*  B»My  has  a  liking 
for  her,  said  Lady  Bosket.  "  That  would  be  too  much 
like  a  novel,  would  it  not  ?  " 

A."  ^  »t  never  struck  you,  Emma,"  said  Mrs.  Broke 
demurely,     that  mutual  affection  comes  ifter  marriage 
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as  a  rule.  All  tbe  most  perfectly  harmonious  unions  I 
know  have  begun  in  that  way.  Surely  it  is  better  that 
mamage  should  be  entered  into  on  the  ground  of  common 
tolerance  rather  than  that  of  passion.  It  is  so  much  safer,  so 
very  much  safer.  Do  you  know,  Emma,  I  am  inclined  to 
consider  it  not  the  smallest  part  of  our  good  fortune  that 
Billy  is  at  present  so  lukewarm.  The  warmth  of  Maud's 
attachment  almost  alarms  me.  Before  marriage  an  exhi- 
bition of  affection  afflicts  one  with  a  slight  sense  of  its 
incongruity.  One  feels  it  to  be  a  slight  forcing  of  the  note." 
How  does  it  strike  you  afterwards?"  Lord  Bosket 
asked. 

..  I'r  ^^'J  ^"  *  ^y^<^'  Charles,"  said  Mrs.  Broke  playfullv. 

You  should  be  like  Diogenes  and  live  in  a  tub." 

"  Wish  I  could,"  said  her  brother  with  a  sigh.  "  Pretty 
good  judge  of  the  game,  that  chap.  No  room  for  two  in 
his  httle  box." 

"  I  am  immensely  satisfied  with  girls  of  the  Miss  Wayling 
type,"  said  Lady  Bosket  in  her  most  detached  voice.  "  She 
IS  such  a  beautiful  intellectual  creature,  and  very  finely 
chttelled.  She  has  that  statuesquemarblepurity  whichisreaUy 
quite  unpregnated  with  Greek  feehng.  It  refreshes  one's 
achmg  senses  to  gaze  on  a  creature  so  coldly,  so  chastely 
classKal  after  they  have  been  wearied  by  a  surfeit  of  the 
anunal,  "  horsey,"  fin  de  siicle  women  that  one  is  con- 
fronted with  everywhere  at  the  present  day." 

Lady  Bosket  paused  to  put  up  her  glasses,  and  ingeni- 
ously mampulated  them  in  such  a  manner  that  she  could 
stare  at  all  her  six  nieces  at  once.  Five  of  them  quailed 
and  lowered  their  scarlet  faces  to  their  plates  before  the 
extraordinary  resolution  of  her  gaze,  but  Joan  the 
eldest,  the  one  with  the  Roman  spirit,  happened  to  be 
dnnkmg  a  glass  of  water.  She  suspended  that  operation 
tor  a  moment  and  met  her  aunt's  insolent  scrutiny  with  a 
.earless  one  of  her  own. 

"  Aunty  means  that  for  you  little  gells,"  said  their  tender- 
hearted but  very  tactless  uncle  Charles,  who  was  so  sensi- 
tive that  anything  that  gave  pain  to  objects  for  which 
he  had  an  affection,  hurt  him  also.  "  That's  a  dig  at  you  • 
but  don't  you  mind  it ;  I  don't ;  it's  only  her  fun.  I'll 
bnng  you  some  chocolate  creams  to-morrow ;  you  know— 
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M£u^.fS^^^^^^^  And 

taken  of  folir  gl^o?  Skv  d„X  "i^'^k  ^"^V  f^' 
ask  you  in  th/S  o  dSy^klen^'^T  ^  '°'** 
at  least,  not  to  mention  thpLI^/P' i^T™^  Presence 

j^^  "*'°'*°owunaruinwhohasjusteatena 

^  H?!^"  '^"i^^  ^'■^  ^ket  pensively 

in  a  fit  of  ateence  ^ She^J^^f'^lV^  ^^'«*««. 

Fortunately  Ladv  Bo«skP*  t!;il  V  ^t'  *°^  <^*»J«  »*  neat, 
part  she  waTsustaSni  T^tiT  """^  °*=""P'«^  ^^^  the 
this  lapse.        '"'*^^"»°g  «  the  conversation  to  observe 

tio^Lwt'a^er^Sf.'***^""**"*  ^""  ^^«^  these  near  rela- 

it."  S?Br^l""'  "^  """"*■«  "»'  '«.«sS  to"b»y 
''  For  whon>  ? " 
"  For  his  son." 
"  For  his  son !  " 

^'n«v  H^**'"*"'^y  Credulous. 
^I^thought  everybody  knew  old  B^Z^  .      ','  f^^! 

UdyB<^ket  reflected  with  the  aid  of  her  glasses  I 

with^LTlSLt^wS^So:?^^^^^^^^  Pe-' 

coat,  and  is  s^id  trwea^a  ^.'^    "^  £?***  ^^  *  fr«^k 

Ws  way  he  is  a  celebn^'         ^'  ^-  ^~'^-  "  ^ 
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"  Oh — ^h,"  said  Lady  Bosket  dramng  a  deep  breath: 

"  The  old  gentleman  who  always  peers  very  hard  into 
one's  face  and  seems  as  though  he  is  about  to  burst  into 
tears  when  he  talks  to  one,"  said  Mrs.  Broke  with  a  smile. 
"  The  old  gentleman  who  has  ideas  of  his  own  on  the  use 
and  abuse  of  the  letter  '  h.'" 

"  That  man,"  said  Lady  Bosket.  "  Do  you  mean  to 
tell  me  he  has  bought  Tufton,  that  poor  Algernon's  people 
have  had  since  the  time  of  Charles  the  Second,  and  that 
he  proposes  to  put  his  sou  in  it  ? " 

"  I  do,"  said  Broke  grimly.  "  He  was  good  enough  to 
tell  me  this  morning  that  he  was  going  to  set  his  son  up 
in  the  ah — county  in  such  a  manner  that  he — ah  could  hold 
his  head  up  with  the  best " 

"  Don't,  my  deaE  Edmund,  don't !  "  implored  Lady 
Bosket  piteou^ly  as  with  a  grimace  she  elevated  her  high 
shoulders  and  pressed  her  fingers  to  her  sensitive  ears. 
"Spare  us  the  cant  terms  of  the  snobocracy." 

"  I  am  only  repeating  his  words,"  said  Broke  with  a  cold 
chuckle.  "  I  had  the  honour  of  an  introduction  to  the 
young  man  this  morning." 

"  My  dear  Edmund  !  "  said  lady  Bosket. 

"I  daresay  Mr.  Breffit  intends  that  you  shall  be  his 
sponsor  in  )us  progress  through  the  purlieus  of  the  social 
wwld,"  said  Mrs.  Broke,  expanding  her  smile.  "  When 
the  worst  comes  to  the  worst  and  we  are  cast  penniless  upon 
the  streets,  as  I  suppose  we  must  be  in  the  end,  we  shall 
be  able  to  keep  body  and  soul  together  by  plajHng  Mentor 
to  these  youthful  Telemachuses.  You,  my  dear  Edmund, 
will  be  allotted  the  department  for  the  Social  Advancement 
of  the  sons  of  Loci  Tradespeople,  while  I  can  open  a  Bureau 
for  the  Presentation  at  Court  of  the  American  Miss,  with 
auxiliary  branches  for  the  Polishing  of  Popper  and  Mommer. 
And  I  can  fill  up  the  rest  of  my  time  with  the  introduction 
into  Good  Society  of  All  and  Sundry ;  and  you,  my  dear 
Edmund,  can  fill  up  yoiirs  by  being  a  director  of  Lmiited 
Liabihty  Companies  under  the  aegis  of  our  friend 
Lord  Salmon,  which  reminds  me,  E^und,  that  I  have 
already  made  a  promise  to  him  that  you  will  accept  a  seat 
on  the  Board  of  the  Thames  Valley  Goldfields  Syndicate,  in 
consideration  of  which  charming  i»ece  of  condescension 
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your  means  are  to  be  augmented  to  the  extent  of  five 
hundred  pounds  a  year.  From  which.  Emma,  you  will 
gather  that,  desperately  reduced  as  we  are.  we  are  not 
wholly  without  resources." 

"  I  protest,  Jane,  you  are  growing  quite  debased,"  said 
her  sister-m-law. 

"  Mrs.  Chapone  informs  us  it  is  vulgar  to  make  use  of 
a  proverbial  expression,  but  needs  must  when  the  devil 
dnyes,    said  Mrs.  Broke  meekly. 

"  What  is  that,  Jane  ?  '  Broke  interposed  gruffly.  "  You 
have  made  a  promise  to— ah.  that  feUow  Sahnon  ?  Why 
Breffit  approached  me  this  morning  on— ah,  that  very 
subject,  and  I  refused  point  blank.  Do  you  expect  me 
to  engage  my  name  with  that  of  a  Jew  ?  What  are  you 
thmkmg  of,  woman  ?  "  ^ 

"  The  butcher  and  the  baker,  the  rates  and  the  toxes. 
You  must  come  off  the  high  horse,  my  dear,  you  must 
indeed.  As  I  have  been  pointing  out  to  you  so  often 
Uitely  you  can  no  longer  afford  to  ride  the  noble  quadrupeds 
Five  hundred  a  year  is  five  hundred  a  year  to  paupers  like 
ourselves.  Lord  Sahnon  has  v  y  kindly  promised  to  come 
tJus  afternoon  to  discuss  the  subject  with  you  " 
"  I  decline  to  see  him." 

hel'  ^"  *  ^  "^^^^  impracticable,  my  love,  than  yon  can 

"  Shorten  rein  a  bit,  Edmund."  interposed  Lord  Bosket. 

Sahnon  is  not  such  a  bad  feUer.  People  can  say  what  they 
hke.but  you  can  take  it  from  me  that  Sahnon's  all  riffht. 
He  preserves  his  foxes  and  lays  down  his  pheasants,  and  he 
docsn  t  play  a  bad  hand  at  bridge.  The  feUer's  aU  rieht. 
I  tell  5^u  ;  It's  not  fair  to  ask  more  of  any  man.  He  don't 
pretend  to  be  an  A  V^eton  Smith  in  the  saddle;  and  when 
^  does  bag  a  keeper  he  always  does  the  ha  ndsome  thing. 
Nobody  can  deny  that  he  drives  good  cattle,  aye,  aiKl 
owns  It  too.  and  he  pays  his  footin'  to  the  Hunt  hke  a 
sportsman. 

"He  paid  his  footing  to  the  peerage  too.  No— oh. 
Salm<ms  for  me,  thank  you." 

"  Woa,  easy,  easy !  "  said  Lord  Bosket  in  the  caressing 
voice  he  used  to  his  alarmed  young  horses  when  they 
pncked  up  their  ears  and  pranced  before  the  motor  car. 
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"  Easy,  my  boy.  Everybody's  got  to  have  a  beginning  ; 
even  you  and  Emma  bad  to  have  a  beginning.  If  a  hoM 
IS  a  tidy  fencer,  I'm  not  the  one  to  look  at  the  stud-book 


I'm 


I'm  not.    Take  my  word  for  it,  Salmon's  aU  rightT 
gwn'  on  the  board  myself." 

"  Charles,  I  forbid  you  absolutely  to  do  anything  of  the 
kind,"  said  Lady  Bosket. 

"  Jane,"  said  Broke,  "  that  man  must  not  call  here. 
Better  not  know  him." 

Our  hero's  tone  was  so  oddly,  yet  unconsciously  like  that 
of  his  sister-in-law  that  his  wife  could  not  repress  a  laugh. 
"  ReaUy  "  said  she  "  I  think  Charles  and  I  are  both  old 
enough  to  take  care  of  ourselves.  After  all  we  are  nr*  so 
wry  new.  Even  our  patent  dates  from  James  the  First." 
"  Edmund,  I  am  told  you  are  giving  up  Broke  Street  " 
said  Lady  Bosket,    s 

"  That  is  so.  I  placed  it  in  the  hands  of  Breffit  this 
niormng.  It  will  presently  pass  into  those  of  his  son  or 
this  fellow  Salmon.  It  is  a  nice  thinj,  to  come  to  after  all 
these  years.  I— ah,  wonder  what  my  poor  dear  father  would 
have  said  had  he  lived  to  see  it.  Thank  God  he  did  not  I  " 
"  So  you  have  made  your  minds  up  to  «t  at  last,"  ?aid 
Lady  Bosket  vvithout  a  spark  of  pity,  notwithstanding 
that  Broke's  tone  of  contempt  was  too  plainly  intended 
to  hide  his  disressj  "  I  have  said  many  times  that  you 
ought  to  have  given  it  up  years  ago.  It  was  incredible 
to  me  that  persons  in  your  circumstances  should  have 
kept  it  on  so  long.  Some  people  might  have  ventured  to 
call  stich  folly  by  a  harsh  name." 

"  You  forget  the  girls,  Emma,"  said  Mrs.  Broke  mildly. 
She  was  too  well  accustomed  to  her  sister-in-law's  love  of 
hectoring  her  poor  relations,  her  love  of  kicking  you  when 
you  were  down,  to  resent  speeches  of  this  kind  "  The  girls 
had  to  come  out  you  know." 

"  I  fail  to  see  that  their  coming  out  has  been  of  service 
to  them.  They  would  have  done  better  to  stay  in  the 
country  alcmg  with  the  horsefl  jh,  and  save  the  much- 
wanted  pence  of  their  parents.  Pecuniarily  they  would 
have  been  better  off,  and  matrimonially  no  worse.  It 
always  appears  to  me  a  criminal  waste  of  money  for 
country  girls  to  have  a  season  in  London  unless  they  are 
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f^t:^"^'  "^'''  °'  -^^^-^'i  with  brains  beyond  the 

you  f^Bro kfcVjS"  JS^^  ^^  '^  P^««°ted  wouldn't 
Nothing  cSud  h^ve  ^n  l^^lT^'^^''^^  veheme^e 
content  tha^  tS  pr^t  iSt  Ih'  ^^'-^J^'  ¥  ^«  «^ways 
over  him  as  much  SZ  pkid  J^  t  W  h  ^*  ^^^  ^"^ 
on  his  luck.  But  sherrMtWSii        *i^*  \®  was  so  down 
ment  against  his  girk       ^*°*^"^^«^»  breath  of  disparage- 
as  'pio'r'aTyoJTal^e^^r^Si^I  !?*  ^^"^'^^  o^  People 
.^Sran(£i^' £S^^^^^  WeeSTe^fc 

rather  down  orLytuckTlSiow  h^f  '"  ?/  ^^*'  '™ 
said  that  my  girk  ^  the  JS^r  u*  '^°"^*^  ^^^  ^^«  't 
never  been  to  Court  ?^  ^  ^'°^®  "^""^^  who  have 

;;  The  disgrace  would  not  be  indelible." 

alWrnetoiy^lo"''  °'  "P'"'^'^'  ^'^'^'  i^~-h.  you  wiU 

Jfu^^irSrh^dl^tl^^^^^^^^^^  he.  that  the 

was  remarkably  red  oeiore.    His  face  too 

4^;:  '^Ll^±Zi:;''  -'-''  '^^  ^t  expe- 

the  GaddesdL-LddSZs  iV^'^'PT"^^  ^^'^Wv 
Mount  Street  jusUor  Ma^a^  th^?l  ^  •"■  "^^^  ^^^^  ^' 
youngest  girl  d  coming  out  t^^*!"'  I>rawing.room.    Their 

Those   people!"   cried v-lidv   Bosk*>t     "t 
amaze  me.    Don't  you  know-fK.*  ♦»,  •    J*"*'  V^^ 

the  grocers  and  brewers  «nKi*^7  l*"^  ""^^d  up  with 
advertisements  of  thefrdo^ni^^^^  *^*  ^'^d  who  put 
heading  of  "  The  SmSt  St  ^?  newspapers  under  the 

with5SbSrk?.r'  "^^  ^-•"  -^^  *^-  Broke 
Well,  rather  than  the  child  should  fall  into  such  hands 
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;  Grosvenor  Street. 
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you  had  better  send  her  to  me  a 
will  put  her  through  myself." 
"  How  good  of  you,  my  dear  I " 
"  Hold  up  your  head,  child." 

Lady  Bosket  raised  her  glasses  into  position  and  stared 
at  her  yeungest  niece  with  a  concentrated  directn'-ss  that 
DeKi  .ound  to  be  embarrassing.  She  was  much  more  deli- 
cately fibred,  far  timider  than  her  sisters. 

"  Rather  nice  eyes,"  said  her  aunt.    "  The  child  blushes 
too  much,  although  in  a  young  girl  that  may  sometimes  be 
reckoned  an  asset.     The  Broke  nose  is  not  quite  so  much 
in  evidence  as  in  the  others,  but  i^.till  t!'ere  is  mwe  than 
enough  of  it.    Edmund,  I  always  say  that  the  Broke  nose  is 
incomparably  the  ugliest  thing  that  was  ever  borne  about 
by  a  human  being.  J  rather  like  the  child's  mouth.    That 
long  upper  Up  is  sometimes  effective.    I  do  not  Uke  her 
chin.  But  take  her  in  the  lump  I  should  be  inclined  to  say 
that  she  is  less  strikingly  ugly  than  any  of  them.    Probably 
a  little  deficient    in  character.     And  she  is  shockingly 
dressed.    The  cut  of  that  coat  is  horrible.    Why  will  you 
not  send  them  to  Redfem,  Jane  ?    It  is  unfit  for  a  house- 
maid, and  it  is  atrociously  put  on.    The  child  is  a  bad 
shape.    Those     shoulders — those     ridiculous     shoulders ! 
See  that  sb-  wears  a  backboard,  Jane,  and  lies  on  her  back 
four  hours  a  day.    Her  hair  is  done  in  the  most  slovenly 
manner.    You  must  dismiss  her  maid.    I  hope  the  child 
has  clean  hnger-nails." 
At  this  point  I>ady  Boske*  lowered  her  glasses. 
"  Have  you  attended  to  her  manner,  Jane  ?    I  hope 
it  is  not  gauche  nor  triste,  nor  ingenue.  I  positively  forbid 
it  to  be  ingenue.    A  good  manner  is  worth  something 
in  these  days.    Most  people  do  not  know  there  is  such 
a  thing.    They  consider  they  have  only  to  talk  at  the 
top  of  their  voices  and  to  stare  as  hard  as  they  can  to 
supply  the  deficiency.    I  will  say  this  for  the  girls,  their 
manner  is  generally  above  criticism.    A  manner  grows 
rarer  every  yesj  among  the  young.     I  suppose  the  girls 
mherit  it  from  you,  Jane.    Yours  was  always  excellent ; 
so  different  from  Charles'." 

"  Itsh  a  lie,  my  dears.    Don't  you  believe  her,"  Lord 
Bosket  mumbled. 
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a  dunce  and  an  idiot     wSii^  remain  a  crow  between 
above  ho«efl«h."  '  *^^  """*  '^'^  ^'^  having  ideaa 

to;%?p"i?:r^"^ftsvd«M 

be  ..ly'Sn'Sn"  bSI  SlTeftlrf^  ^  ^^'^  »»^ 
absolutely  free  hand  iTwIu  L  °  f  *'°"  ^'^^  '  *«^^" 
iiiece  endowed  with  a  culturriiilfi  *  ^""^"."y  *°  '"^^^  one 
of  her  ai,ten» ;  Tnk  e  who^n  dmlt'^T  ^^^"^  **»"  *»>»* 
between  the  diffwentir^cuS -^^.k  °I^  .t°  ^t^**^ 

prelimt.ret^iSSn"^tid"T  ^  ^"'^  *°  P-  *»- 
"Her  mind  at  Snt  ?s  «}!f.^    her   mother,    lj:u7hing. 

developed  mouse  '^     '*  *^"*  ^"*^  *«  *bat  of  a  weS- 

FortJ^feiri^n^w Tatll;    ^^t  "^"^*   ^^'«  »  coach, 
believe,  w^^o  by  his  indS?A,C  "  ^^"^PS  P<«on  I 
behind  the  co  Jter  of  Ktl^er^  hnS*^*^    ^^^^  ^^n 
to  taking  a  course  at  the  umw!^H''°P  ""  Cuttishara 
acquitted  himself  wfth  Sktrt^ra^nH  L^?  *°^^  ^  ^ 
may  look  for  election  tfa  ^X^tJo  of?L  ^"1?"""^  ?* 
a  sense  I  regard  him  as  a  *rS    <  ^       "'^  college.    In 
served  behind  the  co^tefSh^!  T^k^^'  '°^  ^hen  he 
pleased  by  his  honesr face  L5   /**^" '  ''^^P  ^  ^^^ 
He  also  appeared  to  doSLs    "1  ""f5"m»ng  mamiers. 
bookseller "SfThewar^^ild   ST^'^^'^^'  «>  ^^re  in  a 
believe  that  his  father^nimedtnH«  ""'  °"  V  *^^'cc  I 
Results  have  justified  my  iSt5^?'^nT??*^^'^^S«- 
the  young  man's  credit  "      "^^^^^^'  ^^^  tbey  redound  to 

baek^^  not  his  youth  be  in  the   nature  of  a  draw- 

his'iJaVnSn^life*  ^Of  ^0^;'  *\"  compensated  for  by 
cases  where  un^roL  X„* '"'  ^  "^  °^  ^""^ 
in  the  best  reguLt^^  S^  R^^  *1^'  P^^^^  havoc 
that  a  r^rson^t^sS^ill  t^^J's^^^.^"  ^^« 
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"Thii  optimitin  is  unUke  you,  Emma,"  uid  Mrs. 
Broke,  with  a  stealthv  pleasure. 

"  I  am  not  so  hide-txmnd  with  prejudice  as  most  people 
who  Hve  in  the  country.  My  outlook  is  a  little  wider  in 
these  thin^.  I  hold  that  the  masses  should  be  trusted  up 
to  a  certam  point,  and  in  chosen  instances  opportunities 
shoukl  be  granted  to  them.  My  dear  friend,  the  late  Mr. 
Gladstone,  was  always  a  firm  beUever  in  that.  The  case  of 
this  worthy  fellow  is  one  fcv  encouragement ;  besides  the 
danger  does  net  exist.  Fi  .m  the  merely  physical  stand- 
point he  is  not  alhiring." 

"  I  would  not  be  too  sure  about  danger  not  existing, 
Emma,  if  I  were  you,"  said  our  hero,  chuckUng  grimly  at 
-he  conceit.  "  There's  no  saying  what  things  aie  cmning 
to  nowadays.  You  can't  make  them  out.  In  fact  it  is 
my  opinion  the  old  sharply  defined  distinctions  are  dis- 
appearing." 

With  this  brief  but  wonderfully  penetrating  expression 
of  his  wisdom  our  hero  again  relajned  upon  silence. 

"  My  dear  Edmund,  how  extravagantly  clever  of  you," 
said  Mrs.  Broke,  looking  from  her  husband  to  her  sister- 
in-law  with  pensive  amusement.  She  was  still  regarding 
the  unconsdous  pair  in  this  manner  when  the  butler  came 
Into  the  room.  He  bent  over  her  chair. 
i    "  Lord  Sabnon  to  see  you,  ma'am." 

Broke  pricked  his  ears. 

"  You  are  not  at  hcmie,  Jane,"  he  said  shortly. 

She  lifted  to  him  her  baffling  smile. 

"On  the  contrary,  I  particularly  want  to  see  him ; 
and  I  want  you,  my  dear,  particularly  to  see  him  too. 
Bring  his  lordship  in  here,  Porson,  if  you  please."  And 
as  the  butler  went  forth  on  his  mission,  "  It  is  rather  un- 
necessary of  our  friend  to  call  at  this  hour.  But  as  he 
is  worth  six  millions  one  must  ascribe  it  to  his  force  of 
character.  He  is  capable  of  calling  at  tluree  o'clock  in  the 
morning  if  he  felt  inclined.  Still  one  cannot  have  too 
much  indulgence  for  six  m  Uions ;  and  aftei  all  he  may 
not  have  read  Manners  for  MiUioHau'es  or  Croesus  and 
Courtesy." 

Although  this  prattle  was  designed  to  fill  the  arid 
pause  that  heralded  Lord  Salmon's  ann^uncementi  Broke 
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THE  NEED  FOR  A  HERO  AND  HEROINE 
5^cl:r^^'  *"'  "^'y  ^^^^  --  able  to  ..y  before 

am  seriously  offenLd  S^^TJi^  15  ??  ?  P/ecedent.  I 
a  person  of  this  sort  wSe  I  «m  *  *'""'V?*  *°  ^«^«ve 
kn^  when  I  haJ? Ven  J  hTr***  T"'  ^^H'*'-  '  d°  "<»» 
have  heard  «,  much  aU  '"rmaJ  'tU"'/  '^"^  ' 
remain  and  see  for  mvse'f     H«  1,^1    ^*  ^  ^^"^^  *° 

'  Lord  Salmon,"  said  the  butJer. 
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CHAPTER   VII 
Le  Nouveau  Regime 

SAUL  SALMON,  first  baron  of  the  name,  had  a  type 
of  countenance  likely  to  excite  racial  prejudice. 
His  nose  was  a  sufficient  guarantee  of  his  nationality.  He 
was  fat  to  the  verge  of  the  obscene.  His  picture  in  the 
newspapers  inferred  a  composite  photograph  of  M.  Dumas 
the  Elder,  and  the  Tichborne  Claimant.  His  hair  was 
black,  curly,  and  abundant,  his  lips  like  a  negro's,  his  eyes 
a  bilious  yellow ;  while  his  coarse  but  powerful  mouth  was 
stamped  with  a  double-chin  of  ponderous  dimension.  His 
olive  tawny  skin  shone  with  addiction  to  the  pleasures  of 
the  table. 

A  creature  more  fantastically  unUke  your  gentleman  of 
England  of  whom  an  Enghsh  peer  is  allowed  to  be  tho 
mirror,  would  not  be  easy  to  conceive.  There  was  noi 
a  trace  about  him  of  that  "Red  Indian  reticence  which  is 
said  to  stamp  our  caste.  There  was  effusiveness  in  the 
tawny  hue  of  him,  in  his  greasy  smiles,  in  his  movements, 
his  looks,  his  manner  of  speaking ;  effusiveness  ';and  in 
hand  with  affability ;  effusiveness  cheek  by  jowl  with  an 
impregnable  belief  in  Saul  Salmon,  that  fair  work  of  God. 

He  seemed  hardly  to  know  whom  to  admire  most — him- 
self or  the  radiant  persons  he  saw  around  him.  '  He  seemed 
to  exude  an  air  of  patronage,  so  pleased  he  was  with 
all  the  charming  people  it  was  his  happiness  to  meet. 
What  you  thought  of  him  did  not  matter  :  it  was  not  to  the 
point ;  it  was  enough  that  he  was  perfectly  satisfied  with 
you  :  a  man  of  a  Homeric  kidney,  if  ever  there  was  one  in 
the  world.  In  his  large  redundant  self-sufficiency  the 
little  winged  barbs  which  in  the  terminology  of  our  civili- 
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nation  are  called  "  snubs  "  «ni,  ,  ^ 

;n  a  morass.    He  was  born  to  conouerT'  ^°'*'  "^^  ^*°"«« 

the  organized  disapproval  of  tZ^l'      °^«'"^°'"«  '  even 

5>5f  '"^'^  ^  self-^teem  Pharisees  was  powerless 

^--tinli^^sP^'J^.JZ'''^--  entered  the  room 
the  fashion  of  ma^y  wa^nerfJ^  ^'^^  ^""^  *°  "^^t  in 
ace.  Mrs.  Broke  gave  h.^  f  hi?  l^^  """^^  °^  *he  ^pu. 
However,  such  a  Vept™n^ii"a  Htt^  h  *'  ^"^""^^  S^^«- 
coldness  of  her  husbandl  nS  Hf  discounted  by  the 
glasses,  lowered  her  eyelashes  ".nH?^  ^°'^^*  '""^^^  her 
stare  of  extraordinary  rSoS^  ^™  ^ith  a 

by  now  was  sinking  rSv  Z  'th^^'  ^!-^  ^°^^^«*'  ^ho 
time  immemorial  has  been   fho       ^^^n^ition  which  from 

waving  his  glass.     ''Chin  chin  »"         ^'^^*'    '■^^'Procally 

utteJaVcrb^fnTdeS  t'had' T'^^"  °^  ^^^  -ystic 
have  been  seenSo  Jivest  the  forS°'f  f^  "  ^^"^^^^  '"^gh? 
However,   as  one  who  his  had  .n   *^',  '^^^^^-^  ^"'"^n- 
compelled,  on  being  assSed  to  ht  f'"'!^^^'"^   ^^"   feels 
common-place  for  the  rSrlnr^'!/f  *'  /«  "tter  some 
the  vindication  of    her  SSri?      u^^  lookers-on  and 
at  this  moment  felt  cLled  upoTfn  !?!  '  '"/'^^^  «°«ket 
^vas   undaunted    still.Tnd   tC     .ur"l*'^*"  *hat  she 
shaken,  she  was  far  from  dead    'q»,.°''^^    ^^^''^   "'"^h 
who  had  the  fearful  honour  to  1  h^^/T^^  *°  *^^  "'^^e 
voice  not  quite  so  loudSusuil        '^^  ^^''  ^"'^  «^'^  »n  a 

«iec<»»«o„„(  man  in  the  world  "     '^"«''"''  ''<'  «»ld  be 

^rve  by  i,,  had  prtaSfn  u  "l„ou!  "'"  ^P•"P°«  «> 

sr '°  ---«'  "'^  -' '™  f r.  sTh'e  cjr 
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"  if  we  should  seem  a  little  peremptory.  The  fact  is,  I^dy 
Bosket  and  myself  are  pledged  to  be  at  Cuttisham  Town 
Hall  at  a  quarter  to  three,  to  attend  a  meeting  of  the 
Temperance  Society." 

"  I'm  goin'  too,"  said  Lord  Bosket.  "  Drink  is  the 
curshe  of  this  country.     We  musht  put  it  down." 

Lord  Bosket  winked  at  nobody  in  particular  with  great 
solemnity,  as  a  concession  to  this  piece  of  humour,  which, 
for  some  occult  reason,  had  not  met  with  the  acclamation 
he  felt  it  merited. 

"  Don't  mention  it,  ma'am,"  said  Lord  Salmon.  "  Tem- 
perance —excellent  work — hke  a  cheque  ?  " 

"  Myrfcaf  Lord  Salmon,"  said  Mrs.  Broke,  "indeed  I  can 
say  of  my  own  knowledge  it  is  a  very  well  administered 
and  deserving  charity.  B.;.ally,  my  dear  Lord  Salmon, 
you  really  are r" 

"  Don't  mention  it,  ma'am,"  said  Lord  Salmon.  "  Fix 
the  figure." 

"  How  does  a  hundred  guineas  strike  you  ?  "  said  Mrs. 
Broke,  beaming  upon  the  eminent  financier. 

"  Make  it  two,  ma'am,  make  it  two ;  it's  all  the  same  to 
me.     I  spend  fifty  thousand  a  year  on  advertisement." 

"  Well,  my  dear  Lord  Salmon,  if  you  positively  insist  upon 
it,"  said  the  gracious  lady. 

Without  more  ado  Lord  Salmon  took  a  cheque-book  and 
a  fountain-pen  from  the  breast-pocket  of  his  coat,  and  drew 
upon  himself  to  the  extent  of  two  hundred  and  ten  pounds 
in  Mrs.  Broke 's  favour.  While  this  operation  was  being 
performed  Broke  and  Lady  Bosket  gazed  piteously  at  one 
another  across  the  white  expanse  of  tablecloth,  somewhat 
after  the  fashion  of  two  belated  missionaries  who,  by  stress 
of  circumstances,  are  compelled  to  sit  down  among  canni- 
bals and  take  a  little  something  to  eat. 

^^'hen  Lo-  .  Salmon  had  written  the  cheque  he  looked  up 
to  encounter  the  arctic  glance  of  Lady  Bosket.  Her 
glasses  stuck  out  perfectly  rigid  in  front  of  her.  She  was 
engaged  in  staring  at  him,  through  him,  above  him,  past 
him,  and  round  about  him  generally — a  remarkable 
feat  she  accomplished  with  the  aid  of  a  complete  vacancy  of 
expression  which  implied  that  he  was  not  there  at  all. 
But  your  Titan  of  commerce,  your  brilliant  and  audacious 
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come  by  a  look.  ThS  w««;  n.?  \P?''°"  *°  be  over- 
Cheque-book  in  hand  he  ^d  not  fl-^°^  ^  ^''  ^™0"r. 
Cheque-book  in  hand  he  was  reaS v  to  m'A  ^'"^"^  ?"ything. 
or  even  a  woman.  ^'^^  *°  '"^^t  a  god,  a  devU. 

aImoy''n!;d'e\fr"'wh!;:e,''-lil^^^^^        ^^«^bility    that 
bound   to  meet.     Know   von  fS,  ^"^'^   ^^   were 

your  picture  in  the  paLs  ev.r^  ^T  °i  ^°"^««;  see 
that  last  book  of  v^u^-STht-  ^'""*^^"^  ^°^k 
forget.  Can't  sav  I've  Lditl  u^  "^"^^  °^  it  ?_I 
ing  you  know,  b./t  Ladv  SaWn  «  -^'  "°  ^'""^  ^^^  '^^^■ 
it.  delighted  'wi  tt!  a^nd  dXefl? '*•  ^^armed  with 
anything  by  Marie  Corel!  That's  L!'  ^"'*«.«q"al  to 
assr      you;  very  sincere  wnm!  "°*  "^^'^^  flattery,  I 

a  t;^  /she  does^tTesiStir  "  "o'  "st  ^"'  ''  ^^^  ^^- 
to  know  you  ;  very  disappointeTvou  dnn'f  "  T^  ^"'^'""^ 
she  has  quite  made  up  her  mln/^^  ??  *  "^^^  °"  h^""'  ^or 
your  reputation.  You've  a  frienV  l^^-''°o"'  ^"  ^P^te  of 
you ;  she  believes  in  you      Th  nks  vo""  -  ^  ''"  *'" 

thmks  you  are  misundersfnoH      J    u^'^^  misrepresented, 
don't  you  know.     mTdoufvau?^^''  ^J*^°"*  honou^ 
too  delighted  to  see  you  at  ?onCdsT  f""^  ''?,"^  ^  ^'^^V 
Know  Bos.  very  well  of  coursT  oM  fr  ^'i""""   ^""^  ^'^^ 
son  ?    Had  one  or  two  amnSn;     •  ul'^"'^^'  ^""^"'t  we,  old 
hadn't  we  old  boy  PHBorhaS^-.T*''^  *°&^ther  in  town, 
with  the  police,  we  migM  have  been"  """Kr^^^^^  *«™s 
names  out  of  the  newsnanerroni      .""^^^^  *"  ^^ep  our 
always  to  stand  well  SThe  Zt^'  ^rt  r  ^°^^^"  "^1^ 
ha,  ha,  ha !    Not  but  what  Rnt  .  i  ?'     •^*'=*  ^  ^^sui  o  you. 
ally.    It  was  those  rowd^  young"uns  ""h^  f  "f  *  P^^^""" 
you  come  over  to  Toplands  Sv  R  '•      '  ^^'  ^^  '     ^'"d 
us,  or  come  and  stav  a  fortnight  '^       '  '°'"''  ^""^  ^^"«  ^ith 
.  -Lady  Bosket  turned  to  the  butler  ^f  th- 
»n  a  v  y  loud  voice—  ^*  ^^'^  P°"^t,  and  said 

.'.'  ^°rson.  my  carriage." 

«ord  to  anybody,  or  a  S„SX\°1T^''°"    ^--^hsaSn^a 
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rigidly  in  front  of  her,  as  a  sacred  emblem  is  borne  before  a 
deity.  A  silence  that  could  be  felt  prevailed  round  the 
luncheon  table,  while  carriage  wheels  were  heard  to 
approach  on  the  gravel  of  the  drive,  and  presently  were 
heard  dramatically  to  die  away. 

As  the  noise  of  wheels  receded  slowly  up  the  avenue. 
Lord  Bosket  lifted  his  head  to  listen  earnestly.  He  drew 
a  deep  breath. 

"  That's  all  right,"  he  said  with  a  sombre  joy.  "  No 
foolin'  in  the  paddock  this  time.  She's  off.  I  will  say 
this  for  the  old  gell :  when  she  breaks  the  tape,  and  gets 
right  away,  you  feel  a  happier  and  better  feller.  You  feel 
stronger ;  sort  of  Richard-is-himself-again  feelin'  don't  you 
know.  Porson,  put  some  more  poison  into  this  ja-.  And 
mind  which  ;  you* must  ha'  got  the  other  from  a  chemist." 

He  then  turned  to  Lord  Salmon.  As  usual,  he  was  pre- 
pared to  apologise  humbly  for  the  misdemeanours  of  his 
wife,  lest  anybody's  feelings  should  be  hurt. 

"  You  mustn't  mind  the  Missis,  Fishy.  It's  only  her 
fun.  You'll  get  used  to  it,  same  I  as  "have,  when  you 
know  her.  This  momin'  she  's  a  bit  uppish  even  for  her. 
It's  all  that  new  book.  Whenever  she  brings  one  out  she 
cackles  over  it,  like  a  hen  when  it  lays  an  egg.  The 
Spectator's  given  her  a  leadin'  article  this  week,  and  backs 
her  for  the  Immortal  Stakes.  I  wish  she  would  run  'em 
now.  There  might  be  a  bit  of  a  chance  then  for  a  ix)or 
old  blighter  hke  me.  But  don't  you  mind  her.  Fishy,  there's 
a  good  feller,  don't  you  mind  her";  and  I'll  give  you  an  abso- 
lute ct.tainty  for  the  March  Handicap.  Swinburne  II, 
Fishy ;  have  a  bit  on  both  ways.  I  had  it  from  the  owner. 
I've  got  a  monkey  on  myself." 

Out  came  Lord  Salmon's  pocket-book,  and  he  wrote 
down  the  information  laboriously,  after  inquiring  how  to 
spell  the  name  of  the  horse. 

"  Right  you  are,  Bos.,"  said  he,  "  and  you  shall  have 
a  "pinch"  too,  my  boy.  Bull  California  Canned  Pears, 
Iridescent  Soap  Bubbles,  and  Mars  and  Jupiter  Rails." 

It  was  now  the  turn  of  Lord  Bosket's  pocket-book  to 
appear  ;  and  it  is  to  be  observed  that  Mrs.  Broke  produced 
memoranda  of  her  own.  Her  brother's  "absolute  cer- 
tainties"   had  now  and  then  an   unfortunate  habit  of 
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culminating  in  a  non-starter;  but  direct  inform«fj«„  t 

for.  Here  in  the  pS  otfEin  ^T"'°'*''"8'°a'««« 
answer  to  the  fana'^^STX^J  t"e  LvIT.^^'''  f'T 
masses  with  which  to  o^^T  the  d«r  o/  2   b' °'  *t 

c^r„T^ade™hr^t°^E'-¥«V^^^ 

was  not  evervthintr     vVv^,  „«  1 1     '  .     snovvn  that  money 

flaunted  irc'he"utboIrth"tneTlt'i^  "'^  *'^  ^^"°^ 
master  of  the  world  He  wonlS  h  !^^k  "™°"^y  ^^  *^« 
He  would  have  to  be  tauehrthif  ^^  *°  ^^  ^^^^^^  ^^"«''- 
was  powerless  to  buy      ^       ^^*  there  were  t.iings  money 

a  «at  on  the  Board  of  the  rSe^'^i^ZZS^!^ 

He  rubbed  his  hands. 

"Excellent!"    he    sairl      "  t7oU 

ne   said.       Felt   sure  you  would,  mv 
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dear  Broke,  felt  sure  you  would.  Fact  is,  you  get  some- 
thing for  nothing,  and  even  the  British  aristocracy  don't 
object  to  that— what?  Wonderful  magnetic  qualities 
in  money-what  ?  They  say  time  is  the  great  alchemist, 
but  personally  I  place  my  trust  in  money.  I  could  have 
put  lots  of  my  friends  in,  of  course ;  but  now  I've  mv 
stake  m  the  country  and  a  seat  in  the  Lords,  I  must  look 

kI  uT'^^''^'^^''.^^*  ^""^  ^  P^*y  *^**  people  like  you. 
blue-blooded,  stiff-necked  old  county  bigwigs,  who  have 
taken  such  pains  to  make  the  old  island  what  it  is 
should  have  to  go  to  the  wall  now  it  begins  to  pay  its 
way  It  seems  hard.  Besides,  the  country  wants  vou 
«roke  my  boy  You  give  her  tone  ;  you  keep  her  straight  • 
you  put  on  the  brake  and  steer  her  into  a  convenient  tlitch 
when  her  rider's  feet  are  off  the  pedals,  and  she  is  com- 
ing downhill  a  purler.  I  can  afford  to  have  whims 
and  one  among  them  is  to  keep  your  breed  upon  the  land' 

."xf"*"  ??°^  ^°^  *^^  ^°'^'  "^"'y  ^  good  as  manure. 
Now  I  ve  staked  out  a  pretty  big  claim  in  this  island,  I 
don  t  mmd  confessing ;  and  in  giving  you  a  leg  up  I  am 
lending  a  hand  to  myself.    People  call  me  a  philanthropist. 
Don  t  you  believe  them.     I  don't  part  with  a  penny  unless 
I  see  a  c  ance  of  making  twopence.     You'll  own  I'm  frank 
It  pays  to  be  ;  else  I  should  carry  my  tongue  in  my  cheek 
with  the  rest  ot  my  synagogue.    There  are  too  many 
simpenng  fools  tip-toeing  about  the  globe  at  the  present 
tinie,  apmg  humility  and  pretending  to  be  what  they  are 
not,  for  your  charlatan  to  get  a  very  fat  living  nowadays. 
Competition  has  kiUed  that  game.    Pharisaism  is  played 
out.    If  It  were  not,  I  should  have  stuck  a  new  Exeter  Hall 
m  the  middle  of  Piccadilly  before  no^,  and  changed  the 
Empire   into  a  tabernacle,  and  added  tambourines  and 
skirts  to  the  ballet,  and  made  a  Hallelujah  Chorus  of  it 
and  incorporated  the  Pink 'Un  with  the  Methodist  Recorder' 
Make  people  a  present  of  your  measure,  and  they  respect 
you  ;  but  let  them  take  it  for  themselves,  and  they  are  too 
flushed  with  their  own  cleverness  to  think  oi  yours.    But 
this  IS  talk ;  I  must  be  going ;  I  have  to  catch  the  three- 
twenty  to  town     You  don't  fancy  me  much  at  present, 
my  dear  Broke,  but  give  me  a  fair  chance,  and  you'll  take 
to  me  better  in  time.    A  fair  chance  is  aU  I  ask,  and  I'll 
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iSL^'lft'^it'b^^i^^^^^^^^^^  °-  "P  ^^^t  there  is  some. 

m  the  island.  And  I'm  PoTn»^  ^?^P  y^"*"  breed  aJive 
see  that  we  do.  GooS^dlv  fvlrvh^^'  ^^/^^  business  S 
you  will  caU  on  Lady^S     She'll  Z^^u^'"    L  ^^P^.  nia'am. 

At  the  conclusion  nfVj,-  ^  charmed." 

which  was  ve'XTdly  d&r^^^^^^  ^--^e. 

and  with  an  exquisitely  frank^d^nrnf''"""  ™^^  ^^  once 
grunted,  and  waddled  hffwarou?'?!'^^^^  «^  the  hand. 

Rum  beggar."  reflerfpH  ?^  ^  i°^,  the  room, 
ment      "  BuT  h;'s    a  sportsman  frn''^"P°v"  '^^^  '"^tire- 
houghs.    He's  not  such  a  h?H       ?""  ^is  head  to  his 
sense.    Don't  be  «n  ^f       5^^  ^^'■t'  neither.    He  ta  If 
the  feller  a  chance     ItWlf h  "^^1^^  ^'^"^""d'  but  gte 
He's  no  fool ;  he  says  what  L  '„,''^'  '°'"J  ^^  "^^^"^  S 
says.    I've  seen  woSeTha^  ^haMaTln"^  T""^  ^hat  he 
your  opinion.  Jane  ?    Give  us  vo.  r      '~^°*'  •'    that's 
doosid  sight  more  brains  than  1 1        ''^'T'' '  y°"'ve  a 
for  that  matter.    Dam  sight  ?oo  rU^  ""'  ^^"^""^  either 
Mrs.  Broke  laughinglyXl  ned t,  £  ^^°"  ^'''  '"y  gell." 
Luncheon  over  she  /nn^r,j  !°  ^e  drawn. 

forth  to  Cuttisham'xo'rS'iS'th"'^"?"  ''  ^^tting 
raged  Emma.  ^^"'  '"  the  wake  of  the  out- 

brotherll;?y.y°^  ^Z  W>  ''■  ^°"'-^^'"  «he  said  to  her 
the  platform^"      ^""  ^^^^  P'^^'^'^^d  to  support  Emma  on 

hand^^  'Tshl'^dL^t^^^^^^^  the  glass  in  his 

among  sky-pilots  and  Alei?;'*"!"^^"^  Pedestal 
Emma  would  give  'em  the  tSl  ,  i  .1  ^  thousand  to  five 

"  IhJ' Jk°  PJ?""^''  '»  support  her  ■• 

ttought  she'd  buS.  *!  w^  rS,  "P-''""'  '^f'"  to  nod  T? 
won.  She  ^ve  .  .o„^n>'Se?^-„t°SL°7S;?rhi' 
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friend  the  late  Mr.  G,  — the  old  man  would  not  be  in  it  with 
the  old  dutch.  After  all,  I'm  not  sure  that  I  wouldn't  like 
a  nice  safe  reserved  seat  in  the  stalls.  What  price  the 
bishop  in  his  mutton-chop  whiskers,  and  his  eyeglass, 
and  his  rabbit-skin  overcoat  ?  You'll  be  impressed,  cockie, 
won't  you  !  Pronounce  the  benediction  in  a  deep  bass 
voice — what  ?  " 

"  Charles,  Charles  !  "  cried  his  sister  waving  an  admoni- 
tory finger.  His  condition  had  proved  to  be  rather  more 
imminent  than  she  had  guessed. 

"  She's  got  her  speech  type-written  very  nicely,"  said 
Lord  Bosket,  declining  to  be  suppressed.  "  'Fragrant  and 
pellucid  English '  is  what  she  calls  it.  Not  a  bad  name  that. 
She's  already  opened  two  bazaars  with  it,  and  laid  a  founda- 
tion stone,  to  say  nothing  of  bun-worries  and  Sunday 
School  treats.  Funny  idea  some  people  have  of  a  treat. 
Not  but  what  she's  not  clever  you  know  in  her  way — de\'ilish 
clever.  You  can't  help  but  admire  the  old  gell.  It  all 
reads  as  right  as  rain,  with  lots  of  quotations,  and  so  on. 
Give  the  old  dutch  her  due,  she's  clever  in  her  way. 
They  tell  me  this  new  book  is  as  good  as  ihakespeare. 
The  newspapers  write  leadin'  articles  about  her,  and  send 
sportsmen  in  frock  coats  and  top-hats  to  interview  her 
in  her  home.  Good  old  home  !  She  don't  neglect  the 
main  chance  either.  She  makes  a  lot  more  at  her  game 
than  I  do  out  of  racin'  I  can  tell  you.  Only  last  week 
she  bought  herself  a  new  tiara  out  of  her  tract  to  the 
Submerged  Tenth." 

Mrs,  Broke  deemed  it  expedient  to  set  out  without  her 
brother,  and  resigned  him  to  the  care  of  her  husband. 
After  smoking  their  cigars  they  went  forth  to  walk  round  the 
farm. 

The  day  being  wet,  the  girls  spent  the  afternoon  in  the 
room  dedicated  to  their  use.  They  called  it  their  den. 
The  name  was  appropriate,  for  had  it  been  in  the  occupation 
of  the  brute  creation  its  disorder  could  hardly  have  been 
more  complete.  This  temple  of  Diana  was  decorated  with 
emblems  of  the  chase  in  many  shapes  and  forms.  Boots, 
coats  and  hats  ;  sticks,  whips  and  spurs  ;  gloves,  fragments 
of  stirrup-leathers  and  bridles  ;  saddles  and  odd  pieces  of 
harness ;    bits,    chains    and    horseshoes ;    wash-leather, 
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brown  polish  and  varnish,  odds  and  ends  of  every  conceiv. 
ab  e  sort  were  tumbled  in  heaps  all  over  the  room'^  Sed 
with  these  delectable  things  were  implements  fo"  the  pSmp 
ing  of  pneumatic  tyres ;  bolts,  screws  and  handle-baSs  ■ 
ct't  Seas'j'^'^  sticks  and  leg-guards  ;  guns,  cartridges  and 
crickS  ban  ^iTf  and  fishing-rods,  reels,  flies  and  tackle  ; 
cncket-balls,  bats  and  wickets;  in  fact,  almost  everO 
weapon  that  becomes  the  hand  of  woman  ^ 

The  walls  were  furnished  with  prints  of  a  pronounced 

ScTfotr^TK'  '"^  ^^*^  '""'^'^^  andCsl^"o1 
delunct  foxes.    These  were  very  numerous  and  very  dustv  • 

Under  each  of  these  trophies  a  label  was  aflixed.  bearing 
in  a  carefully!  executed  juvenile  handwriting  the  date 
where  found,  the  place  of  the  kill,  and  the  predse  length  of 
time  m  which  the  run  was  accomplished     Over  thf  fire- 

Fia'^TI^  P''*"'f  °/  ^^^''  ^^t'^^^  '"  Pi"k,  seated  on  Menrv- 
leg ;  of  the  meet  of  the  Parkshire  on  the  lawn  of  thdr 
residence  with  Joan  quite  a  grown  up  young  lady  on  a 
cob  and  Hamet  and  Phihppa  looking  quite  silly  on  Ln?es 
with  their  ha,r  down  their  backs ;  Vhile  a  tWrd Ta"  a 
framed  list  of  the  subscribers  to  the  testimonial  to  EW 
took  thf'fo?^"^  n'f  ^^^'.MP'  JP-.  DL.,  M.F.H.,  which 
£  Rrnuf  1  ^  '"■''"^  ""[  P^*^'  ^"d  a  salad-bowl  for 
Mrs.  Broke  on  the  occasion  of  his  relinquishing  the  master- 
ship of  the  East  Parkshire  Hounds.  ^ 

There  were  also  various  portraits  of  their  Uncle  Charles 
One  was  a  picture  in  colours  from  a  newspape/  called 
Vanity  Futr,  with  the  name  of  "  Soy"  in  the  comer  in 
which  their  Uncle  Charies  appeared  in^  full  fig  with  a  ho^ 
and  a  very  long  whip  under  his  arm,  and  a  distinctl-  ?S 

?hat'k';nd\''^'^H"^'  thrust  deep  in  his  pockets  ani' jSt 
that  kind-hearted  melancholy  look  about  him  that  thev 
knew,  and  loved  so  well.  And  although  tTartS  had 
drawn  him  such  a  funny  shape,  and  painted  his  no^  ve^ 
Sh  f'l.'^^v  '^^"  ''  ""'^"y  ^^^'  ^°"»^how  it  was  for  all  S 

Tp^^  ver'v  rdrrH":i''^  ^y,?"^^'  ^*^  ^*^  ^^^  ^^raddlel 
apart  very  wide,  and  dogs  m  between  them,  one  of  which 
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they  were  certain  was  meant  for  "  Pitcher,"   and  another 
.?L   ",?*!!y**°®"y"    '^^^^  cherished  picture  was  entitled 
Bos.      Then  there   was   another,  a  more  faithful  and 
formal  sort  of  likeness.    It  was  hardlv  so  amusing  and  not 
so  true  to  life  as  the  coloured  one,'  which  could  almost 
make  you  laugh  and  cry.     In  fact  this  was  not  a  bit  like  him 
really,  for  all  he  looked  so  fine.    It  was  from  the  Country 
GenUeman,  and  was  called  the  "  Master  of  the  Parkshire." 
Immediately  below  these  pictures  of  th.ir  Uncle  Charles 
a  piece  of  newspaper  was  affixed,  a  whole  page  torn  from 
a  weekly  journal.     It  was  of  a  recent  date  ;  a  vigorously 
WTitten  article,  called  "  The  Tritk  Exposed."  i    began  • 
''  We  have  never  been  asked  to  dinner  by  Lady  Bosket." 
It   proceeded  to  criticise   their    Aunt    Emma  and  her 
writmgs  in  a  very  frank  and  contemptuous  spirit.    It 
called  her  the  Apostle  of  Dulness  without  Indecency.    It 
called   her   the   Apostle   of   the   Ultra-Respectable,    the 
apostle  of  that  mediocrity  with  a  touch  of  pomp  in  it  that 
was  so  highly  valued  in  England.     It  said  there  was  not 
a  single  thought  embodied  in  all  the  writings  of  her  lady- 
ship which  did  not  come  of  a  very  old  family.      It  further 
said  there  was  not  a  single  thought  in  her  writings  that  had 
not  been  better  expressed  by  people  nearly  as  well  connected. 
It  said  the  so-called  severe  refinement  of  her  style  might 
have  incurred  the  danger  of  being  mistaken  for  a  colourless 
nakedness  had  it  not  worn  a  coronet  to  cover  its  poverty 
That  was  only  one  of  the  clever  witty  things  it  said.    There 
were  places  where  it  was  flippant  to  their  aunt ;  places 
where  it  chaffed  her  ;  places  where  it  said  for  all  her  pose, 
her  pretension,  and  her  coronet,  they  could  not  save  her 
from  belonging  to  the  category  of  Mrs.  This,  and  Miss 
That,  and  the  army  of  matrons  and  spinsters  of  mature 
life,  who,  instead  of  writing  with  the  vulgar  pen  and  ink 
of  common  people,  wrote  with  singleness  of  aim  and  lofti- 
ness of  purpose.    Like  those  good  ladies,  said  this  wicked 
dehghtful  newspaper,  she  would   be  doing  more  for  the 
amelioration  of  mankind  if  she  would  lay  down  her  pen 
and  take  to  darning  her  husband's  socks.    Fancy  Aunt 
Emma  darning  Uncle  Charles'  socks  !    They  had  drawn  a 
double  hne  in  red  ink  under  that.    They  were  sure  the 
wnter  must  have  known  Aunt  Emma  personally  to  have 
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got  in  such  a  splendid  stroke  AnH  tv^  .- 
in  these  words.  "So  lonLas  to  hL^  u'^  "°J"^''  concluded 
•?  long  as  a  soIeiS^decVrSmi^iflU^*^''''^^^' '''''• 
wisdom  and  mastery  so  Ion??,  ft,  }  ""^  ^'^^  P*»««s  for 
sterility  of  soul  for  refi^empff  ^/    "'*/  P^^  ^o''  strength. 

for  a  hWculture  s^ ITi  le'^rr"'  .'^"'^*"'^>'  °^  ™"d 
cnty.  however  flat  stalo  ^^^  ^  f  "?*'°"  ^^J^e  Medio- 
fetish,  so  long  must  we  enSur.  ^r^l'^L^  '*  ''^'  ^°^  our 
Boskets  of  the^worldsvTu""H  nt  standards  the  Lady 
art  but  in  every  M-alk  of  hi '  "°*  ""'^  '"  *!'«  realms  of 
has  always  prLed^^cepL^^^^ 

however  it  deba.es  taste  ^ros  th.  ^H  "^*'°"^'  *«'"P«^. 
even  our  worthiest  traditbns  to  h  ^"'^Snient,  and  caises 
who  have  not  forgotten  the  honl«t'°'"^  ^^^  P'^V  of  «" 

And  although  our  yoint  h,T.    "'^^'^°^  laughter." 
too  honest  to  pretend  S>  unit   !'  T  ^"*^  ^"  ^^^  much 
peroration  reafirXt  thev  h?H      t'  ^^'"'^  °^  ^^^^  this 
must  be  fine.  beSusS  when  TolrTr  'r"^*'  *°  '^"'>^  '* 
sounded  beautiful-  also  tW  J      •/^^'^  '*  °"*  aloud  it 

of ]  wialJr  E^gSr  s^^gX^  i^ '^  ^^-^^^^  P^- 

revir  T?;Vruld^tit  ^^^^^^^^^^  -^  that 

come  from  under  the  ash  of  hi  .°'  '°^^'^  ^h«"  "«wly 
coilrd  round  them  and  left  them  hi.  h"^"^k  ^^^"  '*  ^^^ 
to  it  and  with  a  keener  zest loo,^^^'.*^^^  ^°"1^  t"rn 
more.  It  healed  tSemf  l1?tf«  'toT'^  ^"'"'^^  ""«  once 
about  her  too.  Or  i?theJ  Tn.?  ^f'/^^  ^^'P  '^'-^ck 
kindest-hearted  uncle  in  the  --m'  ^^^'■^'''  *^^  ^^^^^st. 
and  drank  a  little  more  ^hZ  '!u  "^^  "^°''^  depressed 
read  it  to  avenge  his  wron^«/  *^^t."  "'"^l-  ^^^y  would 
Joan  of  Arc  w£  the  7n.T{    J"^"' Roman-hearted  Joan 

hugely  wasLSmtdWtL^otWfi'^'^K^^    ^'^'^"  ^'^'  "^ 
and  inflexible  spirit-:ToL!,°H   '?'',! H^"^^'^l^«^ high 

knew  every  word  o  it  by  hea?t  tnH*  ?"'  ^^'*  ^^^t    «he 
could  repeat  it  all  rieht  from  tV^K  ^-  ^."^oment's  notice 

This  ffternoon  thfy  had  «  n  ^f rj"^- 

Whenever  Aunt  Emma  publishe?!  '"^  ^u^.  *°  P^^^"""- 

custom  to  carry  a  copy  to  Cot.nH     "/"^  u°°'''  ^*  ^^  1^^^ 

of  the  minds  of  her  n^^ces    Ttt  f^  ^^'^  ?^  i'^Provement 

iiieces.    it  is  true  a  doubt  always  ac- 
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companied  the  Grecian  gift— a  doubt  whether  the  pious 
object  she  had  in  view  would  be  fulfilled.  "  I  don't  sup- 
pose  you  will  read  it,  and  if  you  do  I  don't  suppose  you 
will  understand  it,"  she  was  wont  to  say  in  her  lofty 
manner,  "  but  at  least  it  shall  not  be  urged  against  me 
that  I  have  made  no  effort  to  rescue  your  understandings 
from  the  peculiar  squalor  of  their  environment."  The 
meaning  of  the  word  environment  they  were  not  very  clear 
about,  but  they  felt  sure  it  was  not  at  all  nice,  else  it 
would  not  have  been  used  by  Aunt  Emma. 

With  the  same  solemnity  as  the  gift  was  made  to  them, 
her  nieces,  without  a  glance  at  the  latest  offspring  of  their 
gifted  relation's  genius,  invariably  took  steps  to  be  rid  of 
it.  It  had  become  their  custom  to  burn  the  offending 
tome  in  the  conspientious  but  uncompromising  manner 
that  heretics  were  burnt  of  old.  No  victim  of  the  Inqui- 
sition, no  Smithfield  martyr  ever  received  his  doom  with 
a  more  ruthless  gusto  on  the  part  of  his  executioners. 

That  morning  Lady  Bosket  had  presented  them  with 
the  latest  volume  of  her  precious   imaginings,    humbly 
entitled  Weeds  in  the  Grass.    She  did   not   mean  it   of 
course.    But  did  it  not  savour  of  a  delicate  piquancy  that 
the  world-famous  authoress  of  Poses  in  the  Opaque  should 
choose  a  name  as  meek  as  this  for  any  child  of  her  m^c^  \  t  ? 
The  daily  journals  remarked  upon  it  with  an  eager  unani- 
mity, and  chided    her  tenderly  for  such  a  delightfully 
obvious  deception.     A  footman,  a  real  live  one,  born  and 
bred  to  the  wig  and  powder,  retained  by  a  morning  news- 
paper with  great  expense  and  enterprise,  because  of  his 
wtimate  knowledge  of  the  aristocracy,  was  sure  her  lady- 
ship must  have  her  tongue  in  her  cheek!    The  weekly 
journals,  the  organs  of  literary  culture  and  critical  opinion, 
very  shrewdly  saw  a  wider-reaching  significance  in  such 
an  elaborate  humility.      Great   critics   wrote   scholarly 
and  closely  reasoned  articles  to  prove  that   Genius  Was 
No  Longer  Arrogant.    And  they  based  their  argument 
upon  the  case  of  the  authoress  of  the  immortal  Poses,  a 
great  lady,  a  daughter  of  a  peer,  the  wife  of  another,  and 
the  niece,  the  cousin,  and  the  granddaughter  of  several. 

It  was  printed  on  parchment,  and  bound  in  white 
vellum.    It  was  dedicated  "  To  my  Husband."    Critical 
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of  the  »c«rSSe  of  mo.r  *T"^  I""  '™™  "  «"« 

remarked  on  that  alsn  an^  If  •  .  7°"**-  Critical  journals 
more  emancipa?^^;*"^  P"'"/t  ^^^"'r' °^  >t  to  the 
about  with  shrubs  and  hnti^''"*u'^°°^  who  went 
pens,  and  flinging  ink  If  she  I trT''  ^^^l^^hing  their 
and  impeccable  disUnct"  n  wasSent  t^S 
natura ,  and  did  not  hnM  VkTV  .       .  f°  °^  *""pJe  and 

hersex  toscorn  wasit  toorinh^'"'*  ^^  ^'^^''^  ^""^  of 
them  ?  '  ^*  '*  *°°  '""*=h  to  ask  an  ahke  humihty  of 

BuUerJ'SveJiTS  Itr,^''^  ^  ^"^^^^ion  from  Bishop 

Greek  knT?^i^andte1?oT;S%'"  *'f  ^^-^"^^ 
next  there  was  an  open  letter  tn7h  ^u"'''"^-  ^"  ^^e 
late  Mr.  Gladstone  her  verv  h  ^^^^"thoress  from  the 
chapter  the  late  Mr  MJthL  a'  ^i'  '"  ^^"^  ^''^ 
length;  in  the  second  the  fc  T^'""^^.  was  quoted  at 
Honourable  Lord  Rvr^„?  *  I-aureate  and  the  Right 

journals  gatLredfrC  a  XlTer'  T^^'^^''    ^"*'''! 
romantically  afraid  leTt  th.  ch  ^L^t^^  °/  ^''''  ^"""k  that 

-surely  it^was  of  the  mJro  ^  *^°"«^*  ^«^^^«' 
throned  in  Debrett  farXovp  .T  t  '^T^^'^"  ^^at  one 
should  suffer  these  senti^-^-'^'^  ''^  detraction 
literary  parentage  back  aT?ar.r^"'^\^"  ^'"^^^^  her 
although  very  pfoperly  she  Uked  t  ^^  k^'^^"^^  ""^"^^^  ' 
the  first  place  in  her  iteem  if=         °  be  understood  that 

contributSrs  to  the  Ne"w  iStrmenT""''  '''  *'^  '^"^  °^ 

to'uXo  the  ttXnltf  aT'^^  ^^^  ^^'^^  - 
mischievous     print     no   vol  m.     ^/'^'^.^a"  suffer.    No 
ribald,   licentio^i^    or  heretfr-T    °^   '''^'"°"'    '^^^e^e'- 
flames  of  yore  by  the  commnn'K    ^'  committed  to   the 
more  impressive      In  a^^^    ^^"8!".^"  ^^th  an  unction 
executioners,  whilst  Toan^h^^w?"""^  '*  '*°°^  ^^^  of  the 
work  in  a  pa  r  of  tonSv  on-  ^^.^^^^^        *^^  °^^"«'^« 
vellum.    C^andour  anS  o/r  Respect  forTf"  ^T^'^'  "^^^'*« 
authoress  forces  us  to  confess  tha   th.  .  '  '^ffu'*"''  °^  *h« 
volume  was  so  blameless  thS  it  was  fi^lJ^^  T*>^' 
Sunday,  by  any  clergyman  m  kr^lVhis'^^fy^ 
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But  the  most  spotless  virtue  never  had  a  pennyworth  of 
weight  with  fanaticism.  That  which  could  not  avail 
La  Pucelle  and  Dame  Alice  Lisle  was  powerless  to  defend 
even  the  pure  and  modest  muse  of  Lady  Bosket.  One  by 
one,  in  regular  rotation  and  perfect  order,  the  executioners 
circled,  each  in  her  turn  plucking  out  a  leaf  and  committing 
it  incontinently  to  the  fire  ;  and  in  the  act  they  pro- 
nounced the  incantation  :  "  There,  Aunt  Emma,  this  is 
what  we  are  doing  with  your  horrid  book  !  " 
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CHAPTER   VIII 

Enter  the  True  Prince  in  the  Guise  of  a 
Dustman 

A  ThrpSshire'Cn?"H°  T  ^"^'"^  *°  ^^e  meet  of 
ing     He  w^  ttmSS^ 

Joan,  Harriet,  anTAlSet  ^who  J'*'""f  of  daughters, 
day  to  be  mounted  i^  Kl'  "^^^^  P"vilege  it  was  that 

and  Jane  brSg  up  ?he  reaT'S 'St""'''  .T*-'  ™'PP^ 
state,  on  bicycles     The  P-^lLnl'        ^^"l^  ^^^'^  humbler 
porter's  lodge  that  keDt£it«  71!^^^"^  ^^^  ^^'"^  *«  the 
when  they  weracSted  bfa^^^^^^^^ 
man  m  a  blue  melton  overcoat  '"''^'"^^^"t-Iooking  young 

observation,  was  that  th?  nl        !^'"^^y  ^<^"te  feminine 

velvet  colla;  t^t  had  for^riy  S  Tnr'^'  ^"?  *^^*  ^^^ 
now  ceased  to  behave  in  flfJ*  '^^".*"  ornament  to  it  had 
embrowned  wit^   d^av  *^?,V^P^"ty-     I*  was  frayed  and 

decidedly  under  the^Tddie^h^i^h?  ^P^\y°"ng  man. 
to  droop,  and  rather  a  mLff*'  ^'^^  *  ^^^^^  inclined 

several  sizes  too  large  fiSanHh  ^^^     ^*  ^°^^^^ 

perplexity  as  though  even  as  h^  T!^\^"  ^"^  °^  e^^-^est 

^th  theUlem^o'f^^Tto'be^r'aS  sucr  ^^P^';"^ 
thing  on  such  an  inadequate  vehick  H^,k  iT^  ^'^ 
seemed  to  be  preoccuoiL  J^*k  x^  ^'^  shoulders  too 
They  had  a  buncheTa  rounS  i  I'  '^^  responsibihty. 
•man  had  a  pai?  of  c^ifc  Sp  J?°^  ^  **^°"«^  the  young 
fit  him.  He  was  wS^>l^  ^'u'^'^*'  that  did  not 
battered,  worHo  a  fictltL^"^^?  ^*'  *^^*  ^^  father 
almost  green  with  ^^l^s^ ."SL^l^SZ 
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with  dust  that  a  kind  of  outer  shell  had  been  formed  upon 
it.  In  its  relations  with  the  young  man's  head  this  article 
seemed  to  share  the  disabilities  of  his  person.  It  coped  no 
better  with  that  egregious  skull.  It  had  the  look  of  a 
cockle-shell  jauntily  poised  on  his  thick  brown  patch,  and 
at  the  first  sight  lent  him  an  appearance  of  a  latent 
sauciness  which  if  vou  happened  to  catch  it  at  an  appro- 
priate angle  was  irresistibly  diverting  in  such  a  serious 
demeanour. 

He  wore  a  low  collar  ;  his  tie  was  broad  and  vague  and 
unimpressive  ;  his  boots  were  distinguished  members  of 
the  noble  order  of  the  "  knubbly  "  ;  his  trousers  bagged  at 
the  knees,  and  were  turned  down  demurely,  and  the  only 
creases  of  which  they  could  boast  were  one  round  each 
ankle,  where  on  wet  days  it  was  their  wont  to  turn  up.  In 
a  word,  the  appearance  of  the  young  man  was  ineffectual. 
There  was  an  almost  pathetic  lack  of  distinction  about  his 
clothes  and  the  unobtrusive  way  he  wore  them  which 
would  not  have  seduced  our  hero  and  his  attendant 
Dianas  to  bestow  a  glance  upon  him  had  he  not  stopped 
as  they  came  through  the  gate,  raised  his  hat  with  a 
diffidence  the  reverse  of  the  fasinonable,  and  ventured  to 
address  them. 

"  Mr.  Broke  ?  " 

"  That  is  my  name,"  said  their  father,  looking  him  over 

keenly. 

"  My  name  is  Porter.  I  am  engaged  to  coach  one  of 
your  daughters.  Mrs.  Broke  wrote  to  say  that  this  morning 
at  ten  o'clock  would  be  a  convenient  hour  for  my  duties  to 
begin." 

"  That  is  so,  I  believe.  My  youngest  daughter  is  at 
home  with  that  object  in  view." 

The  cavalcade  passed  on.  The  young  man  saluted 
them  again,  but  their  father  did  not  acknowledge  the 
courtesy. 

Poor  Delia!  Well  might  she  fail  to  hide  the  tears 
that  sparkled  in  her  eyes  when  she  watched  them  ride 
away.  Poor  little  kid !  It  was  become  almost  a  proverb 
with  them  that  she  was  bom  to  be  unlucky.  All  the  dis- 
agreeable things  seemed  to  fall  to  her.  But  of  all  the  unto- 
ward events  that  had  ever  occurred,  all  paled  into  insigni- 
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justice  had  to  be  ^a^^X^'^aV    /^^^^^^^     ,\1e^^a? 

and  probity.     He  was  a  very  terrible  young  man  ' 
The  subject  of  these  reflections  hL]  in  Ihl    ' 
passed  on  towards  the  hoi?     Pres^nlli  hi  !  "7"^""^* 

his    misshapen    boots     in   a    dp  ,.,^reen     hat    to 

criticism.    Subtle  and  ii^Sefinife  emJn  /^'""h'    ?^ 

He  lifted  his  eyes  to  dfsc^er   h  f      ^  ""  '^'"^''  °^  ^^^^- 

*  i,h."n^"K  a^^.^r'^f  ;?;rarK 
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keeping  a  stall  in  Cuttisharn  market  The  instant  the 
young  man  lif  ed  his  eyes  and  beheld  er,  her  face  melted 
in  a  dazzling  smile. 

"  Even  you,  Mr.  Porter,"  she  «iid  with  an  easy  prompti- 
tude, as  though  they  were  vt-<-y  old  friends,  "  in  an  idle 
moment  can  allow  yourself  tc  be  diverted  with  these 
el'gant  trifles.  I  confess  I  shall  not  be  quite  so  much 
airaid  of  you  now.  I  was  trembling  lest  one  of  your  attain- 
ments and  an  unlearned  woman  like  myself  would  have 
no  common  ground  on  which  to  meet.  You  see  my  sis- 
ter-in-law has  frightened  me  with  your  reputation." 

The  young  man  returned  the  smile  frankly.  Already 
he  was  trying  to  detect  a  certain  note  his  instincts  assured 
him  were  lurking  in  this  flattering  address.  But  listen  as  hf 
might  he  could  not  trace  it ;  so  cunningly  wais  it  hidden  that 
it  might  not  be  there  after  all.  The  delicate  concealment 
of  it  was  due  perhaps  to  the  quahty  of  the  voice.  The  voice 
of  this  red-faced,  hard-featured,  perpetually  smiling  woman 
was  very  beautiful  indeed.  The  first  sensation  it  gave  him 
was  that  he  asked  no  better  than  to  stand  there  on  that 
rather  threadbare  caipet  in  that  decidedly  diaughty 
drawing-room,  and  hear  her  talk  for  ever. 

''  You  have  come  from  Cuttisham,"  she  said.  "  I  fear 
it  is  a  very  long  journey.  But  probably  you  have  a  bicycle, 
or  you  ride  ?  " 

"  I  prefer  to  walk,"  said  the  young  man.  "  It  is  not  more 
than  four  miles." 

"  That  is  eight  here  and  home  again.  It  seems  a  very 
long  walk." 

"  1  try  to  get  exercise.  A  man  of  sedentary  occupation 
takes  it.if  he's  wise." 

"  Without  a  doubt  yr  •  are  right,  but  I  must  prevail  upon 
you  to  have  some  little  refreshment  after  such  exertion.  A 
biscuit  and  a  whisky  and  soda  ?  A  glass  of  sherry  and  a 
piece  of  cake  ?  " 

The  young  man  was  proof  against  these  alluring  things ; 
but  when  he  was  conducted,  presently,  by  Mrs.  Broke  to 
the  library  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  his  piipii,  he  was  in 
danger  of  becoming  her  friend  for  life.  The  quarter  of  an 
hour  he  had  spent  with  this  singularly  amiable  woman 
was  a  memorable  experience.    She  was  so  simple,  so 
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melodious,  so  very  solicitous  for  one's  welfare   nUhn.,„K 

nnJ.      "^nl^  brave  fire  on  the  wide  hearth  of  the  library 

tZV""'''!  ^''ir  '"  '^'  ?'°«'«f  the  fireTglt  When  the 
door  opened,  and  her  mother  appeared  with  a  man  hShinH 

"Pon  them  when  it  chose.  ''But  let  nSfe's  that rd^^ 
not  envy  you  your  task-a  very  labour  of  Hercues'" 
Her  laughter  rippled  like  a  flute      "  The  name  of  BrnL 

Si  theTT!,  ^°';  "  ^P'^"di^  intellectual  nulHtyS 
tw!  ^""^'■f '^^  "^  y^^ars  it  has  been  borne  about  by  the 
thousands  of  human  entities  it  has  adorned,  I  de4  you  to 
find  one  wearer  of  it  who  has  been  distinguished  forZn^ 

sort.    They  have  all  been  on  the  same  dead   level-   thl 

md^Z/  ^""T'  ^'^^°"^'  ^"^  *he  minfmun  of  div  ne 
underetandmg.  One  cannot  claim  that  the  present  genera! 
tcL  3^n  'deception  to  the  universal  rule  The  sum  of 
ts  knowledge  is  confined  to  dogs  and  horses  •  it  make?,?, 

,  i      •  !  ,      ^  Wealthy  contempt  for  culture  in  anvfoi™ 
wiJx  discover,  an  inordinate  distrust  of  any  who  would  nrl 

S.T*°T*rP"'"  ^''^  this  Arcadian  simp^ciTy  x  how  Mr" 
Porter,  I  have  not  daunted  you  •  but  if  von  f;,^!  T  ^'  : 
want  you  to  blame  yourself.''      '  '        •"'''  '  '^°  "°* 

This  speech  of  introduction,  taken  on  its  naked  merite 
pl^  by  phrase,  was  decidedly  not  kind.     But  tJe^'uav; 
mellow  accents  in  which  it  was  embodied  madek  im^Se 
to  dwe  1  upon  that  aspect  of  it.  It  was  so  poTr!ted  thS'u  ? 
have  stung  and  bitten  had  not  the  delicSe  use  of  the  voke 
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conveyed  the  latent  sense  of  caress,  like  the  fur  abont  the 
claw  of  the  tiger.  All  the  same  the  flush  in  the  face  of  the 
little  creature  deepened  slowly  during  her  mother's  speech. 

The  young  man  bowed  to  his  pupil  when  at  last  the  chance 
was  allowed  hiui  to  do  so.  Delia  returned  the  bow  with 
a  feeling  of  bewilderment.  Almost  in  the  act,  the  thought 
flashed  through  her  that  he  was  the  ugliest  and  oddest 
man  she  had  ever  seen. 

When  presently  her  mother  withdrew,  poor  Delia  made 
no  effort  to  dissemble  her  sense  of  persecution. 

"  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  hate  you,  Mr.  Porter," 
she  said  with  a  deliberation,  under  which  was  her  timidity. 

"  Honesty  !  "  said  the  young  man,  with  half  a  smile. 

In  his  e>es  she  was  only  a  little  chit  of  a  thing  with  a  russet- 
coloured  face  nearly  as  plain  and  countrified  as  her  mother's. 
But  it  had  much  greater  naturalness.  It  had  none  of 
those  ingratiating  tricks  that  played  so  skilfully  upon  the 
judgment.  This  was  a  pathetically  plain  little  face  which, 
apart  from  a  slight  shyness  induced  by  the  circumstances 
and  her  sex,  in  itself  rather  pretty  because  so  infinitely  well 
bred,  had  an  air  of  candour,  of  un fearing  innocence  that 
was  apjjealing.  But  there  was  a  memorable  nose  stuck 
in  the  middle.  It  fascinated  the  young  man  ;  never  had  he 
seen  an  organ  so  re.narkable  on  the  face  of  a  woman,  it 
might  have  made  him  laugh  if  somehow,  out  of  proportion 
as  it  was,  it  did  not  seem  after  all,  in  an  absurd  whimsical 
manner,  to  \)e  appropriate  to  her  quaintness,  and  to  hold 
quite  rightly  and  properly  its  niche  in  nature.  At  a  second 
glance  it  seemed  as  much  a  part  of  her  countenance 
as  was  the  smile  of  Mrs.  Broke  a  part  of  hers.  Insensibly 
it  lured  his  picturesque  fancy  to  revert  to  the  Crusaders  and 
the  days  of  Chivalry,  so  that  when  he  looked  at  it  again,  the 
glamour  of  a  poetic  age  was  shining  on  it.  All  the  same 
it  was  a  little  odd,  a  little  unexpected  on  a  young  girl. 

He  liked  the  way  in  which  she  made  her  uncompromising 
statement.  It  was  a  curious,  imperious  little  way,  which 
yet  seemed  to  be  hers  quite  prettily  and  properly  for  all  her 
shyness ;  it  was  almost  something  you  might  associate 
with  a  small  princess  or  a  fairy. 

"Alas !  you  have  made  up  your  mind  to  hate  me,"  he  said. 
*'  Ruthless  feminine  justice,  but  very  proper.  I  am  to  be 
punished,  not  that  I  am  the  real  cause  of  your  not  going 
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gaily  a-hunting  mth  your  father  and  sisters  this  deliirhtful 
morning  but  as  the  serA-ile  minion  of  Destinv-iSrawJ 

two  shiUmgs  and  sixpence  an  h6ur  " 
The  young  man's  laugh  was  by  no  means  so  iinnlp«o«» 

Ii.iJe'at"ol'rSrt'udo."^""  ''°" '■  "^  -"  -'"  »  P-'^ 

*'  You  hate  me,  which  is  harder  to  bear  " 

Agam  she  refused  to  relax  to  his  laugh,  although  it  diH 
Z'Sr^r  '"  ''  ^"-     ^"  ''''  ''  wasfaiher*  nicf'tJLt' 

;;  I  cannot  help  hating  you,"  she  said. 

"  J7«"' Miss  Broke,  I  respect  your  candour." 
feel."  "''''  ^"*  ^  ^^""•'^  *^«^P  speaking  as-as  I 

"  Alas !  "  he  said,  "  that  I  have  not  the  spirit  to  defend 

Zf;  ,^\^°"  ^T"  '^^'  ^h«"  I  "^et  vSu    sisters  at 

fT  hirf  K3'„^^"T^  ^*  '""^  ^°P"°^  their  vSces 
1  leit  mat  1  should  not  be  forgiven  ?    Mv  fancy  formed 

a  picture  of  you  as  a  sort  of  captive  fairy  princS^  fnmS 

Sain    and  I  Li       ""^^'"^  ^^'^  ^^°  persecutes  her ;  or 
again,  and  a  httle  more  prosaica  ly,  as  Cinderella  witl, 

f"onf  hrbin'  "lir"'  -t-lft   -ter  wttpt'^S 
i°?:f  ,     ?e^'e^e  "^e,  I  deplore  my  ignoble  rdle    In 

fact  If  you  re  ent  you  will  hardly  be  a  true  princess." 
1  will  certainly  not  relent." 

The  decision  seemed  to  please  him 

,,  Do  you  think  my  humihty  makes  you  more  resolute  ? " 
1— I  do  not  think  it  could  '  " 

Delia  clutched  her  book  of  Euclid,  and  tried  to  saueeze 
the  sudden  tears  back  into  her  eves  A  fat  one  holeve? 
insisted  on  pushing  itself  forward  on  to  her  apple^S 

"  Alas,  poor  princess  !  " 

The  young  man's  sigh  was  as  whimsical  as  his  face. 

princes!!^         ^  ^""''^''-    ^  ^''P^  ^^^^  ^"^  n°t  <^3''  ^ 
"  Alas,  poor  Cinderella  !  " 
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"  My  name  is  not  Cinderella,  if  you  don't  mind." 

"  Cinderella  is  your  real  name,  I  am  sure,  although,  quite 
ignorantly  and  mistakenly,  they  call  you  Miss  Delia.  My 
own  is  Merlin,  although  somewhat  perversely  I  sign  my 
letters  in  the  name  of  Alfred." 

"  I — I  think  you  laugh  at  me.     Please  do  not." 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  am  trying  to  be  sympathetic." 

"  Please  do  not — please  do  not  be  sympathetic." 

"  I  exceed  my  duties  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  yes." 

"  Then  what,  pray,  is  to  become  of  my  high  mission  ? 
Without  perfect  intercourse  I  am  afraid  this  doleful  clerk 
will  never  lead  his  charge  to  the  Mecca  of  the  faithful  fair, 
the  portals  of  Newnham  College." 

"  I  am  sure,  Mr.  Porter,  that  if  my  aunt  should  find  you 
to  have  sympathy  for  me  in  any  way,  you  will  not  be 
allowed  to  see  me  again." 

"  You  are  solicitous  for  my  two  and  sixpence  an  hour  ? " 

"  Yes  I  am,"  said  Delia,  promptly. 

The  young  man  laughed.  He  opened  a  pair  of  very  large 
and  deep-set  eyes  at  her,  and  regarded  the  stain  drying  on 
the  russet  surface  of  the  cheek  with  a  grave  amusement. 
Delia  suddenly  felt  herself  to  be  blushing  horribly.  In 
about  the  same  instant  she  felt  they  were  going  to  be  friends. 
She  had  already  been  a  little  astonished  to  find  herself 
talking  to  him  so  easily.  Ever  since  her  aunt  had  conceived 
the  fatal  resolve  she  had  been  sure  she  would  be  com- 
mitted to  the  tender  mercies  of  some  hopelessly  dull,  not 
to  say  vulgar  young  pedant.  Her  sisters  had  declared  it 
must  be  so  with  dreary  unanimity  ;  her  mother  had  hinted 
at  it ;  Aunt  Emma  herself  on  the  terrible  occasion  had  even 
drawn  the  portrait  of  that  kind  of  person.  Her  horrid 
precautions  she  was  sure  must  inevitably  take  that  form. 
If  only  to  "  safeguard  her  " — a  phrase  she  could  only  under- 
stand faintly,  and  none  of  the  others  knew  precisely  what 
Aunt  Emma  intended  to  convey  by  it  either — she  was  sure 
she  would  be  crushed  fiat  under  a  very  Juggernaut  of 
learning.  But  this  young  man  did  not  seem  formidable 
at  all.  To  be  sure  he  was  not  very  prepossessing  to  look  at. 
The  first  glimpse  indeed  that  she  had  had  of  him  had 
almost  caused  her  to  shiver ;  he  seemed  such  an  odd  mis- 
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However,  now  she  had 

1  he  had  lost  something 

And  when  he  talked  he 


shaprn  clumsy,  ugly  creature,    j 
got  |,.ore  used  to  the  sight  of  him 
of  this  look  of  the  grotesque. 
was  almost  nice. 

her  emi^ry  tad  clean  fin  J  „?',''"'!''  '""'  '?  -*""«  Emma, 
felt  nonplussed  utterlv     Sf  ^^''"''^^l  g'-ave  smile  sho 

and-vallev  pffprt  ♦»  +1,1  ^       **  '^'"'^  °f  mountain- 

conjunction  wSi  the  W^Vr*  k^  ^^^  countenance  in 
jawl  curved  Tnlo  IJ:  'Z^  of^^^'hathe't*  "h^  °J  '^^  ^^- 
large  and  melancholy,  of  Vfirev  bronHinl'  ?  ^^^^  "^^'^ 
deep,  and  with  a  rather  dlsSnLrtTn/h^^^^  '?*  ^"'^ 

habit,  as  she  had  already  SSd^of.L"°*  ""P^^^^"* 
at  you  suddenly  When  fh.^)^!^  7'  °J.*^T^ng  wide  open 
was  a  little  Sishk^H^Li!^  f'  ^^^'J  dimension 
an   uncomproSng  lome     hr  b?owf  ^^  forth  boldly. 

ssi^t^^orh-s!^^^^^^^^^ 

how  ever  thev  were  ioW  f^     *  '^*'^'"^^  ^^^  t°know 

c^dTS7,f  aTd°ti:„"?  vt^-"'o'  '^- ^'' 

sensation  o?7„t4ontm  '"  "  ™"'°'"  *=  ™^1=^' 

■•  Would  you  say  that  a  book  was  worse  than  a  poacher  ?  " 
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"  There  are  books  that  I  love,"  said  Delia,  with  a 
measure  of  hesitation  and  a  bright  colour. 

"  But  not  in  the  way  you  love  hunting  ?  " 

"  Yes,  the  books  I  mean.  I  love  them  quite  as  much, 
or — or  more." 

"  That  is  excellent ;  I  am  glad." 

"  Why  are  you  glad,  Mr.  Porter  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  may  hope.  You  see,  if  you  had  no  love  for 
books  you  would  find  my  presence  intolerable." 

"  Yes,  I  should." 

The  young  man  could  not  repress  another  smile  at  the 
deliberate  syllables  of  her  candour.  It  was  only  a  furtive 
one,  but  in  an  instant  crimson  flowed  across  her  face. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  I  have  been  rude." 

"  '  La  franchise  provoquant  la  franchise.'  I  assail  you  with 
Stendhal  to  show  that  I  am  hurt." 

"  Oh,  I  am  sure  I  beg  your  pardon." 

"  Your  sensitiveness  makes  memoi^  hopeful  than  ever." 

"  I  will  try  to  • ..  ;erve  your  kindness,"  said  Delia  with  a 
graciousness  boiA-  oi  his  own  demeanour.  He  was  not  con- 
sciously the  courtier,  but  his  tones  were  conciliatory,  and 
as  a  rule  her  sex  are  not  slow  to  grant  them  recognition. 

"  You  do  not  need  to  assure  me  of  that." 

"  I  will  try  to  be  worthy  of  your  patience.  But  please 
do  not  expect  too  much  of  me  ;  you  do  not  know  how 
stupid  I  am  at  learning  things." 

"  Tell  me  what  are  these  books  you  love." 

She  showed  no  eagerness  to  answer  the  question.  Inde- 
cision took  her,  and  it  made  her  dumb  when  he  looked  at 
her  in  the  particular  way  she  had  already  found  so  discon- 
certing. 

"  There  is  ..othing  to  withhold,"  he  said  jiersuasively. 

"  They  are  not  at  all  what  I  ought  to  read,  I  know," 
she  said  at  last  with  an  effort.  "  They  are  poetry  and 
novels,  I  am  afraid." 

"  Aha  I  why  is  the  illicit  ever  so  delectable  ?  You  owe 
allegiance  to  the  reigning  monarchs,  I  presume ;  Miss 
Jones,  Mrs,  Smith,  and  Mr.  Alfred  So-and-So  ?  " 

"  I  have  only  one  favourite  among  the  writers  of  the 
present  day,"  said  Delia. 

The  animation  of  her  companion's  manner  and  the  keen 
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way  in  which  he  put  his  questions  were  infectious.  There 
is  no  freemasonry  hke  the  passion  for  hooks,  unless  it  be 
that  of  love.  The  arcana  of  the  order  are  magically  com- 
municated. There  was  an  eagerness  in  the  young  man's 
eyes  when  he  spoke  about  books  that  stripped  him,  as  far 
as  Delia  was  concerned,  of  at  least  half  the  terrifying 
reports  of  his  scholarship.  Even  his  strange  face  lost  a 
part  of  its  grimness. 

"  I  must  have  the  name  of  the  author." 

'I  Meredith,"  said  Delia,  nervously. 

"  Alas  !  the  incorrigible  old  man.  I  trust  you  do  not 
respect  him  the  most  because  you  can  understand  him  the 
least." 

"  I  can  understand  all  the  parts  I  want  to  understand  I 
think." 

"  And  skip  those  that  you  can't  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  skipping." 

"  Of  course,  of  course !  The  suggestion  was  unworthy. 
But  tell  me,  do  you  prefer  his  poetry  or  his  novels  ?  " 

There  are  heaps  and  heaps  of  poetry  I  love  more  than 
his ;  but  when  I  read  his  novels  my  pleasure  almost  frightens 
me." 

"  Hyperbole." 

"  I  am  sure,  Mr.  Porter,  you  know  what  I  mean.  I  can 
see  it  ir  ^        face." 

"  Wf  L  ,ii !  Which  of  his  heroines  would  you  choose 
to  be  ?  Clara  Middleton  ?  If  I  were  a  woman,  I  would 
choose  to  be  her,  just  as  being  a  man  I  want  to  be  her  hero." 

"  If  I  could  be  the  heroine  out  of  a  story,  I  think  I  would 
choose  to  be  Diana  Vernon." 

"  Yes,  I  daresay  she  was  rather  better  to  hounds,  but  I 
doubt  whether  she  could  run  like  Clara.  And  I  am  sure 
her  complexion  was  not  so  fine,  although  there  was  more 
of  it  possibly ;  and  Clara's  wit  was  more  polished,  and  I 
believe  she  was  just  a  lee-tle  bit  more  the  lady.  Not  that 
these  are  qualities  to  count  in  a  lady  in  a  tale,  or  in  real 
life  perhaps,  in  the  incredibly  fair  cresture  with  whom  we 
chance  to  fall  in  love.  But  it  sticks  in  my  mind  that  Clara 
was  sUghtly  the  more  beautiful." 

"  But  I  am  sure,  Mr.  Porter,  that  Diana  had  the  grander 
character.    She  always  puts  me  in  mind  of  my  sister 
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Joan.  She  has  a  grand  character.  You  will  be  sure  to 
meet  her,  and  I  hope  you  will,  for  I  am  sure  you  are  just 
two  people  who  would  like  one  another.  I  think  my  sister 
will  impress  you." 

"  I  gather  that  the  great  Sir  Walter  is  another  of  your 
friends  ?  " 

"  I  am  afraid  I  worship  him." 

"  And  the  poets  ?  " 

"  Keats  is  my  favourite  of  them  all." 

"  And  then  ?  " 

"  And  then  there  is  the  Faerie  Queene." 

"  And  then  ?  " 

"  And  then  there  is  Shakespeare,  and  those  lovely  short 
pieces  in  Milton,  and  Adonais,  and  some  little  pieces  of 
Dryden,  and  some  of  the  translations  I  have  read  of  Homer. 
Chapman  I  love  best  because  he  rolls  out  so  grandly  ; 
and  then  there's  Swinburne  and  Rossetti,  and  Tennyson, 
and  some  of  those  beautiful  dusty  old  poets  in  the 
brown  volumes  on  the  shelves  there  right  at  the  top — 
Herrick,  and  Marlowe,  and  Webster,  and  Fletcher,  and 
Drummond  of  Hawthornden.  Oh !  and  I  love  Mr.  Henley, 
and  Michael  Drayton." 

"  What  about  Chaucer  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  love  Chaucer  best  of  all." 

"  And  to  return  to  the  poor  prose-men  ?  " 

"  I  think  poor  dear  old  Don  Quixote  is  the  one  I  worship 
most     He  sometimes  makes  me  think  of  my  father." 

"  Your  father  did  not  appear  to  be  mounted  on  Rozinante 
when  we  met  this  morning.  There  was  rather  a  Ber- 
trand  du  Guesclin  look  about  him.  But  it  is  my  duty  to 
insist  that  you  worship  Robinson  Crusoe." 

"  I  do  indeed,  and  Treasure  Island  too,  and  the  Three 
Musketeers." 

"  And  Pilgrim's  Progress  and  one  Sir  Thomas  Mallory  ? " 

"  Oh,  yes,  and  Ruskin  and  Charles  Lamb  ,  and  I  believe 
the  wicked  Tom  Jones  if  I  dare,  only  Aunt  Emma  caught 
me  reading  him  one  day,  and  she  was  so  shocked  that  she 
had  him  burnt — four  volumes  of  him,  and  if  took  me  weeks 
and  weeks  to  live  down  the  disgrace." 

"  That  is  an  anecdote  that  will  have  to  be  retold  in  the 
biography  of  the  author  of  Poses  in  the  Opaque." 
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CHAPTER  IX 
Startling  Development  of  the  Heroine 

TUTOR  and  pupil  caught  themselves  smiling  at  the 
mention  of  the  magic  name. 
,^  Is  It  my  duty  to  admire  her  ?  "  said  Delia  gravely, 
for  y^S^Llf"'''    ^^  ^'"'"*  ^''  y""  *°  answer  the  question 
"I  am  so  relieved,"  said  Delia. 

Her  sigh  ot  satisfaction  was  fetched  so  deep  that  he 
turned  his  laugh  upon  the  little  lady.  ^ 

^JS^^r'^'-'^    \t   ^^'^•.      "^    '■«^°g"i^e  the   spirit   of 

S  vou7  rbw7*^  T"*  *^"*  ^""^'^d  t^°^  ^"c^stors 
01  yours  to  bleed  for  their  opinions  " 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  Delia;  "  I  suppose  it  is 
a^l  very  wrong  and  very  wicked,  but  that  is  howT  ed 

we'lo;eThem"\nt'%T"     "   P^°P'^   ^'^   °-   ^^^ni 

Sornething  flashed  so  vividly  out  of  the  child's  eves 

quaJity.     Rather    extraordinary    eyes    he    thought    thev 

^Th'«H°i  ^S*'"^  P^'^^P^  *°  ^  ^"^«°^v  look,  but  once 
you  had  seen  them  you  required  to  see  them  again.     Blue 

iV^l-.t^^"'"'-  ?""  ^^  °^^^"  *"d  sky,  blueSandng 
a  Meredithian  simile  if  you  chanced  to  catch  them  in  f 

ve^ha  k^^nft/^"  might  surprise  what  slept  beneath  "he 
Trii  *^P*  *\^''  n^vstenes.  The  flash  had  reve..l*.d  her 
Looking  through  it  at  her.  with  the  piercing  gaze  of  the 
artist  and  the  connoisseur  he  saw  she  was  an  e%Ste  ittle 
creature  ,n  her  way.  Although  even  as  he  was  travelling 
to  this  fact  he  paid  to  himself  the  compliment  that  It  w2 
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not  a  perfunctory  vision  that  so  interpreted  her.  The 
requisite  amount  of  delicate  alertness  was  demanded  to 
evolve  so  rare  a  kernel  out  of  a  shell. 

"  You  love  poetry,  Mr.  Porter.     I  know  you  do  !  " 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  " 

"  It  is  in  your  voice  and  your  eyes  when  you  speak  about 
it.  It  is  delicious  to  be  able  to  talk  of  it  just  as  one  feels. 
That  is  if  I  may  ;  you  will  allow  me,  will  you  not  ?  " 

"  Why  not  ?  I  would  rather  talk  of  poetry  to  the  right 
person  than  do  anything  else  in  the  world." 

"  Alas  !  the  right  person." 

"  You  must  allow  me  to  choose  her." 

Delia  felt  herself  flushing  nervously  under  the  whimsical 
assurance  of  his  eyes.  She  feared  him  already  ;  and  yet 
in  the  most  singular  way  he  was  easier  to  talk  to  than  any 
one  she  had  ever  known.  With  her  father,  her  sisters,  her 
Uncle  Charles,  all  of  whom  in  a  sense  were  her  boon  com- 
panions, and  of  whom  she  was  no  more  afraid  than  they 
were  of  her,  she  had  never  found  herself  conversing  so 
swiftly,  so  pleasantly,  never  with  so  little  difficulty  in 
expressing  her  thoughts,  and  with  so  many  thoughts 
surging  to  be  expressed.  She  was  really  far  more  afraid, 
absurd  as  such  a  thing  might  seem,  of  this  new  strange 
friend  of  hers  than  she  was  of  her  mother  and  her  Aunt 
Emma.  He  gave  her,  even  when  he  appeared  to  try  to 
minimize  it,  a  far  keener  sense  of  her  own  littleness  than 
did  they,  although  so  often  it  had  seemed  to  her  that 
they  strove  might  and  main  to  inflict  her  with  that 
effect.  But  this  inscrutable  man  was  quite  apart  in  her 
experience.  A  baffling,  a  fascinating,  an  elusive  some- 
thing lurked  behind  that  beguiling  voice.  Ten  men's 
natures  merged  in  one  might  have  employed  his  laugh 
to  express  their  single  complex  entity.  Again,  his 
simplicity  was  very  baffling  too.  She  actually  found  him 
easier  to  talk  to  than  Jane,  or  Harriet,  or  Margaret; 
he  seemed  such  a  wonderfully  human  being ;  yet  all  the 
time  she  conversed  with  him  there  was  a  chance  that  he 
might  be  some  inordinately  cunning  thing  who  was  only 
pretending  to  be  human  after  all.  He  might  be  amusing 
himself  by  deceiving  her.  There  was  just  a  fear  that  it 
might  be  a  case  of  little  Red  Riding  Hood.    He  might 
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t%Zfjf.^lTJ}  _^.h°  °^  -  «"dden  would  throw 


his  cloak  of  a  lover  of  poetry,  put  out 
^'  ""     Because     ' 


off 
a  paw  and  gobble 


h^  w^"as^rfS.''i^*''T  P^'"^  ""  ^^  ^t  t°  show  her 
ne  was  as  perfectly  elementary  as  she  was  herself  she  was 

TJ  supeTuma^'h^  ''  *'^  '^'"^-     ^"  -nJ^SaSe'S 
was  supernuman,  he  was  a  e  ant    and  it  was  n«f  o  k;* 

0  good  hi,  trying  .0  disguise  fhe  fact     Thcr:^lS,i'g 
Sl^lfcii'^fL."™^'  ""^"'^  ^t-'  '"is  slighUy°S 

J'a^  ^"T  u*^^!^  ^°^^  y°"  very  much,  Mr.  Porter  "  she 
n^l  fTll^.^"*  *"^^"^y'  "  but  vou  do  not  know  how  ? 
long  to  talk  to  you.    You  see  all  my  sistere  despi^rbSs 
and  even  my  mother  is  not  a  loverof  poeiry/'^  ^   ' 

hims^HlnUTmr^'"     ^'^    ^'^""^    ^^    P--"ed 

for'  Hke'  Tdis'eaS  •""'  '"  ^^^^  °"^^*  *°  ^  P^^-^bed 
;;  She  insists  on  the  scientific  and  the  useful  >  " 

"  ??   t^^^^^u  .^^^  '^'  °^'  ^°  dreadfuUy  clever." 
Ah    my  prophetic  soul!     Suppose  we  say  her  idea 

0  nuT^L'J  ''  '.r^*^'"^  *^^*  ^'^  ^t  examination  marks 
or  put  meat  m  the  pot  or  coals  on  the  fire  ?     Well  it  hlo 

C  T  f  ,1*^'  *'T^  °^  "^y  "^i^io"  rentier  itnece^Z 

hat  I  shall  regard  it  in  that  light  myself,  at  the  rafe  o^ 

two  shillings  and  sixpence  an  hour."  ""^ 

Yes,  but   as   we  know  what  it  is  we  shall  onlv  b«> 

«";r  sT  wliif  ^^0^  -"'"""^  -^  "- 
So  we  shall !  " 

fi,ilJ°T  '"    ^°*"^  *°  S'v®  '"e  the  kevs  to  those  ereat 

ife^  '°*-  '■"^^-     You  will  unlock  the  doorsS 

nrll^ll-  k''^"'"S  *^^^  I  "'^y  understand  the  wonderf^ 

Cr'^'f^  ''  '^„§^^"^  ^"d  so  bewildering    trpoetrv 
that  haunts  you  all  night  and  ev^ry  night  like' the  voKjJ 

The  child  bent  forward  eagerly  with  her  hinds  lorV^H 

Hullo!  a  spark  of  the  sacred  flame  1  " 
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"  Please  you  will  not  laugh  at  me !  " 

"  It  would  be  a  sacrilege.  It  is  the  stuff  of  which  once 
upon  a  time  this  poetry  was  made.  In  the  day  of  the 
common  danger,  or  the  common  wrong  it  was  exaltations 
such  as  these  that  emitted  the  native  woodnotes  wild  of 
which  we  of  the  tepid,  ultra-civihzed,  over-secure  twentieth 
century  are  the  inheritors.  Has  your  race  ever  had  a 
poet,  Miss  Broke  ?    I  cannot  recall  one." 

"  There  is  a  Lady  Margaret  Broke,  who  composed  a 
Book  of  Hours  in  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Third.  I  do 
not  think  you  will  call  it  very  fine  poetry." 

"  May  I  ask  if  Miss  Delia  Broke  has  made  the  attempt 
to  remove  this  stigma  of  poetical  sterility    from    her 

family?" 
"  No— yes— thit  is,  at  least !  " 

Her  friend  regarded  the  tokens  of  her  too  vivid  em- 
barrassment with  a  pretence  of  gravity.  Even  as  she 
struggled  with  her  tormenting  blushes  she  felt  how  im- 
possible it  was  to  keep  a  secret  from  those  unsparing 
eyes.  Her  fear  of  him  was  suddenly  reasserted.  But 
she  was  powerless  to  confess  her  guilt  even  while  her 
silence  published  it. 

"  Since  when  have  you  been  a  poet  ?  " 
Never  before  had  she  made  the  confession  ;  and  with  that 
morbid  dread  of  criticism  that  may  possess  the  most 
sensitive  of  her  kind  she  had  felt  it  would  be  impossible 
to  reveal  her  secret.  But  the  murder  was  out  now ;  she 
stood  convicted  before  this  inexorable  judge,  who  seemed 
to  have  the  power  to  pierce  through  every  fibre  that  com- 
posed her. 

"  Let  me  see  your  poetry." 

"  No— no,  I  cannot !  "  said  Delia,  a  little  wildly    "  It— 
it  is  not  meant  to  be  seen." 
"  Are  you  quite  sure  about  that  ?  " 
"  I  am  quite  sure  !  " 

"  Reflect  a  Uttle.  Think  out  exactly  how  you  feel  about 
it.  I  know  a  little  myself  of  the  inmost  feelings  of 
authors." 

"  I  am  quite  sure." 

"  Reflect  a  Uttle  longer.  The  inmost  feelings  of  authors 
are  woefully  complex." 
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ne;7rtTeUdTor*Vl?to"rLd"^  "^^*^'^'  "^""^s  were 
a  st^'ggS.'''  "'^°"*'  ^°"^^'--    The  whole  truth  is  worth 

''  Jn7r. "^"l"^^  !"^^^  >'•'"  '^^spise  me  dreadfully  " 
,^  Tn  your  heart  you  are  not  £>  sure."    ^^""""^y- 
^^  Uh,  how  can  you  know  that  I  " 

same  ^T  i^d^l^  a"e  ^U  al ,/  '°°  ^"^.^"^^^  -^^^  the 
careful  of  thfty^e  We  vou  ^J't^  m^°''^  ,N^*"^«  '^ 
and  Mr.  Alfred  ^Aer^Zf.S^  ^'  ^'"^  ^^"^  Broke 
VirgU  and  MUton  did.''  ^  '"^^  ^  '"'^^^  ^«  ^^^^ 

Delia  began  to  grow  irresolute.    There  wa«  cnm«fK- 
very  uncompromising  under  his  laugh  s<'"^ethmg 

neither  the  one  nor  thTntSL  ff  iJ^"         -^  ^^  ^^^leve 
those  wiser  and  more  righteous  than  ourselves.''     "'"  °^ 

I  was  very  much  in  earnest  when  I  wroto  thAm     n  * 
I  feel  how  poor  they  must  be  "  ^^'"-    B"* 

J^You  would  hardly  have  preserved  them  had  you  felt 

;;  Indeed  I  do  feel  it ;  I  do  indeed  I  " 
r-tot  colour,  m  which  you  ,vrought  them  origijiy' 
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and  even  seem  worthy  of  the  mood  in  which  they  were  con- 

ccivcci  i_ 

Deli'a  was  beginning  to  learn  already  how  impotent  she 
was  before  him.  She  had  denied  the  existence  of  her 
writings  when  he  had  surprised  the  secret  in  her ;  he  had 
made  her  confess  that  they  were  composed  for  a  public, 
had  she  only  had  the  courage  to  commit  them  to  it; 
and  now  he  was  about  to  compel  her  to  jield  them  to  the 
light  when  her  reticence  shuddered  at  the  act.  It  was  as 
though  a  new  force  had  caught  her.  There  was  not  a 
loophole  by  which  he  allowed  her  to  escai^  the  conse- 
quences  of"  her  deeds.  The  thoughts  she  had  ventured  to 
Embody  were  summoned  to  pay  a  toll  for  their  existence 
His  pertinacity  caused  her  to  see  a  kind  of  justice  in  it,  and 
presently  with  many  aches  and  misgivmgs  she  rose  to  do 

^\\hUe  Delia  went  to  procure  these  first-fruits  of  her 
vo  ing  imagination,  her  tutor  turned  his  attention  to  the 
library  shelves.  There  were  few  new  books,  but  some 
delightful  old  ones.  It  was  a  collection  that  owed  little 
to  the  present  generation  of  its  owners,  but  was  rather 
an  accretion  of  centuries.  His  eyes  glowed  at  a  sight  so 
delectable.  When  DeUa  returned,  bearing  her  treasures 
like  babes  in  her  arms  before  her,  he  was  preoccupied  with 
a  sense  of  pleasures  to  come.  He  saw  the  promise  of  many 
Arcadian  hours.  ,  ,.,...!. 

Deha's  writings  were  well  calculated  to  exhibit  the  scope 
and  calibre  of  her  mind.  They  comprised  poems,  plays 
essays,  hymns,  short  stories,  and  fragments  of  several 
novels.  They  were  carefully  rolled  into  some  twenty  little 
tubes  of  white  paper,  sedulously  dean,  and  tied  with  blue 
ribbon.  They  represented  the  activities  of  a  prolific  pen 
and  a  lively  'imagination  since  the  age  of  twelve.  With 
Mr.  Porter's  aid  they  were  laid  reverently  side  by  side 
upon  the  table  before  the  fire.  .  ^       ,       ,,      „,„ 

"  Do  your  worst,  Mr.  Critic,"  she  said,  outwardly  calm, 
but  with  a  beating  heart.  "  They  are  arranged  hke  the 
woiks  of  Shakespeare,  in  the  order  of  time.  The  date 
of  their  birth  is  ^^'ritten  outside.  Please  do  not  look 
at  the  early  ones.    They  wUl  make  you  laugh. 

The  child  affected  a  note  of  gaiety  that  hardly  ran? 
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Sf  •  ,  '^t  *"?"^*  "^^^^  "^^  ^en'  high.  With  a  short 
httle  laugh  and  a  rather  high  colour,  she  selected  the  first 
roU  to  pass  in  judgment  before  her  critic.  Not  improperly 
It  was  a  poem  on  a  tragic  theme.  It  was  inspired  by  the 
death  of  Cutlass,  a  gallant  but  too  intrepid  hound,  who 
took  a  somewhat  informal  departure  from  this  Ufe,  because 
he  chose  to  cross  the  railway  when  hounds  were  in  full 
cry  at  the  moment  the  express  from  London  had  chosen 
to  cross  it  also. 

The  critic  glanced  at  it  wth  an  immobility  of  counten- 
ance  that  could  not  be  read,  roUed  it  up  and  replaced  it 
without  a  word  of  comment.  He  then  turned  his  attention 
to  prose  and  the  drama.  These  did  not  elicit  a  word  from 
him  either.    He  then  t  jok  up  an  essay ;  it  was  caUed 

An  Appreciation  of  Lord  Tennyson."  This  also  he  read 
in  a  silence  as  complete  as  that  in  which  he  had  read  the 
others. 

Delia  watched  every  phase  of  his  impassiveness  while 
she  tried  not  to  do  so.  She  strove  very  hard  to  attain  that 
stoical  mdifference  which  she  was  sure  her  sister  Joan 
would  have  been  able  to  exhibit  in  these  circumstances. 
But  she  felt  ruefully  that  nature  had  not  fashioned  her 
on  a  pnnciple  so  heroic.  Her  fibres  were  too  phant,  too 
flaccid ;  her  self-command  almost  failed  her.  The  silence 
of  the  cntic  was  a  rehef  in  a  sense,  but  also  it  was  bitterly 
disappointing.  ^ 

"  Are  they— are  they  quite  hopeless  ?  "  she  ,  '  --^d  to 
ask  at  last,  faintly. 

"Suppose  we  burn  them." 

She  recoiled,  aghast.  It  was  like  a  hit  in  the  face.  A 
course  so  extreme  had  never  entered  her  mind.  The 
cnticism  she  dreaded  she  had  been  steeling  her  heart  to 
bear;  but  total  anniliilation  struck  too  fiercely  at  the 

'°°i^  °lx^w''?'^1*-    '^^^  *^^"*y  l'"le  rolls  were  dear 
and  faithful  fnends  who  had  nourished  her  lonely  spirit 

secretly  when  all  the  world  had  been  unkind. 

N— no,  I  could  not  burn  them,"  she  said  in  a  thin  little 

voice. 

Her  tone  caused  the  critic  to  look  at  her  keenly.  "  It 
may  seem  a  little  drastic,"  he  said,  "  but  that  is  the  only 
way  for  the  artist."  -^ 
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1 »» 


light. 


I— I  do  not  think  of  myself  as  an  artist  at  all. 
'  I  pay  you  the  compliment  of  looking  at  you  in  that 


and 


'  7    -1 


uui.  I  am  sure  I  would  prefer  not  to  be  an  artist 

be  allowed  to  keep  my  treasures,  than  be  an  artist  and  have 

them  crueUy  destroyed."         , ,.     ^        .,,  ,      u  i 

"  Think,"  said  the  critic,  enfoldmg  her  with  a  melancholy 
smile.    "  Achievement  means  blood  and  tears  and  the 

"Oh  I  am  sure  I  could  never  consent  to  have  them 
burned.  My  mother  found  them  once  in  their  hiding- 
place  and  said  she  would  bum  them,  and  I  passed  a 
dreadful  week  in  consequence.  My  sister  Joan  might  be 
able  to  bear  it  if  they  were  hers  ;  yes,  she  would,  for  her 
courage  is  so  great ;  but  I  am  a  wretched  coward. 

"  You  must  have  courage  too,"  said  the  young  man 
with  the  pertinacity  that  had  defeated  her  before.  "  The 
title  of  artist  is  not  lightly  to  be  renounced.  The  laurels 
are  a  crown  of  thorns ;  but  the  blood  and  tears  they  draw 
out  of  us  are  replaced  by  certain  ecstasies  of  the  spint. 
Courage,  courage,  always  courage  !  " 

His  face  was  quite  bewildering  in  its  complexity.    ^^ 

"  You  almost  frighten  me,"  said  Delia,  quailing.  I— 
I— I  feel  so  mean."  ^^ 

"  Trv  not  to  judge  yourself  harshly. 

"  But  ought  not  one  to  be  honest  in  one  s  judgment  oi 

oneself  ? "  ,  .  *  tu 

"  Ah  but  what  of  the  natures  whose  owners  have  not  the 
power  to  judge  ?    Perhaps  this  nature  of  yours  may  prove 
stronger  than  you  know." 
The  child  shivered.  ^  ,  „   , 

"  I  am  sure  I  could  not,  I  am  sure  I  could  not !  she 
cried,  training  a  sidelong  look  upon  her  precious  posses- 
sions. "  Besides,  Mr.  Porter,  was  not  Shakespeare  an 
artist,  yet  he  never  blotted  a  line." 

"I  would  he  had  blotted  a  thousand.    Even  genius 

must  not  fear  the  sword  and  the  fire." 

"  Oh,  how  hard,  how  very  hard  t  " 

"  Yes,  but  Art  is  the  most  arduous  thing  m  the  world. 

The  artist  must  not  know  the  meaning  of  fear.    He  has 

to  labour  early  and  late  with  sinews  of  steel  and  an  in- 
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flexible  courage  in  his  heart  to  fight  the  two-fold  batt'- 
of  truth  and  beauty  against  every  form  of  error.  There 
must  be  no  vacillation,  no  hanging  back  on  the  part  of 
those  who  enter  that  service.  The  wounds  are  many  and 
grievous,  the  toils  severe,  the  pleasures  vague,  the  rewards 
transitory  and  too  often  a  mockery,  but  the  humblest  foot- 
soldier  in  its  ranks  has  no  time  to  spare  to  thoughts  Uke 
these.  He  suffers  great  penalties  and  renounces  the  flesh 
simply  to  say,  This  is  Me,  This  is  my  Soul." 

DeUa  regarded  her  tutor  with  a  grave  bewilderment. 
He  had  spoken  with  something  of  the  fanaticism  of  the 
high  priest,  yet  there  was  a  reserve  of  control  over  all  he 
said.  There  was  neither  morbid  passion  in  his  voice  nor 
hectic  madness  in  his  face.  In  her  youthful  chivalry  she 
recognized  that  it  was  the  strong  calling  on  the  weak  to 
gird  Itself  in  resolve.  Her  fear  of  him,  at  first  an  instinc* 
was  mounting  to  a  pitch  that  made  her  shrink. 

"  You  mean  we  must  be  true  to  ourselves,"  she  said 
with  a  startled  look. 

"  Yes,  let  us  do  the  best  that  is  in  us.    Let  it  be  caid 
that  we  wrought  as  good  as  we  knew.    What  man  or 
woman  of  us  all  can  seek  more  ?  " 
"  You  make  me  feel  how  great  your  ideals  are." 
"And  yours?" 
"  I  do  try  to  have  my  Ideal." 

''  Well,  if  you  can,  give  me  an  outline  of  its  nature." 
I  should  like  to  have  a  splendid  character  like  mv 
sister  Joan." 

"That  is  an  answer  for  which  I  was  prepared.    Now 
I  want  you  to  take  up  the  best  of  these  performances  of 
yo^s  and  read  it  again.    When  you  have  read  it,  I 
shall  ask  you  to  answer  a  few  questions  about  it." 
Obediently  Delia  took  up  her  most  recent  performance, 
A  Ballad  in  Imitation  of  Master  Francis  Villon." 
"  Now,"  said  he,  when  she  had  read  it,  "  do  you  think 
if  you  wrote  it  again  you  could  make  it  better  ?  " 

"No,  not  myself  personaUy.    It  seems  much  nearer 
what  I  meant  than  anything  I  have  tried  to  do  before. 
Of  course  a  real  poet  would  be  ashamed  of  it,  but  I  do 
not  feel  I  could  make  it  better  myself." 
"  You  are  convinced  ?  " 
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«'  w  n  ^  ^^^^  ^  *™'"  ^^  ^''*  nervously. 

•  Well,  now,"  said  the  young  man  in  a  peculiarly  kind 
voice,  I  learn  from  the  manner  of  your  ballad  that 
you  did  not  go  to  the  real  ViUon,  but  to  Dante  Gabriel 
Rossetti.    May  I  ask  why  ?  " 

•'  I  cannot  read  Villon  as  well  as  I  can  Rossetti." 
Yes,  the  mediaeval  French  has  to  be  grappled  with 
But  now  I  ask  you,  do  you  think  you  could  improve  your 
ballad  if  you  found  the  original  to  be  as  clear  as  the  trans- 
lation of  Rossetti  ?  " 

Delia  did  not  answer  until  she  had  thought  the  matter 
out. 

"  Perhaps  I  could  just  a  litUe  in  some  ways,"  she  con- 
fessed reluctantly, 

"  But  the  old  French  is  very  hard  to  get  on  with  ?  " 

^^  Yes,  I— I  am  afraid  it  is." 

"  Well,  now,  I  ask  you  what  would  your  sister  Joan  do 
in  such  circumstances  ? "  j        « 

n  «^^!  T'^^^  "°*  ^^^"^  ^"^"  >t'"  said  DeUa,  quickly. 
Her  tastes  are  not  at  all  in  the  direction  of  poetry." 
Ha!  there  must  be  no  scope  for  feminine  incon- 
sequence, he  said,  laughing  at  her  eagerness.  "  You  are 
to  assume  that  you  yourself  are  vour  sister  Joan.  Now 
teU  me  the  course  you  would  be  likely  to  adopt,  according 
to  your  conception  of  her  character." 

i-'i/??^?^  ^  ""S^*  ^®^'""  *o  ""ead  old  French,"  said  the 
chUd,  blushing  vividly.  She  saw  suddenly,  with  a  tinge  of 
shame,  where  the  ambush  lay. 

"  AP  1,  ^i*^'^^'"**!  1°  y°"  "°*  *^»nk  you  might  remodel 
your  ballad  by  the  hght  of  your  fuller  knowledge  ?  And  do 
you  not  feel  that  your  imitation  would  be  more  faithful ' " 

Delia  repUed  by  placing  her  baUad  into  the  fire. 
And  now  the  others.    If  you  apply  the  same  standard 
to  them,  they  cannot  hope  to  fare  better." 

For  a  moment  she  stood  in  the  throes  of  her  irresolution. 
Ihe  confhct  soon  passed,  however.  Now  the  first  step 
was  taken  she  was  too  thorough-going  to  be  content  with 
half  measures.  One  by  one  stoically  she  began  to  commit 
her  chenshed  manuscripts  to  the  fire.  To  be  sure  it  was 
an  act  of  Spartan  resolution ;  but  she  held  her  mouth  tight, 
and  kept  the  tears  out  of  her  eyes  somehow,  and  tried  to 
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fix  her  mind  firmly  on  her  sister  Joan.  Nor  did  she 
instigator  of  this  mhuman  hardihood.  He  wastS  no 
penurmajice  almost  as  a  matter  of  courL.    Howeve? 

l^'lS^  '^°  '■°"^;"  ^''  ^^"^  ^*»^  the  Object  orcom-' 
mrttmg  them  personally  to  perdition,  it  was  k  straw  too 

"  Put  them  down,  please,"  she  said  fiercely.    "  I  cannot 

Srij;?^  f^^'rh^"'"  •  ^  ^^""°'  ^^^^  ^"ybody  touch  th^ 
but  myself     They  are  mine:  I  made  them,  and  I^ 
make  an  end  of  them.    I  must  burn  them  my^irpleLe^' 
Tears  were  very  imminent.     It  is  not  easv   ewTfor 

S  '^X  ¥^*""  '^''''''''  consdoTsiy'toVrm  : 
deed  of  the  first  grade  of  heroism  and  not  hive  it  re 
cogmzed  as  such  by  public  opinion.  ® 

You  must  not  tliink  I  underrate  your  heroism     I  am 
not  sure  that  I  could  have  done  it  myself '' 

said^r&:^°  "'*  '^"°"  '""  ^'^^  '"^^y  -«  to  me." 

been  Sf^clS'*  ^iTnf  l'"^  ^^"k"  ^"^^^^^  th««»  ^^  that 
oeen  tne  case.    I,  too.  know  what  the  fire  is.  and  must 

kee^p  acquainted  with  it  for  full  many  a  long  and  w?^y 

J'nn/lf^  ^'"'^l'  V^^^  Wicked!"  wailed  poor  Delia.    "I 
n^  meanT'^  ^     '"^  ^''*'°^"^  *^^"^  '^^"^  ^^«  ^  did 

f hl't^^  ^'  "^5  "°*  ^^?^  '^'^  them  as  dead.  They  are  the  seeor 
that  one  day  will  raise  the  flower.  Who  can  tell  wh^t 
shall  spring  from  these  balls  of  white  fluff  One  wonders 
how  much  Milton  burnt  when  he  was  young.  NowrunnoS 
you  do  not  put  pen  to  paper  again  for  a  whole  year  "K 
the^  mLnrP°''^/°"-  ^°"  ^^all  read  what  you  ch(Sse  in 
Istrav  %in  h  ^°'  y°"  •  *^'^"  ''  too  pure  to  lead  yoS 
iSTvn,y^L  T  f°y°>ceatpresent,  it  would  be  astonish- 
wken^J^eJtlt't^.l^'^"  y°"T"  "P  t°  those  who  have 
tKp\"nf,^  ^K  °  the  ages,  and  perhaps  in  the  course  of 
W  L^     ^^  ^  numbered  among  them.    What  thoughts 

Sw     S^°tvV*'°"^^'  'irV''  ^'^^'  hut  let  them  h^ 
iSvi  u  ^  ^''l"^  "^^  youthful  seekers  after  Truth-yes 

since  you  have  shown  yourself  capable  of  this  degrS 
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devotion  to  a  principle,  as  a  fellow  cadet  of  our  service  I 
prMume  to  offer  you  half  of  my  badge~I  tliink  we  ought, 
in  the  first  place,  to  aim  at  that  sovereign  humility  which 
^^ture  unposes  upon  all  before  they  are  allowed  to  see  her 

r  ??®^°V"«  man  concluded  his  exordium  with  a  strange 
hght  shimng  m  his  face.  But  poor  DeUa  continued  htr 
painful  task,  hetdmg  not  the  prophet.  By  now,  ir  the 
effort  to  arrest  thom,  tears  had  come  at  last  into  her  eves 
And  there  they  remained  in  the  most  persistent  and 
ndiculous  fashion  untU  all  the  little  m  lite  rolls  tied  with 
blue^nbbon  had  been  committed  tenderiy,  unrelentingly 
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CHAPTER  X 

Tact :  with  Sidelights  on  the  Sovereign 
Quality 

P^slc^rerparke?s\t4^^^^^  *^^^f^  °^  these 

glistening  in  her  evi  7t  Th!      ^  b*",  with  tears  still 
to  enter  the  library    '  ^  *^'  "°'°"'^*  Mrs.  Broke  chose 

doubC 'satd'^hrfl^ent^^^^^  ^^"^'^  ^"^  "P-^-  I  do  not 
-eJe^Tve^'pl^*^^^^^^^^  ^i  ^^^  ^  daughter  was  dis- 

':  Oh.  Lthefl^criS  Delia  '^.  TtTl!"''^^  '^^"^• 
scnpts."    Her  words  w^rlf'        ^.burning  my  manu- 
evidence  ofg^er  ^  accompanied  by  an  audible 

^^jDo  you  mean  those  absurd  things  I  once  found  in  your 

^Arnr^^^  gave  a  smile  to  the  tutor. 

must\Te\rmv%'i'.";"""^'^  ^-^•"  ^^^  ^d.    "I 
firmness  of  chafer  7l';!r-' i'^  ^°^t^^>  "PO"  your 
contrived  it  l7oTotw7„\t/^^^^^^     How  y^u  Lve 
very  grateful.    So   they  kre  VrfnTii     !,  ^ ''^'"'""^^y  am 
•nay  I  venture  to  hope^af  ?h.  f^n  "^ .  destroyed  !    And 
"  For  a  year  at  S  ''  «!?!J°"y  '^  forsworn  ?  " 
"  Excellem     I  s^Ur  IS'  ^  v"^  ?^"- 
provoke  a  fresh  outSrs^  bv  fl  A     P"  ^°  "°t  ^h  to 
's  to  be  cured  by  Se^     Al^in  Mr  I  P?^^^^«on.    She 
gratulate  you  upon  sS  o  I   "'    •     ^'^^t^'"'  ^  must  con- 
%  10  lunch.'"^    '"'^  ^  beginmng.    I  hope  you  wiU 

The  young  man  having  signified  his  willingness.  Mrs. 
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n, 


k 


Broke  led  the  waj  to 
of  a  singularly  fni'^aJ 
hostess  was  very  (^   v.  if 
on  the  other  h*   d  v.  . 
that  became  a  s  i,  Jl  c:i< 
conversation,  or,  ,'i  it-  pre 
the  young  man's   hai-^  ( * 
about  the  topic  a  lite     > 
melodious  chattf  •  d   'hi- 
took  was  deferei*'  I     it  ! 
and  insisted  on    .  ?'-  own 
hardly  amounted  <  i  awt 
with  opinions  of  ^.er  o. 
acquainted  with       little 


rie  dining  room.    The  repast  was 

ure ;  but  the  conversation  of  the 

charming,  and  incessant.   Delia, 


it  within  the  limits  of  a  silence 
I  out  of  the  schoolroom.    The 
')erly,the  monologue,  for  at  first 
*  was  extremi.ly  slight,  hovered 
e.    H':  was  entertained  by  the 
;  -nift  '  -        .    The  attitude  she 
'j  canvassed  his  opinion 
'ui  .  •itv'.     Still,  her  humility 
r  r    ^    only  was  she  very  pat 
.    '       also  she  seemed  to  be 
-    oi   everything  that  had  been 
embalmed  between  two  cover?,  and  that  little  generally 
coincided  with  the  verdict  of  the  world. 

"  You  are  an  earnest  admirer  of  Lady  Bosket  of 
course  ? " 

*'  On  the  contrary,  I  cannot  count  myself  as  one  of  the 
elect." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon." 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  cannot  count  myself  as  one  of  the 
elect." 

The  young  man  repeated  his  answer  without  the  faintest 
display  of  trepidation.  His  amused  coolness,  and  his 
complete  freedom  from  apologetic  vacillation,  took  the 
fluent  lady  aback.  It  was  so  unlooked  for.  Yet,  after  all, 
such  a  frankness  had  its  piquancy. 

"  Surely  you  admire  her  '  Poses '  ?  " 

"  I  confess  they  amuse  me  a  little." 
May  I  confess  that  on  my  own  part  this  is  the  first 
time  I  have  heard  them  accused  of  being  amusing." 

"  I  gather  that  you  did  not  find  them  so." 

The  redoubtable  woman  acknowledged  a  certain  deftness 
in  the  touch  by  asking  the  young  man  to  pass  the  claret. 
^^  "  But  surely,"  she  urged  while  he  helped  her  to  it, 
"  you  are  not  insensible  to  the  delicate  tracery  of  her  style, 
the  depth  of  her  culture,  the  width  of  her  outlook  ?  " 

"  Wholly,"  said  the  young  man. 

"  Can  it  be  a  blind  intolerance  ?  You  have  reasons  of 
course  ?  " 
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ui^rS  Xr,*m '••■*"  '"^  '""  •»"'«  <>'  making 
are  r  °"  ' '""''  "> """  «>e  privilege  o,  hearing  what  .hey 

thW.'s^rSh:"',""''  '"em  entertaining.    I  ,.„ 

Port.r!7hat™,r'''i/Xu1d'r'''"K '-••*■    Al«.  Mr. 

cu  lure  .n  any  form,  hut  H  yoTwish  m  "'  P"'"«"™"»  to 
delicate  compliment  in  v™,r  „™  °  pay  me  the  most 

cbance  to  forget  that  Tar/oS-Jd^""."™  "fr  ""= '"' 
It,  to  neglect  an  opportimiiv  of  J.„„  ,.'*"<'•.''  ■  may  say 

dread  of  her  mother's  nnui?,  „^^\^^^a  wholesome 
cutting  stroke.  Had  she  b^fn  oE^''^'^^  ^y  "^any  a 
trom  his  danger  "he  would  hf.  ^^''  *°  '^^«  her  friend 
her  subordinate  positC  she  J-n'J^"'.  f'  ^"*  ^'^^  by 
however,  her  desiVe  grew  unconS.M*  ^Tu  Suddenly, 
him  at  anv  cost     <;k1  t    ""^°"t™Iable.    She  must  sav«^ 

astonished^yes  of  her  mo  >f"°''i^^  *^ble  full  underihe 
do  not  argue'^'the  pontT  You  if,  '''^'  "  ?«^^-  P'«^ 
do  not  see  things  Sntrtheli  ev-es"^^  '"^^^^^  ^°  "°t- 

JiSll^'liid-^S^itf'^I-soli.^ 
however,  he  was  smS  his  U^,>  ,^''  f"^f '*y-    ^^'hile. 
i;rmother  had  turne"/h'e'?  ^^^^^t^^^; 

to  overlook  my  disabJS  I  c^  ^  ^°'^^*-  ^  ^eg  yoJ 
cession  will  be'remetnberH  wkhl?  ff  ki'"  ^^^  '"^^  ^  «>"• 
«  one  who  has  moved  in  the  wor  5  S  f^*'*"^^"    ^"d 

"eToLXe^IiTe-  ^^^:^<^^ 

-sl^  or  a  cabinet  Sstrur^hiL-^Th!^- «S 
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friend,  what  adorable  compliments  you  must  have  paid 
us ! '" 

"  Lady  Bosket  and  her  school,"  said  the  young  man  with 
an  air  of  deprecation  as  became  one  striving  to  forget  the 
maxim,  'Language  was  given  us  to  conceal  our  thoughts,' 
"are  trying  to  set  up  a  rule  of  thumb,  to  which  all 
writing  is  expected  to  conform.  As  in  the  day  of  Pope 
it  was  the  heroic  couplet  of  five  feet,  so  in  ours  no  less  is 
demanded  of  a  writer  by  Lady  Bosket  and  her  school  than 
that  he  shall  have  the  conscience  of  a  nonconformist. 
The  ideal  Lady  Bosket  has  before  her  is  to  be  respectable 
in  the  Victorian  sense.  She  has  a  mission ;  she  is  the 
ftiradian  of  the  public  decency.  You  may  write  like  an 
angel,  but  says  she,  beware  of  your  moral  tone." 

"  Surely  that  Is  a  precept  that  can  never  lose  its  signifi- 
cance." 

"  In  art  it  has  no  significance.    Art  is  non-moral." 

"  Is  not  that  a  little  cryptic  ?  Surely  art  overflows  with 
moral  teaching  ? " 

"  Only  inasmuch  that  it  is  human  endeavour  in  its 
highest  and  most  disinterested  form.  But  yovur  true 
craftsman  does  not  preoccupy  himself  with  shaking  his 
fist  in  the  faces  of  the  wicked ;  neither  does  he  preoccupy 
himself  with  his  own  integrity.  He  does  not  weave  hi 
visions  and  his  meditations  into  patterns  that  dazzle  us 
into  a  blindness  of  dogma.  He  has  no  desire  to  become  a 
shibboleth  of  the  meeting  house  or  the  parish  council. 
He  is  neither  better  nor  worse  than  ourselves  ;  he  is  one  of 
lis ;  he  is  our  brother.  He  holds  the  mirror  up  to  nature 
for  no  conscious  advancement  of  our  immortal  souls, 
except  in  so  far  as  the  reflection  in  it  of  truth  and  beauty 
may  react  upon  them.  He  paints  his  Madonna,  or  carves 
his  Mercury,  or  writes  his  epic  with  fasting  and  with 
prayer,  but  if  you  are  to  look  for  the  moral  teaching  in 
these  works  do  not  seek  it  in  the  severity  of  their  line,  but 
in  the  austerity  of  the  life  of  him  who  wi  ought  them." 

"  I  can  say  with  the  deepest  conviction  that  the  hfe  of 
Lady  Bosket  will  bear  inspection.  It  is  one  of  continued 
saintliness." 

"  One  fears  the  loveliness  of  her  private  character  is 
powerless  to  redeem  the  unseemUness  of  her  works." 
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"  I  beg  your  pardon," 

luxe,  carefully  revised  and  hrn^ti,^      "'y*  "J  ^"  '^'^'"^  ^^ 
sol''™ant'rdl7gii,''gS,',''S'  «-e  should  be  at  ,ea,. 

co.xreef„"-'rE:s^7o°iy.'Hrf" »°,'  *°  "^ 

piano.    This  Mrs  nnmrjt,  ^f  J^       fJ^  ^"®  '«gs  of  one's 

Ss  essentiaUy^^ious  aterson  J'.*^''/f  °!?^  ^^^'^'  '« 
world.    Here  i^tTe  do?trin?°"f  h  fi?^  *"*•  ^  ^°""d  ^^  the 

God.  nature.  anTart  arf sTobLlTe^?^^^  t  ^''T^"^«  ' 

for  a  moment  must  thev  be  twH  ''^themselves  that  not 
visit  to  the  picture  Slervth^^^  *^"'"-    ^^  he'" 

which  Michael-AngL  hasVr^^  t  '"^'""^  "P°" 

trousers  quite  spofls  her  da^  One    '^r^f^^^i  ^rr""' 
how  ironical  it  is  that  nprc^r,;     u    J  cannot  help  feelint,' 

i.  should  expi:i;M1f,iSXVo,°4So"°^'"«  ""'  ^""^ 
no  ™,itr  S  iSiS%l°iS»8r 'ha.  she  was 

as.il  was  "nders,«fdT"he  dr"L*/rS^L''''L*Hl™t 
mmce  matters  once  he  hp«ran  •  kL^  "^  *^*^  "ot 

phrases.      He  was  a  sW«.7/f '      u,!"^'  "°t  a  picker  of 

tome"  t'tinl'^omelr  aThe?r 'v  ^^'  ^^  -*  --s- 
place  of  all  Sf  where  sheTi-^n' P'^ 
people  might  have  cXd  V  ?n„.   ^^"^  supreme.    Some 
underbredyunfunstart  to  J^^^^         °",J^^  P^^*  of  this 
in  argument,  bul  hS  n^me  K  1?;^'"  «'^^^directness 
Poor  W  who  h?d"?oTow:V  e^y  ^  p^^eT^^^ 
troversy  with  a  painful  solicitudP  fnr  Si       i/  ^''^  ^°^' 
too-intrepid  friend,   now  saw  SrtSn  ^fih^'"^''-."^  ^^^ 
unmistakable  none  the  less  to  thoSTid  in  !h-''' '         '^^ 
her  mother's  pique     The  qi,hhL«  ,  "  *^®  ^'^^'  o^ 

»  pique,     ine  sudden  appearance  of  an  odd 
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sparkle  in  those  cold  eyes  made  her  tremble  for  the  youne 
man,  as  often  enough  it  had  made  her  tremble  for  her  un- 
fortmiate  sisters  and  her  unfortunate  self. 

''  You  astonish  me,"  said  Mrs.  Broke,  lifting  her  mild 
voice  a  httle.  "  Your  criticism  is  terribly  scathing,  but 
at  least  it  has  the  rare  merit  of  candour.  Poor  Ladv 
Bosket  I  "  ^ 

"  I  did  not  give  my  opinion  willingly.  You  will  re- 
member I  was  urged.  I  fear  I  do  not  select  if  I  happen 
to  feel  strongly."  ^^ 

''  Indeed,  no.    You  are  very  fearless." 

"Foolhardy  would  be  perhaps  the  more  appropriate 
name  at  this  time  of  day.  Only  too  fully  does  one  re- 
co^ize  a  certain  unfortunate  cast  of  temper." 

"  I  agree,  Mr.  Porter,  that  your  outspokenness  may  not 
be  without  Its  inconvenient  side,"  said  Mrs.  Broke,  hoist- 
ing herself  smoothly  on  the  amende  he  had  offered.  "  May 
^ot  at  times  become  a  little  embarrassing  to  poor  Lady 

"  She  has  not  suffered  at  present  under  my  unfortunate 
controversial  method,  I  am  happy  to  say." 

"After  all  that  is  not  unnatural.  But  I  would  ask 
does  It  strike  you  as  quite  poUtic  that  one  should  dissemi- 
nate these  opinions  of  Lady  Bosket  and  her  work  ?  " 

^'  Politic  ?    Forgive  me  if  I  appear  dense." 

"  Woiild  it  not,  do  you  not  think,  be  somewhat  wounding 
to  poor  Lady  Bosket  if  it  came  to  her  knowledge  that  one 
m  whom  she  happens  *  3  take  a  peculiar  interest  held  such 
heretical  opinions  concerning  her  ?  " 

"  For^ve  me  if  I  venture  to  ask  on  my  own  part  whether 
tkT  T"       ^^^**^ '  ^^  "°*  *^^"  ^^^  ^  stronger  qualifica- 

"  Perhaps  it  might  not  be  altogether  politic  for  you  to 
insist  upon  a  stronger  one." 

"  I  am  prepared  to  take  the  risk." 

To  Delia's  dismay,  the  cold  brilliant  hardness  was  ever 
growmg  in  her  mother's  eyes. 

','Have  you  not  in  a  sense  been  taken  up  by  her  ?  " 

^^  Forgive  me  if  I  crave  for  a  Httle  more  explicitness." 

Is  she  not  m  a  sense  your  patron ;  I  mean,  of  course 

somewhat  after  the  fashion  that  in  happier  days  persons 
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He  laughed  again  ''"'°'  ""  wWmsicaJity...^ 

control  she  habilua%  kept  UM^'h^  uT''''  ^  *«  'he 
.t  was  gone.  She  was  gSneHn^"  J°^  *!  i"™™! 
grown  a  shade  redder  •  the  evS^i  fK  "' V''  '«e  had 
■fraction  more  expa„s"e  P^S  .hf '""'= '\"'l8'°>™ 
tightened  Delia  had  observcd'inZr.™.  ^^  ''«"  ">« 
more  coldly  and  oddly  tSevS       ^''  """  ""^  '>""^S 

of  aaClf^-Te'^rfou"!,^''^  '*^  .""""y  *™d 
accents.  ^'''  '"""winS  up  her  mellowest 

suggLrL"  El&.lf^'.i'  "^  ^  ""vour,  although  it  may 
o.r  fd'r^LtoV/"  '^«-^"«-  ever  been  the  theme  of 

atftis^toVoi  "Z^^ftflT  ^^  ^;  ">*  ■"-'"od, 

"Still  Mr  Pnrt.rT    P.  I*^""  ahttleremoteP'- 
nomlTof  „»  ^'yTSon^^L'^n  '  ""I'^'-'do,  a 
<o  have  incurred  the  n^tiS"5  Lady  bSS"  "  '""  """"^ 

'Sal  ISiTe-reTd^^f  f?  °-  '-  " "-^ 
light."  "^^'^  *"  "^^^eer  of  being  construed  in  that 

•'You  appear  to  repudiate  them." 

exaggerated  fo^on^l^''S';/J  T.  ^""^°"^  ^^^^  «" 
The  simplicity  of  h^^wllnf"^  "°lS^*  ^^^^'-^d." 
^^ed  his ^fairVtagonist  Thin  -"^^  '^'^  ^°"^^^J^at 
his  mildness  was  in  nSe  UTnH  h.  ""'^  assumption  of 
^te%e„t  enough  to^Selitt^l^^rv.^^^^^^^ 
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delicate.  She  was  hitting  below  the  belt,  which  she  knew ; 
but  it  seemed  she  was  not  to  have  it  all  her  own  way. 
Where  a  fighter  of  the  other  sex  would  have  admired  his 
skill  and  tenacity  in  the  face  of  a  great  disadvantage  and 
a  peculiar,  his  fair  antagonist  deplored  his  effrontery  in 
venturing  to  defend  himself. 

"  I  oteerve  that  your  amusement  is  unconquerable," 
she  said.  "  You  force  me  to  concede  the  occasion  for  it. 
But  please  allow  me  to  say  that  in  the  first  instance  I  was 
not  conscious  of  having  provided  it." 

"  Nor,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so,  do  I  think  you  are 
conscious  now.  One  can  see  that  it  might  not  be  apparent 
to  some ;  to  me  I  confess  it  is  strikingly  so.  Not  to  put 
too  fine  a  point  upon  it,  I  was  not  aware  that  I  was  in  the 
enjoyment  of  the  avowed,  the  authentic  patronage  of 
Lady  Bosket.  It  gives  one  rather  the  same  influential 
status  that  the  legend  '  Appointment  by  Royal  Warrant ' 
he  hangs  over  his  door  does  to  the  royal  grocer.  It  is  a 
novel  feeling,  but  a  happy  one,  doubtless,  when  one  be- 
comes accustomed  to  the  glamour." 

Again  the  young  man's  laugh  was  heard,  but  the  total 
absence  of  mirth  in  it  implied  that  he  had  yet  to  arrive 
at  this  equable  condition  of  mind. 

Mrs.  Broke  was  now  ready  to  dechne  the  contest.  She 
was  growing  tired  ;  and  without  being  willing  to  admit  that 
she  had  been  actually  defeated,  she  did  not  think  she  had 
shone.  She  hastened,  therefore,  to  scramble  back  to  the  safe 
ground  of  the  influence  of  Beowulf  on  the  early  Augustine 
Fathers. 

She  could  not  rid  herself  of  a  dim  feeling  that  for  once, 
with  all  her  stupendous  social  experience,  she  had  been 
led  into  error.  The  tact  upon  which  so  rightly  she  plumed 
herself  had  been  at  fault.  She  was  not  sure  of  the  direction 
in  which  the  error  lay,  or  exactly  how  it  had  been  made, 
but  the  uneasy  consciousness  remained  to  her  that  the 
latter  part  of  the  conversation  had  not  been  quite  a  suc- 
cess. She  was  driven  to  solace  herself  with  the  reflection 
that  at  those  uncomfortable  moments  when  one  nibbed 
shoulders  with  the  members  of  the  lower  orders,  it  was 
incumbent  upon  one  to  remember  that  these  little  clashes 
must  arise.    There  could  be  no  doubt  he  was  a  very  un- 
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^^Bet:inl7Z'^^:^^^^  P-'^ably  of  that 
tion.  the  social  democrat  hP""  °^  ""'^^^' ^duca- 
jeader  in  embryord^Ss  No?'  f  '^'^  °^  Labour 
insufferable,  but  he  wm  tnfaii,  i  ^i^^  "^^  ^«  conceit 
He  seemed  to  think  th^TevemLh'"'"^  •]V«fi"«'"«nt. 

Str-^r-^-aj^ 

rurdladV'ySmTtl'^^  takeHs^Vture.  the 
Should  she^^^tf  and  teuTmL"'o'r^'if  *'?5  T  ^^^^  ^^"'^ 
kind  of   person  her  choice  h?H       '^°?'*  ^^^  ""*  °f  the 
she  consulted  herprSe  fX^fT^   *°  ,^  •       Had 
down  there  and  then  and  h/^"^^  ??  ^°"J^  have  sat 
after  all  there  was  Emma  to  h^'^'"  ^7.^'^  ^''"^'^-    B"t 
held  an  eminent  S>sSln1he  pf[f  ^^'"^  T*^-    ^mma 
we  designate  as  "  touchv  •'    TW«     ^"'^  °^  *^°^  whom 
might  take  it.    After  the  enl^l^  was  no  saying  how  she 
the  man.  she  might  make  ttf^^^  ?^^  ^^^  ^^^^hed  on 
ticular  gift  horsf  were  i^Ld^'^.T'  ^^"5  if  this  par- 
could  by  no  means  ^LStqua^^J;^^^^^^       ^"^  t^ 
from  the  sensation  of  Dersonal  iinZ     u   ?  f™™*-    Apart 
lady  was  too  thorouXlhrwE' T^S'^-  *^^  '"^doubtable 
to  swallow,  it  reallv  did  not ^?ff       f^^  •'"'  "°*  *«  ^  able 
in  Latin  and  ma  hematS   Vt'  TiV"'*'^^*^^  »««* 
agreeable  for  the  Sd    rtf/  /°"''',^^«  ^^^  more 
one  less  uncouth  to  3/4.1*"  y:^'°^u^  '^^  ^^^«  had 
though  he  was  gdng  o  4  her  mn/i''  ^'i*  '*  ^^^  "°^  ^^ 
manners.    Besides   it  wotSdLi?^^'  of  deportment  and 
little  hardship ;  would  i^not  h.     u^'"  "^  ^^™  *«  suffer  a 
tradition  on^whTch  al    Ser  ^rk  h'TlJL^*'^  *^«  Spartan 
And  again,  as  Emma  had  slS\^-?h  .^".'^^^^ght  up? 
tion,  "  With  a  man  of  that  Jfn  .k        ^"'■pnsing  penetra- 

OurredoubtSLdyt'^nVe^^^^^^^^^ 
not  without  a  certain  jrp^ff  v.! +,       *"*°  *he  matter, 

excite  in  an  energetk  inSlliS/  ^"""^i  ^"^*'^"  wiU 

assistance  of  DeKrwhi  waslr«  'rvS^r^H^  ^^^^^  ^he 

tional  light  on  theV:ung"man's  LSS'""  *°  ''^°"  ^^^- 

I  am  afraid,  child,  you  fou„d  ^y^ur  tutor  something 
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of  a  trial.  Still,  it  is  not  wholly  wise  to  increase  your  pre- 
judice against  him.  For  your  Aunt  Emma's  sake  you 
must  try  to  have  patience ;  although,  to  be  sure,  I  have  a 
great  mind  to  acquaint  her  of  the  terms  in  which  he  refers 
to  her  work,  and  the  manner  in  which  he  regards  her  kind- 
nesses towards  him." 

"What  kindnesses,  mother?"    Deha's  curiosity  en 
abled  her  to  ask. 

"  I  am  surprised,  child,  that  you  should  ask  the 
question.  You  must  know  that  when  a  person  in  your 
Aunt  Emma's  station  in  life  confers  her  notice  on  a  person 
in  his,  it  is  a  great  favour.  It  is  wholly  through  her  interest 
that  he  comes  out  here  to  teach  you." 

DeUa  shivered.  She  seemed  to  grow  chill  and  a  Uttle 
faint ;  the  blood  ran  out  of  her  face  suddenly. 

"  I  don't  think  he  looks>t  it  in  that  Ught  at  all,  mother," 
she  found  the  courage  to  say.  As  she  spoke  the  blood  ran 
as  suddenly  back  into  her  "face,  and  seemed  to  bum  with 
a  heat  intenser  for  its  banishment. 

"  I  am  afraid  he  does  not.    It  is  what  I  complain  of  in 

him."  .    ,      .     . 

For  the  Ufe  of  her,  Delia  could  not  see  precisely  what  it 
was  that  her  mother  complained  of  in  her  friend.  She 
was  aware,  in  a  vague  fashion,  that  she  was  very  inex- 
perienced, but  look  at  the  matter  in  what  aspect  she 
might,  she  could  not  tell  wherein  he  had  offended.  It 
might  be  his  frank  criticism  of  the  writings  of  Aunt  Emma. 
Yet  it  could  hardly  have  been  that,  because  her  mother 
had  insisted  that  he  should  make  it ;  and  he  had  spoken 
with  a  conviction  that  was  very  honest.  Surely  she  was 
not  going  to  blame  him  for  his  integrity.  Did  he  not 
mean  every  word  he  said,  and  was  he  not  so  brave  as  to 
utter  just  his  own  private  thoughts  ?  No,  she  was  sure 
there  must  be  some  deeper-seated  reason.  But  whatever 
the  nature  of  his  fault,  she  was  never  so  firmly  convinced 
of  anything  as  that  it  would  be  unfair  to  visit  him  with 
blame.  She  was  sure  he  had  not  consciously  incurred  a 
reproach.  .    , 

Prior  to  to-day  she  had  only  been  brought  into  intimate 
relation  with  three  men  in  all  her  young  life ;  and  they 
were  her  father,  her  brother,  and  her  uncle  Charles  "She 

162 


TACT:    THE   SOVEREIGN    QUALITY 

had  been  able  dimly  to  recognize  the  fine  masculine 
attnbu  es  m  each  of  these  heroS,  but  the  houresh^  Td 
passed  m  the  library  with  her  tutor  that  morn  "g  had  far 
^ZZ'^^J^'-'  '''  ^^'  *^«  significan?e\^^S 

ordinary  power  seemed  to  have  resided  in  him^  Without 
making  any  particular  effort,  without  insisting  n  anyway 

,„^he  .?  J?^*  'r'^'  ^°'*^"'  ^'  ^'"  had  dominated  E 
in  the  completest  manner.  He  had  wrung  her  secrets  out 
of  her.and  he  had  made  her  obey  his  wishfs,  when  noS 
S  ^^Z  '"Al'*5^"  *^"  determination  no    to  obey  them 

S^Settt^St-r^^'^^'^^-^^^^P^^ 

The  domirton  of  your  men  of  power  may  prove  un. 
i'tln?*';.  ^*  ^-  r/"  '^'y  ^'^  "°t  ^l^^^vs  cognisant  of  ^h^ 

rSer  o^f  r.f '  ^'''  ''  °*^^^^^^«  ^'^i^t«"ce  would  £e 
in  danger  of  becoming  a  more  tragic  thing.    Nor  is  it 
exclusively   from  among  the  weak  \nd  the  lowly  the v 
would  draw  their  victims ;  it  too  often  ar|ues  a  subtle 
tanship  between  their  own  masterful  magneUc  force  and 
those  natures  it  is  their  fate  to  overpower     In  manv 
esp«:ts  poor  Delia  had  the  callowness  of  m!nd  and  heart 
of  the  most  unsophisticated  child  of  them  all.    The  accents 
of  the  nursery  were  as  yet  hardly  out  of  her  voice  •  but  that 
strange  fi  m  floating  above  the  hidden  depths  of  her  eyes 
he  heartily  despised  of  her  sisters,  had  a  meaning     The 
old  eternal  mysteries  lurked  below  the  curtain.    Slbulous 

ndelinite  that  only  one  pair  of  eyes  was  cunning  enoueh 
to  suspect  the  existence  of  it  at  auf  it  was  yet  no  Lht  and 
vapid  spirit  that  brooded  in  that  4byss.    The?ewL  there 

S  To  S"'"t'  '  "^*""  *°  ^^-h'  aTeart  to  S 
made  to  bleed.      In  a  sense  nothing  could  have  been 

more  inimical  to  her  development,  as  a  member  of  the 

commumty  in  which  she  made  a  unit    tha^  that  at   a 

^n  so  susceptible  she  should  be  thrown  into  the  toils 

^thcTt  i1nl°  T'"""^  !i!^*  ''  "^'^^^  '^'^  her  into  S 
without  being  conscious  that  it  touched  her. 

Uterm  the  afternoon  her  sisters  returned  from  hunting 
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to  find  Delia  curled  up  in  the  recesses  of  the  cosiest  chair 
of  their  common  room.  A  brisk  fire  was  before  her,  and 
she  was  reading  the  mustiest  old  book  imaginable :  the 
Works  of  Jeremy  Taylor,  D.D.,  volume  iv. 
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CHAPTER  XI 
In  the  Temple  of  Diana 

IT  was  their  custom  on  their  return  from  the  field  to 
come  there  in  their  n:i?idy  attire,  and  revive  the 
events  of  the  glorious  day,  whUe  they  refreshed  their 
wearmess  with  weak  tea  and  bread  and  butter  cut  in  very 
tnick  slices.  They  were  in  a  fine  state  of  excited  satisfac- 
tion this  afternoon.  The  runs  had  been  so  entirely  deUght- 
ful,  that  after  some  Uttle  argument,  whereby  they  hoped 
their  temerity  would  grow  less,  they  resolved  to  commemo- 
rate the  occasion  and  make  it  a  festival  by  askine  for 
preserve  for  tea. 

The  resolve  itself  was  easy,  but  it  involved  a  special 
degree  of  hardihood  to  put  it  into  execution.    Had  it  been 
possible  to  prefer  the  request  directly  to  the  cook,  it  would 
not  have  been  at  all  difficult ;  but  it  might  mean  summary 
dismissal  for  that  tender-hearted  functionary  if  she  inclined 
her  ear.    As  cook  had  been  known  to  declare,  it  was  more 
than  her  place  to  send  them  up  so  much  as  a  jug  of  cream 
on  Sundays.    The  matter  was  even  outside  the  jurisdiction 
of  the  housekeeper.    No;   demands  of  that  kind  had  to 
be  preferred  to  their  raotlier  in  her  own  proper  person 
bhe  It  was  who  regulated  their  nienu  on  a  fixed  principle 
ot  the  most  resolute  economy.    And  such  a  trepidation 
-      these  Dianas  whenever  they  confronted  her  that  in 
ti :    5sence  of  volunteers  for  the  heroic  duty  they  resorted 
to  t.  nscription  by  the  ballot-box.    In  other  words  they 
wrote  their  six  names  on  six  small  pieces  of  paper,  rolled 
them  up,  and  shook  them  together  in  an  old  boot.    Joan 
then  drew  out  one  with  great  solemnity. 

It  bore  the  name  of  Delia.    They  were  almost  certain 
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it  would  bear  the  name  of  Delia,  because  it  had  become 
a  proverb  among  them  that  Delia  was  very  unlucky.  Exact 
science  had  been  able  to  establish  the  fact  that  she  had  been 
born  on  a  Friday.  Everything  disagreeable  seemed  to  befall 
her  as  if  by  the  agency  of  an  evil  magic.  Had  they  been 
in  the  least  imaginative,  they  must  have  felt  that  some 
malevolent  fairy  had  presided  at  her  birth.  They  would 
have  asked  no  more  salutary  proof  of  it  than  that  she  should 
be  taken  in  hand  by  Aunt  Emma.  That  was  the  crowning 
instance  of  her  wretched  luck.  Poor  little  kid  I  All  the 
same,  when  she  was  haled  out  of  her  comfortable  chair 
in  front  of  the  fire  and  bidden  to  resign  the  Works  of 
Jeremy  Taylor,  D.D.,  volume  iv.,  to  go  forth  on  her  diplo- 
matic errand,  she  was  instructed  to  remind  her  mother  that 
it  was  precisely  two  months  and  three  days— the  occasion 
was  marked  on  the  calendar  in  sedulous  red  ink — since 
they  had  been  allotted  their  previous  pot  of  preserve, 
and  although  it  had  been  only  a  small  pot  they  had  made 
it  last  nearly  a  week. 

Delia,  however,  was  very  soon  back  again.    Her  inter- 
view with  the  presiding  deity  had  been  brief  and  to  the 
point. 
"  Mother  says  certainly  not." 

Accepting  this  fiat  with  a  readiness  that  went  to  show 
they  had  expected  it,  they  fell  upon  the  ungarnished 
slices  of  thick  bread  and  butter,  and  the  butter  was  not  by 
any  means  in  proportion  to  the  bread,  with  no  absence  of 
resolution.  They  had  had  a  splendid  day.  Four  times 
had  they  found  ;  three  times  had  they  killed,  and  the  other 
fox  had  gone  to  ground.  They  had  run  from  Bobbet's 
Gorse  to  the  Dog  Holes  in  twenty  minutes,  and  Uncle 
Charles  had  said  he  would  defy  the  Quorn  to  do  it  in  less. 
They  had  been  in  the  same  field  as  hounds  most  of  the 
time  ;  all  except  Margaret,  who  was  obliged  to  be  careful 
of  the  Doctor's' off  foreleg,  and  therefore  dared  not  put 
him  at  the  bullfinch  at  the  bottom  of  Coplaw  Hill,  the 
particularly  beastly  one  with  the  very  bad  take-off.  and 
had  therefore  to  go  round  by  the  gate.  But  everybody 
else^had  brought  it  off  all  right,  although  Jane,  as  usual, 
had  picked  the  wrong  place— Jane  blushing  vividly— and 
if  Pat  had  not  been  so  clever,  she  must  have  had  him  down. 
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UiicleCharlessaid  that,  take  it  altogether.it  was  one  of  the 
best  days  he  had  had  since  he  had  hunted  the  pack  :  and 
he  had  promised  Joan.  Philippa  and  Harriet  a  br\ish  apiece, 
aJthough  Hat  might  easily  Have  spoilt  everything  when 
she  nearly  let  Whitenose  put  his  foot  on  Madrig^. 

"  ni,"?r*^!  '  **^  "°*'"  ^^  ^^^  indignant  Harriet. 
IT    r^V    ,  •  .     ^*"  y°"  '    cried  the  other  four.    "  Whv. 

back  wd^  r  ^^^^^  **  ^'°"  **'"^'^  *"**  ^^^' '  ^°*  *^*'"*' 

.J\.  '  y°"  *"**"  **^^">"  **'^  Harriet  with  an  air  of  relief 
that  was  very  marked  indeed.  "  That  was  only  because 
I  was  going  out  of  my  turn  through  the  gate.  I  onlv 
squTOzed  in  front  of  that  red-headed  young  farmer  on  the 
rawboned  grey  with  the  long  tail,  and  he  twice  made  a 
noise  when  hounds  were  casting." 

This  explanation  being  deemed  satisfactory  to  tb-  Court 
the  narrative  resumed  its  harmonious  flow.    Their  father' 

JIm  ^i,"^"^  y^'l^'^^  "P  *°  ^"«^"  sto"e.  led  the  whole 
field  at  Mounsey  s  Brook,  and  covered  himself  with  honour 
py  making  a  successful  cast  when  hounds  were  at  fault  in 
the  Spmney  Uncle  Charies  being  left  behind  for  the 
^T^^^t "?,  *^e  Jnangle.  Lord  Croxton  had  been  tossed 
rather  badly  when  his  mare,  the  most  beautiful  chestnut 
they  had  ever  seen,  with  perfect  thoroughbred  shoulders, 
had  refused  a  fence  in  the  last  field  but  one  on  the  left 
gomg  mto  Caisby  from  High  Moreton.  Uncle  Charles 
said  It  would  have  served  the  beggar  right  if  he  had  broken 
his  neck,  because  he  ought  to  have  known  better  than  to 
put  her  at  it  when  she  was  done,  although  Uncle  Charies 

!^!r  J°"  ^^n"^.  °°*  ^''P^*^*  ^"  '^"d  old  heads  on  young 
shoulders  all  the  same.  '       * 

"It  ^yas  his  second  horse,  too,  so  you  will  see  the  sort 
of  day  It  has  been,"  said  Margaret. 

j„f        "^f^^..  ^^^  ^^Id  ^"*  *^o  coming  into  Caisby," 

Sr  nf°«fl  ^^^fu  f  *  ^^^  5^'"*'  doggedly.  She  had  an 
air  of  reflection  that  showed  she  had  been  thinking  the 
matter  over  carefully.  ^ 

_j''One,"  sang  the  other  four. 

i''  Two,"  said  Philippa,  more  doggedly  than'^ever.  "  It 
is  the  one  with  the  cow  hovel  in  one  comer,  and  the  row 
Of  pollard  elms  at  the  top  end  just  as  you  get  in." 
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"  Flip's  right,"  said  Joan  with  decisive  gravity.  "  What 
a  stupid  mistake  to  make  !  Of  course  it  is  the  second  ; 
the  one  that  had  the  half-bred  two-year-old  in  it  that  Uncle 
Charles  said  was  only  fit  for  Bovril." 

"  So  it  was,"  the  rest  chimed  in.  "  How  stupid  we 
are  !  And  how  funny  it  is  that  Flip  never  says  anything 
unless  she's  sure."  j       f       f> 

The  edge  being  worn  at  last  off  their  own  exploits,  they 
were  able  to  extend  a  little  commiseration  to  Delia.  They 
gave  of  their  sympathy  with  refreshing  frankness. 

"  Poor  old  Del."  they  said.  "  What  a  shame  to  be  left 
out  of  It  hke  this.  You  have  missed  a  glorious  day,  and 
all  because  it  is  a  fad  of  Aunt  Emma's  to  send  that  awful 
youne  man  to  te^ch  you  Greek  and  Latin." 

Defia  blushed  deeply  at  this  reference,  but  they  were  too 
pre-occupied  with  bread  and  butter  to  notice  it. 

"  He  is  not  awful,"  said  Deha. 

"  Oh,  Del,"  they  said,  "  how  can  you  ?  We  rather 
adnure  you,  of  course,  for  making  the  best  of  your  bad 
luck  ;  It  IS  right  to  make  Ught  of  a  thing  when  you  cannot 
help  It.    But  he  is  awful,  you  know  he  is." 

'  I  don't,"  said  Delia,  "  and  I  am  sure  you  do  not 
either." 

..  «r?^^*'*  ^"**  ^^}  ^®  ^°  know,"  they  sang  triumphanUy. 
We  ve  seen  him." 

''  He  is  not  awful,"  said  Delia. 

"  Yes,  he  is,  Del,  you  know  he  is !  You  are  a  brick  to 
stick  up  for  him,  of  course ;  we'll  own  it  is  rather  nice  of 
you— shows  nice  feeling  and  all  that ;  but  how  you  can 
stick  up  for  a  man  like  that  we  don't  know.  We  are  sure 
we  could  not." 

"  He  does  not  want  any  sticking  up  for." 

"  No,  we  should  not  say  he  does.  He  is  the  sort  of  man 
who  would  only  be  too  read--  to  stick  up  for  himself." 

"  No,  he  would  not,"  said  Delia  with  a  fierceness  they 
had  never  suspected  in  her.  "  He  is  very  modest ;  if 
mother  hkes  to  say  he  is  not,  it  is  not  just  of  her.  He  has 
a  right  to  respect  himself.  If  I  were  as  wise  and  clever 
as  he  is,  I  should  respect  myself  too." 

"  What  has  his  cleverness  got  to  do  with  it,  if  a  man  is 
what  Billy  calls  a  '  bounder '  ?  " 
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'.'.  5t »  *  gentleman."  said  Ddia. 

'•  Wh  J  ^i  *"*  *^^  ^»  »^t'  then  ?  "  said  PhilioDa 
••  WK^  a"^^^  *'^^»"  »"ch  a  siUy  collar  ?  "  said  1^?^' 

said  H^'r  ''  "^  '"'^^  *  ^•'^^^^  °^<»  lovTnlyfc.- 
said^aJ^gS:t'"  ^'°*'"  »°  °'<*  *«d  »^«  boots  so  ugly  ?  " 
de|jlratd7  ''  """^  ^e  as  poor  as  we  are."  said  Delia 

]  Why  is  he  the  son  of  a  bookseller  ? "  «aM  t«» 
Yes.  why  is  he  the  son  ofa  bSkLller?'  i^"'.  a 
one  and  all  in  breathless  chorul  '^^^'''  '     ^^^manded 

peha  summoned  every  spark  of  her  coura 'p 

,^  i^iia  1      they  cned  aghast. 

hel/m';  ?e°eVnSr  ifl    n^fmy  ^i^l^  ^i^j?^'  ^  ^L^ot 

rude  to  him  at  luncheon  "^dJhen  he  had  eon.'  .h""  ''"?' 
of  hmi  cruelly."  ^  ^°"e  ^"e  spoke 

;;  Delia,"  they  shouted.  "  what  are  you  saymg  ?  " 

Emma  speak  of  him  the  other  day  ?    L„  Z,  ?  d™' 
KtX-'.li^.  f.^-  -  "- "-^  "  w»  o/h'SZ 

jaidto^nT.in^^'-oTfhSV.'L'^?.^'^"  "'  ?•" 

"fs  r.''?  "^ »» A^rES  Sid?"'"  •"  ♦*« 

I  shaU  hate  yoa.  Joan,  if  j™  talli  of  him  lilc.  thai  - 
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said  Delia  wildly ;  she  was  losing  the  hold  she  had  kept 
on  herself  all  through.  "  I  shall  hate  everybody ;  I  shall 
even  hate  father  if  he  talks  Uke  that  about  him.  I  shall,  I 
shall !     It  is  cruel,  it  is  unjust !  " 

She  got  up,  cast  down  her  book,  threw  herself  upon  the 
sofa,  buried  her  head  in  its  dilapidated  cushions,  and  burst 
into  a  flood  of  tears.  Her  sisters  were  amazed.  None 
of  them  were  given  to  manifestations  of  that  kind.  They 
formed  no  part  of  their  Spartan  tenets.  And  the  cause 
of  it  was  as  inexplicable  as  such  a  behaviour  was  unpre- 
cedented. There  was  not  a  word  in  all  they  had  said  they 
did  not  mean,  which  was  not  perfectly  true.  They  could 
not  possibly  have  offended  her.  True,  she  might  choose 
to  consider  they  had  done  so.  On  thinking  it  over  they 
could  only  arrive  at  the  conclusion  that  she  suffered  from 
a  sense  of  injury,  which  it  was  impossible  to  wreak  on 
the  person  who  was  responsible  for  it ;  but  now  having 
found  a  pretext  in  an  imagined  grievance,  she  was  able 
by  proxy  to  visit  her  wrongs  on  them. 

This  was  the  only  view  of  her  unheard-of  conduct  to 
which  they  could  subscribe.  They  were  really  sorry  for 
her.  Truly  it  was  hard,  poor  little  kid  !  that  she  should 
be  condemned  to  spend  her  mornings  'n  that  miserable 
way  when  she  wotild  so  dearly  love  to  be  out  hunting  like 
themselves  with  their  father  and  their  Uncle  Charles. 
But,  after  all,  things  were  not  so  black  as  they  seemed. 
They  had  had  it  from  their  mother  that  this  horrid  man 
was  only  coming  out  three  times  a  week.  Might  it  not 
be  arranged  that  he  should  come  on  those  daj^  when  the 
hounds  did  not  meet  ?  They  gave  their  terribly  distressed 
youngest  sister  the  comfort  of  this  suggestion. 

"  It  might  even  be  arranged  that  one  of  the  days  should 
be  Sunday,"  suggested  Philippa,  the  weighty  and  the 
practical. 

Strangely  enough,  however,  their  earnest  attempts  at 
consolation  had  no  effect  on  Delia's  passionate  grief. 
Never  in  their  lives  had  they  seen  any  one  weep  so  bitterly. 
From  the  manner  of  her  distress  they  might  have  inflicted 
an  injury  upon  her  that  hurt  her  cruelly,  instead  of  one 
which,  if  it  had  an  existence  at  all,  could  only  be  in  her 
young  imagination.    But  they  were  simple  creatures,  who 
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the  tutor  had  perhaps  been  intended  tS  teaS^her  a  iTttle 

^r:  rf^!^r ^xio^ 'L'-X'-iZ 

occasion  for  them  all,  begged  her  pardon  gravelv  Had 
they  only  known  they  would  certainly  not  K  breathed 
a  word  against  her  tutor  in  badinage  or  oSseNof 

Se^tTToin  wis'^^''°"^^l  '*  likely  °thatThewodd 
resent  It.    Joan  was  good  enough  to  add  that  she  thoi.pli* 

nnf^-?w'^!,^^°"'  °^  ^''  t°  «ti<=k  up  for  hU  like  t^il 
notwithstanding  what  her  real  private  feeling^  must  ^  • 
that  it  was  plucky  of  her,  and  that  she  was  a  brick  Su^h 
a  fine  amende  from  Joan,  who  was  ever  foremost  k  snub Wn J 

ori'JTnS'  ''  ""1  ^^°  ^^.''  propounded  the  brUl  ant  an| 
original  conundrum:    "Why  is  Delia  hke  a  chair  ? 
Because  it  is  her  nature  to  be  sat  upon  '^they  t?^  wll 
a  lordly  compensation  for  her  fancied  wiongs.^ 

fn  .«      1^  u^y  ''cu''^  '^y  °^  ^°'  however,  had  the  power 
to  console  her.    She  still  buried  her  face  in  theCa 
cushions  while  the  sobs  were  shaken  out  of  her     The 
Bu  ThU^'^  had  mnocently  provoked  distresid  them  tJi 
But  they  could  find  no  remedy  for  it ;    they  sDokTki^* 
words  to  her.  spoke  kind  words  abou    her?a^Kamed 
hemselves  in  vain.    More  and  more  were  th7y  pSd 
for  they  could  gam  no  clue  to  this  extraordinary  exEion 
of  her  grief.    And  when  at  last  reluctantly  the^left  he? 
still  surrendered  to  her  woe,  and  went  to  doff  their  rMin^! 
habite  and  to  dress  for  dinner,  their  minds  wer^L  S 
dreadfully  over   this  painful   problem.    And   well   thiv 
might  be,  since  Delia  was  as  greatly  p,izzled  traccount 
for^her  own  urational  behaviou'r  as  IL  her  sisterrthem 
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Maud  Wayling 

DURING  dinner  that  evening  their  mother  made  an 
announcement.  Miss  Wayling  was  coming  to  stay  with 
them  during  the  time  that  Billy  was  home  on  leave.  She 
was  expected  to  arrive  on  the  following  morning,  and  Billy 
was  to  come  from  Windsor  in  the  evening.  That  was  a 
more  generally  cheerful  meal  than  they  had  known  for 
a  long  time.  Everybody  seemed  happy,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  Delia.  She,  it  was  true,  was  pre-occupied  and 
looked  rather  sad,  and  her  eyes  were  red.  But  she  could 
scarcely  be  said  to  be  a  chief  factor  of  their  dinner-table 
intercourse.  Her  unhappiness  hardly  counted,  when 
against  it  could  be  set  the  shining  looks  of  their  father. 
To-night  the  weight  of  care  they  had  begun  to  discern 
upon  him  lately  was  no  longer  to  be  seen.  They  had  his 
frank  jovial  laugh  in  their  ears,— to  his  daughters  "there  was 
no  music  like  it ;  he  took  a  new  interest  in  the  things 
around  him  ;  he  discussed  the  doings  of  the  day,  compared 
notes  with  them  thereupon,  and  twice  he  made  a  joke. 
Their  mother,  too,  was  wonderfully  smiling  and  serene. 
True,  she  invariably  was,  but  to-night  it  did  seem  as  if  her 
demeanour  was  not  an  effort  of  the  will ;  it  was  as  though 
her  heart  co-operated  with  her  mind  in  the  deternunation 
to  be  cheerful.  Even  she,  the  most  resxained  and  self- 
controlled  of  women,  seemed  a  little  flushed  by  the  pros- 
pective coming  of  Miss  Wayling. 

The  girls  themselves  were  inclined  to  hi  a  httle  excited 
by  it.  In  a  vague  way  they  had  come  to  understand 
that  Miss  Wayling  was  a  sort  of  fairy  godmother  at  the 
touch  of  whose  magic  wand  the  precarious  fortunes  of 
them  all  might  in  a  sense  be  resuscitateri.    It  was  settled 
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that  she  was  to  marry  Billy  very  soon  ;  and  somehow  it 
was  expected  of  her  that  she  would  make  their  father  and 
mother  happier,  and  thereby  indirectly  make  them  happier 
too.  AU  the  same  they  were  not  sure  they  would  be  able 
to  love  her  just  at  first.  At  present  they  were  disposed 
to  be  a  httle  m  awe  of  on.^  in  whom  such  splendid  super- 
numan  attnbutes  were  invested. 

Joan  was  the  only  ono  of  them  who  had  seen  her.  That 
was  at  a  dance  m  London  during  the  season  in  which  Joan 
came  out.  There,  Iroking  from  a  distance  at  the  superb 
Miss  Wayhng.  she  r.ppeared  to  be  dazzUng  in  her  l>eautv 

I'imlHTi  i/.'^'^'^iP'T'^.''*"^'  J°*"  *h°"gJ^t'  «nd  she 
seemed  to  hold  herself  aloof.    But  all  present  considered 

f.M.^^f,,^^1?^y  *^«  '"ost  beautiful  woman  in  the  room. 

Miss  Wayhng  makes  everybody  else  look  second-rate  " 
if  JIh  .  Z^'^'^i  ""^.  old  woman  saying.    All  the  men 
seemed  to  think  so  too,  for  wherever  she  went  they  followed. 
A  throng  of  them  were  constantly  coming  up  to  ask  to  be 
allowed  'o  dance  with  her,  or  to  sit  out  with  her,  or  to 
get  an   ce  for  her,  or  to  take  her  to  supper— men  of  all 
ages,  ranging  from  little  Mr.  Tommy  De  Lacey-Smith 
the    wisest    of    subalterns   with    nicely    brushed    hair' 
to   Lord   Samt    Ives,  the  patient  young  man  with  the 
w  eary  expression  ;   men  of  every  size  and  hue,  of  every 
grade  of  the  peerage,  with  a  goodly  sjirinkling  of  bald,  and 
in  many  cases  obese,  but  singularly  upright  and  weU 
preserved  majors  and  colonels  on  retired  pay.    And  it 
was  a  strange  fact  that  perhaps  the  only  man  in  the  room 
on  whom  this  magnetic  influence  appeared  to  be  exerted 
m  vain  was  Billy  himself.    He  scarcely  went  near  her 
an  night ;  and  he  confided  to  Joan  on  one  a-casion  •   "  I 
see  Maud  s  en  fete  again  as  usual.   I  can't  understand  what 
all  these  chaps  see  in  her.    I  suppose  she  is  good-lookinc  in 
her  wav ;   but  it  is  not  my  way,  anyhow.    Too  stand-of! 
is  our  Miss  Maud."    Joan  had  remembered  that  speech 
word  for  word,  because  she  had  an  excellent  memory. 
And  was  It  not  strange  that  things  should  now  have  corne 
round  like  that  after  Billy  had  spoken  of  her  so  cavaUerly  ? 

Considering  all  things,  our  six  critical  ladies  began  with 
a  prejudice  against  Miss  VVayling.  No  matter  how  pleased 
their  father  and  mother  might  bo  at  the  prospect  of  her 
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coming — and  it  was  delightful  to  see  them  both  for  once 
so  unaffectedly  happy — no  matter  what  glowing  accounts 
they  gave  of  her  loveliness  of  mind,  of  person,  of  disposition, 
they  felt  instinctively  that  they  were  not  going  to  hke 
her  just  at  first.  Try  as  they  might — ^and  to  do  them 
justice,  they  tried  very  hard  indeed,  for  the  sake  of  their 
parents  and  their  brother — they  found  it  impossible  to 
eradicate  the  unfavourable  impression  she  had  already 
made  upon  Joan,  and  through  Joan  upon  them  all.  Then 
again  she  had  the  entire  approval  of  Aunt  Emma.  No  more 
damning  fact  could  have  been  urged  against  her.  It  was 
enough  in  itself  in  their  eyes  to  condemn  an  angel  from 
heaven. 

The  next  morning,  about  twelve  o'clock,  dear  old 
Reynolds  the  coachman — dear  old  Reynolds,  whose  face 
was  hke  a  pudding,  just  as  dear  old  Porson's  was  Uke  a 
frog's  ! — brought  the  hideous  fat  ramshackle  old  omnibus 
up  to  the  front  door  in  his  most  stately  manner.  He  had 
on  his  best  blue  Uvery,  carefully  preserved  through  many 
summers  and  winters,  with  the  silver  buttons  on  it  shining 
in  the  February  sun  like  veritable  Koh-i-noors ;  and  the 
old  cockade  to  his  hat,  perfectly  solemn  and  majestic  it 
was  so  upright  and  full  of  self-esteem.  Wilkins  the  foot- 
man, who  shared  the  box,  was  a  worthy  companion  for 
him,  so  completely  did  he  app>ear  to  be  possessed  by  a  sense 
of  the  occasion.  The  splendid  high-bred  airs  they  wore 
so  easily,  without  seeming  for  a  moment  to  be  aware  that 
they  had  them  on,  had  been  the  envy  for  at  least  two 
generations  of  the  servants  of  all  the  other  aristocratic 
families  of  the  county.  The  mien  of  these  two  elderly 
custodians  of  the  dignity  of  the  house  of  Broke  was 
perfection  if  anything  human  ever  was.  It  was  to  the 
manner  bom.  If  aught  could  have  embellished  the 
wretched  old  vehicle  of  which  they  had  the  charge  surely 
their  demeanour  would  have  done  it.  Weak  the  flesh  of 
this  ancient  family  might  be,  but  the  spirit  was  still  in- 
ordinately wiUing.  Elderly,  gout-ridden  Wilkins  per- 
formed something  of  the  nature  of  an  acrobatic  feat  by 
the  agility  with  which  he  got  down  from  the  box-seat  to 
the  door  of  the  omnibus. 

Our  critical  ladies  were  the  witnesses  of  these  proceedings 
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wedged  before  the  c^emen?  S'e  sf  ^-S  ""^'^  ^°^'"'  ^^''^ 
out  of  the  door  of  a  Snel     T?f.      ^  ^"PP'"  P^P'^g 

speak,  but  gazed  ?ntensdy"''ThJre1^e"e"ix'Sirri'''  *° 
feminine  eyes  for  evervthine     pfi«  ^?  !     P^"^^  °^  ^^^er 
the  roof  of  the  'bus  •  ^S"  hf.  t  ?  ^"^P^re  were  on 
most    aUuring-IookinV  c?S  J^^h.     f  f  n'?^skets ;    and 
conceivable  shap^  and  siz?    sich  .  H-^'f*^''".^^  ^^^H' 
belongings  struck  the  first  note  of  awe     ?h^  °^  P"'^^"^ 
be  two  occupants  of  the  'bus     t1         J^^l^  ^^^'^^  *o 
from  it  was  not  at  all  dScn    k  J""^  *^^*  '^^^  ^n^^rged 
sight  of  her  filfed  them  Ixth  Xf sen.l"nf  r  "'"^"'^^  '   ^^e 
Of  course  ;  how  stu^dT  it  was Tr  m^iH  ^^??PP°'"*"^«"t. 
have  known  that  such  a  nnwLc  L        '    ^^^^  °"eht  to 
ix^sibly  come  without  he?  mj?  "^  "  "''*"^  '^^"^^  "°t 

reSkrbkS?arr"sVtuS  l^'l""^'  '  '''"^^'^  °^  --«  ve,^ 
wore  then  privSd  to^l\^  ]7^^  remarkable  hat.    They 

was  lined  and  tSed^^th  einic''"^7"\"^-'^°*'^'  ^^ch 
could  see  nothing  o?tLTersZnT'"^'^^l"l^^^^  T^«y 
exceptionally  tall  and  ?nm^^.,  .  ^  T^P*  ^^^^  ^he  was 
She  Carried  L  htdTn  theTr  fofti''"S"'i'°  ^  P^^' 
as  you  would  expect  a  veritaWe  Dnn^l  7  *^°"^^*'  ^"'*« 

and  beautiful  Sre  "'°*'°'''  *!"'*«  s*'  graceful 

ofwoS^c^oL^Tw^^^^^ 

fie^tdtnt^nlrt  S^^  -^" 

and  cloak  in  her  hand  as  sh^  1^'^.^'"^  f  ^^l""^^  ^^^  '^^'^^ 
it  had  been  rain'nVJecentW  .^H  f^  *°  '"*^,'  *^"  house-for 

^rnte 'h:s  r^^^^^^^^^^  ^''  ^'"~'"'' 

IT^eSr*  moth  A  hVhTont*'  ""  ^--'"°*^°"  °^  -J-me. 
the  unlading  and  ent  V  of  T^^^^  '"^'^  *^«  «°""ds  of 
through  the  ojin  d.S-  o^f  thlv  """^^''^^s  boxes.  And 
the  dieper  tSs  oMhJr  f  /h°'^.  '"^"^  *^^y  *=°"ld  hear 
^nute  Te  J^tLrl  foTu^^n  them.  ''^*'^"  *'^  "^^^ 
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"Come  along,  girls,"  he  said,  entering  their  domain. 
"  No  hanging  back ;  come  and  give  Miss  Wayling  a 
welcome." 

He  ushered  the  six  of  them  into  the  hall  proudly  and 
gravely.  Whenever  he  presented  them  to  a  stranger  he 
could  never  dissemble  the  pride  of  possession  they  provoked 
in  him.  It  was  unspoken ;  but  it  was  always  so  unmis- 
takable in  his  manner  that  people  were  sometimes  apt  to 
be  amused  by  it.  If  they  had  been  six  of  the  greatest 
beauties,  his  sense  of  ownership  could  not  have  been  keener. 

Joan  was  first  presented  to  Miss  Wayling,  and  then 
Plulippa,  and  then  the  others  in  the  order  of  their  first 
appearance  in  the  world.  Precedence  was  a  point  on  which 
they  were  very  nice.  It  would  have  been  unpardonable 
had  one  of  them  ventured  to  stand  forward  out  of  the  turn 
ordained  by  the  date  of  her  birth.  Miss  Wayling  and  our 
six  ladies  of  the  house  of  Broke  eyed  one  another  and  shook 
hands  gravely.  In  a  moment  BUly's  sisters  had  all  agreed 
that  never  had  they  seen  any  one  quite  so  beautiful  as 
Miss  Wayling.  And  in  the  same  instant  of  time  they  had 
all  learned  to  be  a  little  afraid  of  her. 

There  is  an  air  of  reticence,  of  mystery,  about  great 
beauty,  as  though  the  possessor  of  it  dwells  on  a  plane 
remote  from  the  conunon  earth,  and  inhales  with  her 
divinely  sensitive  nostrils  an  ether  rarer  and  purer  than 
our  own.  No  sooner  had  she  turned  her  great  grey  eyes 
on  her  new  friends  with  a  steady  penetrating  gaze,  whicii 
in  another  might  have  amounted  to  no  more  than  a  certain 
candour  of  contemplation,  than  they  shrank  a  little  from 
them,  and  felt  themselves  to  be  justified  already  of  their 
prepossession. 

When  presently  they  sat  down  together  at  the  luncheon- 
table,  and  Miss  Wayling  had  removed  her  travelling-cloak, 
they  recognized  with  the  perfect  candour  of  their  honest 
characters  that  her  loveliness  was  even  greater  than  they 
had  suspected  it  to  be  at  first.  She  was  built  as  nobly  as 
a  goddess ;  divinely  tall  of  person,  her  chest  and  shoulders 
had  the  magnificent  ampUtude  of  some  Grecian  deity; 
her  shape  was  a  miracle  of  curve ;  the  poise  of  her  head 
was  splendid  and  patrician ;  her  complexion  shone  with 
a  palhd  brilliancy  which  gave  her  the  cold  marble  look  of 
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a  piece  of  sculpture  that  their  Aunf  F«,r«,  u  j  •    • 
on  ;   and  her  wonderful  grev  eves  wL  S,    •  ^^'^  '"*''*^^ 
lal^s^brooding  in  the  hefrTofTdaTfol^^^t  "S^:^ 

usual  unflagrinetaciSfirPi  conversation  with  her 

that  it  hadTu?n'ed"ouf  S 1^^^^^^^^ 
raining  when  she  left  LoiSon  and  fhJf    k  ^^''""^^  '*  ^^ 
was  to  arrive  that  evelJne  in  ttml  <:    l,'*'^  "^^  ^'^^  B>"y 
scarcely  a  word     No  3pi?  ^^^  '^""^'■'  ^^e  uttered 

much/and  SLelunch^^o^  T"'""'*  *°  '"*"'"««*  ^^^  very 
which  they  to^k  To  mSnthatT.  ^'^''k'^"  T"^^  ^  'o°k 
by  the  prSceediuK     It  w.c  1^^  was  being  bored  a  little 

witched"  herSmpaV  theTr  mS^^^^^^^^^  T  *'^^ 
room.  HerwayofdLgitwalre?nvfh«  l^^  drawmg- 
and  the  lofty  manner  in  «,h^!^u^*^^.  P°^*'"y°^  "motion, 
exquisite  he^d  s^^k  them  as  ot  of?!?^  '^'1  5^^^^"^ 
and  patrician  things  in  hTma„  nature  *''  "°^'  *^^^^ 

creattr^ThUtTt  I'tti^^fS^'  ^^^^  '^  *^^  -gal 
presumptionrthe  queSi^^n^  "r!*""'^  '"*°  ^"  *<^t  <>* 
persons^efore  etfqulue  peTmhs  the„,T"^  to  h^^bler 
For  precisely  the  same  L?^!^*!:      u  ?  *°  ^P^^"^  to  her. 

Wanvthing  that  couW  S  t^  ^^^  ?''"^""y  -^^^i"«d 
advances  It  might  be  tlk^  interpreted  as  overtures  or 
impertinence  ;  Xtever  thev  cS  th/'*  ^^^^^^^^dness  or 
the  risk  of  a  snub;   neverXSlt^r'*^^ 

found  themselves  to  be  so  s^n^tive  Th.tTiS'^^  ^^^  J^^^ 
exquisite  face  would  havP  Si       ■^hat  cold,  immaculate, 

fel?  that  if  in  any  way?  howeve'  S^th'^^'^''^'-  ^^^^ 
or  fail  to  reciprocate  theS^f  fK?  '*f^^  ""^^^  *°  ^  ect 
ness,  they  woSl?not  ki  abS  to  rl  ''  ^"'.'"P*"  ^*  ^"^"^11- 
it  would  cause     Let  her  on  v   'T^'  °^  *^"  humiliation 

the  subject  o7he"TS>^    '^      ""'"^  ""°  "  ^'"!««'5'  <" 
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"  She  is  like  a  beautifiil  picture,"  said  their  youngest 
sister  in  a  hushed  voice.  "  I  think  I  should  have  to  break 
into  tears  if  I  looked  very  long  at  her  face.  I  did  not  know 
that  there  were  any  real  live  women  of  flesh  and  blood 
who  are  as  beautiful  as  that.  I  have  often  wondered 
why  great  poets  fell  in  love  with  women,  but  I  think  1 
know  now.  She  is  just  hke  some  beautiful  picture  that 
has  come  out  of  its  canvas  and  learned  how  to  breathe. 
But  the  colour;-,  in  her  face  and  hair  and  the  lights  in  the 
curves  of  her  neck  make  you  feel  that  the  artist  was 
divine  who  painted  her.  Oh,  how  beautiful,  how  very 
beautiful  she  is  1 " 

Tacitly,  they  all  agreed  with  Deha.  She  was  almost  too 
beautiful ;  and  her  clothes  were  very  beautiful  too.  No 
wonder  that  the  world  vied  with  itself  in  flattering  and 
courting  her.  But  they  did  wonder  that  one  so  supremely 
fortunate  in  her  circumstances  was  not  more  gay.  You 
wooki  have  thought  that  such  a  favourite  of  nature  would 
be  always  laughing  and  singing  for  very  joy  and  lightness 
of  heart ;  but  no,  she  seemed  not  happy  at  all,  and  barely 
content  with  her  lot.  Not  once  had  they  seen  her  smile, 
whilst  she  did  not  seem  to  extend  an  interest  to  anything. 

A  Uttle  later  in  the  afternoon  Uncle  Charles  and  Aunt 
Emma  called  and  took  a  cup  of  tea.  It  was  highly  unusual 
that  they  should  arrive  together,  but  their  conomon  interest 
in  the  momentous  e\'ent  was  doubtless  the  reason.  There 
could  be  no  more  emphatic  sign  of  its  significjince  than  that 
the  lion  and  the  domestic  lamb  should  be  lying  dovm  to- 
gether. Their  Uncle  Charles  generally  went  to  o^er  places 
on  compulsion,  but  he  came  over  nearly  every  day  from 
Hipsley,  when  he  was  at  home,  to  have  a  few  words  with 
their  father  and  mother,  and  to  see  his  nieces.  He  said 
they  were  such  plain,  sensible  people  that  they  suited  him, 
although,  to  be  "sure,  he  said  their  father's  whisky  was  the 
worst  he  had  ever  tasted  in  his  Ufe,  and  that  his  soda  water 
was  worthy  of  it.  He  could  unfold  his  sorrows  to  them, 
however,  and  be  quite  sure  of  their  sympathy,  even  if  it 
was  not  expressed.  Besides,  he  took  an  interest  in  them 
for  themselves,  the  more  particularly  now  that  their 
affairs  were  reaching  such  an  acute  stage.  Uncle  Charks 
came  willingly  to  "  see  the  filly." 
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di^y  §S"a„d1ri2i<SrtVS'^w  ^^  '^  "traor. 
wondefful  how  Wnd^nL..;  **«»  ^as'ling.  and  it  was 

chose;   st^tl St^vJ^^\±^^^^    ^  ^»»««^ 
comments  upon  and  aS  hf?  '»^«ed;  made  flattering 
talked  with  h«  yoke  at  its  hi^h.L  ^'^^u^l  *°  "'^  shI 
travel  and  I^ndors^tv^5f?£^^^*>°!l*  b«>k»  and 
person  and  that  and  hST.L'  k^    u     ^'^"^  ^ow  this 
vjth  a  cond^;n3u.g^l^^;^,^;i?^^ 
observed  in  that  pSIgon  if  "iteSt  w  ^  Hi  "«^«- 
even  kind  enough  to  mv  <Sat  wh!S^  ^*«*-    ^'''^  ^»« 
bored  to  distraction  in  W  DrtLj?!S«?*'"  *^*"^  ^^^^e 
gency  that  was  ineW?a'le  aiT^  worrn??'"*'  *  ^ *'"■ 
must  come  over  to  Hipsley^^/s^rdVia^Tr  Jll^o^iJ,^ 

ni^4"!irS'7tlrdS''C^*^%^'^^^-^y.  "My 

creatures  in  England  No  SllW?  """^^  unprepossessing 
They  are  hor^Hnd  I  ^e^^'  ""Z^^T  «°  intellect  f 
noticed  m  a  woiLi  that  ^Vtl\  ^^  ^^:  y°''  ^^ve 
euphemism  for  the  commonoE  ^^f^^  »  ^  Polite 
unfortunate  mother  has  foiinSfr^-  ^  wonder  their 
in  procuring  husbSdslo  Xm  ThT^'''*^'^  ^^'^t^^ 
anything  eJcept  stables  IndlSnnJ^^  ^/^°*  ^^^  *bo"t 
anythini  but  sit  in  a  iddU  »nH  n^""*  ^^^^  <=^ot  do 
not  advL  you  to  t^rf^fh^  walk  puppies.    I  would 

they  will  gi/e  you^a  S'tast  o?  youT^'x  {W^  ^'^."^  ^ 
of  course,  I  had  forffotf#.n  +  w  ^  ^'  ^  ^™  s'n^e-  But, 
evening,  flfs  prSce  sh  JS^  7.?'^^'"^  ^j  '^^S  this 
although  I  muftSLl°%™^^;^^«nd^  for  theirs, 
commonplace  young  man  ''  '    °°'  •*  *  ^^ry 

bi?  M^d  w":M' *'^,'t<"V  ,-'".„„  to  their 

«edi,igs  almost  for  thf  tot  «m.  <:l"''"'="  "  "»  P™" 
«  Aunt  Emma,  Md  a  S  ,^^  She  opened  her  eyes 
pallor  of  her  cheeta  "*'  °'  "'''""  motUed  the 

^.Ulned.    Mau?,^THnX-f,'J'„£^^rrhl;j 
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the  second  time,  perhaps  a  little  more  palpably  than  the 
first.    She  asked  permission  to  read  the  telegram  herself. 

"  Why,"  she  said,  "  it  was  handed  in  in  Piccadilly.  He 
is  not  detained  at  Windsor  then." 

The  flush  deepened. 

Dinner  was  a  very  dull  affair.  A  reaction  from  his  late 
good  spirits  seemed  to  have  come  upon  their  father,  and 
even  their  mother  had  not  her  former  gaiety.  Maud 
W  ayling  scarcely  spoke  a  word.  It  was  a  relief  to  the  fi;irls 
when  the  rather  miserable  function  was  at  an  end.  They 
had  looked  forward  to  that  evening's  meal  with  feeUngs 
so  different.  It  was  to  have  been  hallowed  by  the  presence 
of  the  joyous  brother  whom  they  loved  so  well.  They 
could  have  wept  for  disappointment ;  the  weary  entertain- 
ment fell  the*  flatter  for  anticipations  that  were  unfulfilled. 
For  once  even  their  appetites  seemed  to  feel  it,  and  did 
not  crave  for  a  second  helping  of  their  favourite  cabinet 
pudding.  And  more  than  ever  were  they  convinced  that 
they  did  not  hke  Maud  Wayling.  Her  silence  made  them 
uncomfortable  and  apt  to  be  self-conscious  ;  they  thought 
she  held  them  aloof ;  hers  seemed  a  proud  and  self-con- 
tained sort  of  iiature. 

The  next  morning  hounds  met  as  usual.  Courtesy 
required  that  they  should  ask  Miss  Wayling  if  she  hunted, 
and  as  she  had  brought  no  horses  of  her  own  they  must 
be  prepared  to  mount  her  with  their  own  scanty  stable. 
They  fervently  hoped  that  she  did  not  hunt,  not  for  that 
rather  sordid  reason  alone,  but  because  they  would  have  to 
look  after  her,  and  pilot  her  across  a  strange  country.  It 
was  with  relief  that  they  heard  her  make  the  statement 
that  she  did  not  care  for  hunting.  They  quite  expected 
she  would  choose  not  to  go  with  them,  but  it  was  comforting 
to  have  the  official  confiimation  of  that  prophecy. 

Billy  did  not  come  that  day,  nor  the  day  after,  nor  yet 
for  many  days.  His  absence  was  inexplicable.  His  mother 
wrote  to  hinn  twice  ;  once  to  his  quarters  at  Windsor,  and 
once  to  his  club  in  London.  She  did  not  receive  an  answer 
to  either  of  her  letters.  It  was  the  strangest  thing !  No 
one  could  conceive  what  had  happened  to  him.  A  fortnight 
had  passed  since  his  leave  had  begun  ;  he  knew  that  Miss 
Wayling  was  staying  at  Covenden,  and  he  had  certainly 
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was  a  mystery.  ""*  ^'^  ™^*  ''"•    His  absence 

waf o"r'aS?\rt:  ;.;7eSLT  *'^-  '"-^-'  - 

by  whom  she  was  suirounded  it  w!.^  ?""""?.''  observers 
It  in  her  impercipient  fSn  %Z^  ^l^"]  ^^^^  «»»«  '«'* 
that  were  possible  ;  but  theLshthe^^^^^^^^  ^"^  ^'^  " 
or  twice  to  surpri^  in  her  far.  1  ^  ^/'^  managed  once 
every  time  it  appeared  and  th.^. '"!''/"  «'"°^  ^e^P^r 
appeared  so  often  that  ?hev  fc^Kf *  '^  ^^y**  '*  had 
permanent.  ^^ey  thought  it  was  becoming 

thi"aff^r.  TpIrT^aK'/>l^"*'°"  had  been  caUed  to 
society    nen^p^aiT  ^L   cJSr''"'"i"J^^  '"  *he  London 
Parkshire  Report^ %  which  f±'"   ^'^^^"iiser  and    the 
Miss  Wayling   hSress  Jn^      .  "T."/  "^^^  contained  that 
Wayling,^Esq..  o    CaJow   cUK'^'^^  °^  *^^  '^^«  Charle 
W.  E.  Broke?  of    he  Cal  Ho^.!i°?'  ^^  *°  '"arry  Mr. 
was  the  more  interesting  i?th^     ^^'^-    '^^e  rumour 
Miss  Wayhng  waweputd'o  be '^n^e'^^Ptr"'  "f?"^ 
and  was  incontestabJ     one  nf  thf        f  u     *he  wealthiest 
of  many  seasons,  wh      Mr  Rrl  T?  ^^"*'^"J  heiresses 
first  cointy  fam  iSs  ,n  En^f/nH^  ''"i^"^''^  *°  °"«  of  the 
and  highly V,.ull;Vure^?f'^^^^^^^^     --  a  well  known 

^^o^'^?TL'Sto:^-:Z^^''^T  ^  !f' ^l^  ^^"^  hy 
remarked  upon  it  toherneShK  '^i'^y  bosket  had 

they  in  turn  d.lige.th  Smar^  '  ^"^  acquaintances ; 
Bosket  commentid  on  itSvH"P°"  '*  'Z  theirs.  Lord 
so  forthright  and  ingeni^t'^thatnTS;'^/ '•''"P'^ "^^"' 
It  occur  to  him  that  hie  f^^J  ,  "^  ^"  instant  did 

He  felt  that  tl  c^^S  ^S?  w  "1'^^'  ''^  ^°'"g  harm 
was  so  precise  a  pS^Tei  of  ^  /^^'"^  ^"^  his  nephew 
was  never  weary  o?expatiatin/';,^''/'.°"5  "P°"  *hich  he 
pleasure  of  poi/ting  ti^l^rTJ^'  '°  ^'"^  himself  the 
of.the  victi^of  thit  eiraftr^ag^dy""  *°°  ""^^  ^'^  -'^ 

tremb  fngC  tt'lutJo'nh^?  '^'/^  ^*^'^^^  ^^-ol^^e  fingers 
"the coif's sh^in^      Knn^°^'*u    ^^^^^^  ^"d  everybod^ 
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know  nearly  as  much  as  their  grandmothers  now ;  com- 
pulsory  School  Boards  and  so  on  are  doin'  a  lot.  And  if  I 
had  known  as  much  twenty  years  ago  as  does  that  boy 
do  you  think  I  would  not  ha'  shied  too  ?  I'd  ha'  played 
old  Harry  before  they'd  ha'  popped  the  halter  on  me. 
There's  no  gettin'  your  head  once  they've  got  that  on. 
But  bless  you,  I  was  ignorant  then  ;  I  went  to  church  as 
dumb  as  a  dog  because  I  knew  no  better.  But  Master 
William  does,  I  give  you  my  word.  He  knows  better. 
These  young  'uns  are  so  fly  nowadays,  God  bless  you  !  that 
they  won't  even  put  their  monickers  to  a  money-lender's 
bill  without  they've  got  their  lawyers  with  'em.  But  I'm 
not  goin'  to  blame  the  feller.  I  should  ha'  done  the  same 
if  at  his  age  I'd  known  as  much." 

The  matter  was  becoming  awkward  indeed.  Miss  Way- 
ling  still  preserved  her  unfailing  reticence  even  to  Mrs. 
Broke,  but  the  persons  around  her  were  inclined  to  suspect 
that  she  felt  it  painfully.  But  even  the  Misses  Broke, 
those  inexorable  critics,  were  fain  to  admit  that  she  bore 
it  well.  Their  dignity  almost  allowed  them  to  be  sorry  for 
her  privately,  She  had  been  a  fortnight  in  their  house 
already,  but  there  was  no  likelihood  of  their  becoming  her 
friends.  She  could  not  be  said  to  enjoy  a  whit  more  of 
their  confidence  or  companionship  than  on  the  day  of 
her  arrival.  All  the  same  these  aloof  yoimg  people  could 
discern  that  in  her  cold  proud  way  she  thought  a  lot  of 
their  brother.  That  fact,  at  least,  had  to  be  counted  to 
her  for  righteousness.  And  they  even  went  the  length, 
such  an  instinct  they  had  for  justice,  of  half-admitting 
that  if  by  any  chance  it  was  possible  for  that  hero  not  to 
act  with  absolute  credit  to  himself,  here  was  the  occasion 
on  which  he  was  engaged  in  so  doing.  Those  were  sore 
days  for  their  mother,  but  they  could  not  refrain  fiom 
admiring  the  resolution  that  was  hers.  To  everybody  she 
wore  the  same  indomitable  smiUng  exterior.  Their  father, 
poor  man,  had  no  such  arts  as  these  for  his  protection. 
He  was  angry  and  astonished  and  hurt ;  and  anybody 
who  wished  to  know  how  much  so  had  only  to  look  into 
his  face  to  see  for  themselves. 

At  last,  when  his  friends  had  been  made  so  thoroughly 
uncomfortable  that  his  father  had  vowed  that  it  must  be 
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to  arrive  at^^dS  It!  ">'ormat,oii  that  he  propoMd 

He  would  reS  cSstty'Sl^f^ffry^y- 
one  he  had  been  nrPVAnfl!*  *  seven  o  clock  train,  the 

he  regrett^'^^tTe  wodd  Z'  "^"^'^^  ^^  ^^^°^« '  ^"t 

fellow.  wUlJd  he^ean  by "  ?  ''1^,''  °"*  ^7*^  *^« 
was  monstrous,  and  woSd  n7mor«  ^^^^YJ^"''  h^e  that 
by  his  parents  in  him  than  h«      ^^u  ^'^''®  ^"  tolerated 

^^  a  dispJ.l^^rorjL'^SSIWg'S^^l 
"  It  may  not  be  his  fault,"  she  said     "  t  ,^ 

unpSd^^  ^  °°'  ^'^  ^^°^  *h«°  ?  "said  their  father. 

pe^SrudXlSg'"""^^"^^"^^^-->">''<i-e^^^ 

"  I  amis  T^iTASll^Z^'^f'"  "^'^  *^«'^  «-ther. 
not  mentionX  suw|?t  to  hf '  ^^"?'  ^  ^°P«  yo'^  ^ 
opportunity  of  liS^l  In   ™i""*'^.  '^^  ^^  t^ken  the 
As  usu^i  thii^^^  ^  ^  explanation  privatdv  " 

Itts^Snvariab^^^^^^^^^ 

That  was  the  fiLt  mom.^/  "^"l''  °^  a  political  kind, 
betrayed  any  s^swhat^Tr^J  '•''•  "^^'"^  **^d  Wayling 
critJ    l^'y^rnofs^^fhaTT^^'LT^t?^''^^ 

f-mthinki'llg.telSbl^V^^fSr^^^^^^ 

deserve  to  be  stuck  ud  for  anH  ThV* V^'  ^**  ^®  ""^^t  not 

of  her  to  defend  1^^  Airnv^atetrr*J^"y^^"'^™'« 
"i«.    At  any  rate,  they  had  not  expected 
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her  to  do  it.  So  susceptible  were  they  to  anything  that 
could  be  construed  into  a  display  of  what  they  regarded  as 
good  sportsmanship,  that  for  the  moment  they  felt  inclined 
to  inquire  a  little  more  closely  into  the  raliier  harsh 
judgment  they  had  allowed  themselves  to  form  of  her. 
After  aU,  if  at  a  time  when  she  must  be  hurt  by  Billy's 
behaviour  she  could  sti'-k  up  for  him,  whether  he  deserved 
to  be  stuck  up  for  or  not,  she  might  have  her  own  private 
code  of  the  rules  of  the  game  as  well  as  they  had.  It  was 
not  outside  the  bounds  of  possibility  that  in  her  own  peculiar 
way  she  might  be  capable  of  being  a  bit  of  a  brick,  just  like 
anybody  else. 

The  following  day,  upon  which  this  prince  among  man- 
kind was  to  arrive  at  last,  actually  and  irrevocably,  and 
in  his  own  radiant  person,  could  not  help  dedicating  itself 
to  a  little  flutter  and  excitement.  That  was  a  superbly 
regulated  household,  ordered  with  vigilant  care  and  a  fine 
tradition  of  propriety  in  all  things,  but  even  it  could  not 
remain  impervious  to  the  coming  of  the  young  prince. 
There  must  always  be  the  red  carpet  for  royalty ;  and 
although  you  need  not  take  the  trouble  to  walk  as  far  as 
the  haberdasher's  to  purchase  a  few  yards  of  it,  because 
there  are  rolls  upon  rolls  in  the  garret  which  were  used  in 
old  days  for  your  old  f;iend  Queen  Anne,  still  you  cannot 
fail  to  hear  the  sounds  of  the  hammers  at  the  moment 
they  are  laying  it  down  before  your  door.  And  although 
you  cannot  help  thinking  it  is  inconsiderate  to  make  such 
a  noise  just  as  you  are  in  the  throes  of  composing  a 
mandate  to  the  local  station-master  not  on  any  account 
*o  forget  the  awning  and  the  mounted  police,  yet  you 
are  not  quite  sure,  lover  of  repose  as  you  are,  that  on  an 
occasion  of  this  kind  you  ''^  not  actually  welcome  a  certain 
amount  of  fuss.  Even  -  .nder-servants  were  aware  that 
the  young  prince  was  coming  at  last ;  and  by  the  aid  of 
that  secret  service,  all-powerful  below  stairs,  they  knew 
that  his  coming  was  fraught  with  destiny.  International 
issues  were  at  stake.  They  went  almost  to  the  foundations 
of  that  decaying  empire,  whom  it  had  so  long  been  their 
privilege  to  serve.  Miss  WayUng,  great  heiress  and  incom- 
parably lovely  woman  as  she  was,  had  not  been  waiting 
for  Mr.  William  a  whole  fortnight  for  nothing. 
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They  waited  dinner  for  the  young  man  that  evening. 
The  gtrls  had  never  beheld  anybody  one  quarter  so  beautiful 
as  Maud  Wayling  as  she  sat  in  the  drawing-room  pretending 
to  read  while  their  mother  was  knitting  and  while  they, 
one  and  all,  awaited  the  arrival  of  Billy  with  an  anxiety 
that  was  almost  breathless.  This  evening  she  went  beyond 
even  herself.  There  was  no  disguising  the  flush  of  ex- 
pectancy in  her  cheeks ;  nor  did  she  try.  Perhaps  she 
knew  it  would  have  been  an  effort  made  in  vain,  for  there 
was  that  in  her  eyes  that  gave  her  away  just  as  effectually 
and  completely.  The  new  glamour  residing  there  and  the 
colour  in  her  face  lent  her  a  touch  of  human  warmth  and 
spirit,  far  more  appealing  than  her  more  natural  marble 
pallor.  She  was  clothed  exquisitely  but  simply ;  yet  it 
was  the  simplicity  which  came  from  Paris.  It  was  among 
their  earliest  discoveries  that  all  her  evening  gowns  had 
come  from  Paris.  Her  hair  was  done  in  such  a  manner  that 
her  maid  was  certified  to  be  an  artist.  She  came  from 
Pans  also.  They  were  too  spellbound  by  her  appearance 
to  be  sensitive  about  their  own.  In  the  presence  of  this 
majestic  splendour,  overawed  and  yet  delighted  by  it  as 
they  were,  they  could  spare  no  thoughts  for  their  own 
wretched,  tawdry  old  frocks  of  several  seasons,  and  their 
lank  hair  twisted  and  coiled  into  unwilling  order  by  no 
fingers  cunninger  than  their  own. 

This  time  Billy  came.  He  came  with  the  grace  and 
assurance  of  the  young  prince  that  he  was,  the  young 
prince  who  knows  no  law  beyond  his  own  inclination.  He 
placed  his  hands  on  his  mother's  shoulders  with  arrogant 
affection. 

"  Here  I  am,  old  Mums  !  "  he  said,  paLting  her  fearlessly. 

Rather  rotten  of  me  to  keep  dinner  like  this.  The  rotten 
tram  was  twenty  minutes  late  out  of  Paddington.  But 
you  don't  mind.  Mummy  ?    I  don't  come  to  see  you  often." 

He  then  saluted  his  father  cheerfully,  Maud  Wayling 
unconcernedly,  and  his  sisters  with  a  laugh,  a  nod,  and  a 
wave  of  the  hand  that  embraced  them  all  in  a  manrer 
that  was  the  perfection  of  the  casual  and  the  friendly. 

Without  further  preface  or  apology  from  the  yoang 
man,  they  went  in  to  dinner.  Never  wac  there  such  a 
cheery  soul.    He  overflowed  with  good  blood  and  high 
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spirits  ;  a  perfectly  (rank,  jovial,  honest  wholesome  young 
gentleman,  with  the  merriest  latigh  and  the  simniest  temper 
to  be  found  in  the  world.  From  the  moment  he  came  into  a 
room  you  could  not  help  falling  in  love  with  him.  He  was 
the  ideal  type  of  the  Englishman,  a  superb,  graceful,  agile 
animal  six  feet  high,  with  every  muscle  in  play ;  a  fair- 
haired,  fair-skinned  Saxon  Adonis,  with  a  great  heart  swell- 
ing  with  courage,  and  a  head  not  over-burdened  with  brains. 
The  very  striking  features  of  his  family,  which  could  hardly 
be  said  to  adorn  the  countenances  of  his  sisters,  were  to  him 
a  decided  embellishment.  The  admirable  large  equipoise 
and  symmetry  of  his  magnificent  physique  were  able  to 
carry  off  their  obtrusive  characteristics.  He  had  a  com- 
plexion that  any  woman  might  have  envied.  The  pink 
bloom  about  it  was  suffused  with  health,  expensive  living, 
and  exercise  in  the  open  air.  His  blond  moustache  could 
compete  with  any  in  the  service.  He  had  a  pair  of  very 
deep  blue  eyes,  large,  bold,  wide-set,  merry  and  fearless. 
It  was  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  their  possessor's  great 
claim  to  distinction  rested  on  the  fact  that  he  was  one  of 
the  most  intrepid  "  No.  3's  "  that  ever  rode  on  to  a  polo 
ground. 

To  this  amiable  tyrant  every  member  of  his  family 
bowed  down.  He  had  his  foot  on  the  necks  of  them  all. 
His  mother  relented  to  him  ;  it  was  no  secret  that  he  could 
frjist  her  roimd  his  httle  finger  when  he  chose.  His  father 
might  fulminate  against  him  in  his  absence,  even  as  he 
had  done  on  this  occasion,  but  at  heart,  as  everybody  knew, 
he  could  withstand  the  blandishments  of  BiUy  no  better 
than  anybody  else.  Who  could  withstand  his  free,  merry, 
affectionate,  light-hearted  casual  way  ?  Certainly  not 
his  sisters,  least  of  all.  They  vied  with  one  another  in  a 
proper  adoration  of  this  godlike  brother.  To  them  he 
was  always  the  one  Intimate  young  prince  who  set  the 
fashion  of  youth/ul  manho<^  d.  He  had  no  peer  in  those 
reverent  eyes. 

Everybody  tried  to  spoil  him ;  yet  it  has  to  be  confessed 
that  he  emerged  psrfectly  fresh  and  unspoilt  through  all 
the  adulation  he  received.  A  close  observer,  a  diver  below 
the  surface,  a  cjoiic,  a  person  with  a  prejudice  against 
human  natiu-e,  might  have  made  an  attempt  to  lay  a 
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sacriJegious  finger  on  a  defect  in  the  fabric  of  this  hero. 
character.  They  might  have  suggested  tLt  hT^Sf ^ 
Uttle  unthoughtful  of  others.    If  thft  char^  can  bTL 

T^  T^'a  *  ^T^  ^°«^  ^'^^  receiv^th^lLlSlaS; 
that  IS  poured  upon  him  from  every  quarter  as  his  natunS 

JleH'tf."  ""T*"-  ?!.fl'^««^«  not  only  of  word  but ^f 
deed  that  are  lavished  upon  him  by  a  dazzled  univerS 
as  so  many  acknowledgments  of  the  heredit^ex^E 
of  one  bom  t".  the  purple,  who  takes  the  crSn  of^e^J! 
tfimg  unqu^tiomnglyin  the  simple  faith  that  it  is  so^^h 
trbute  paid  by  vassals  to  their*^liege.  who,  did  hfrSS^ 
their  offenngs  would  be  humbled  indeed,  f  that  cha^ 
can  be  sustained,  it  may  be  urged  against  Billy  vrith  eS 
justice.  He  skimmed  the  cream  wherever  JwSnt  2"th 
sovereign  impartiaUty.  He  demanded  money?  i  wa5 
^1Z!T  '  ^^  ^?P^"^*^  ^*  ^  »*^^Wy  as  he  c(^d.  Tnd 
2nW^.T'-K  I*  ^  '""""^y  "°*  ^'^I^^^d  of  the  young 
prmce  that  he  shaU  stoop  to  inquire  by  what  means  hi! 
faithful  subjects  have  replenished  the  royal  coffer^very 
golden  piece  may  have  been  wrung  out  of  their  sweating 
souls  in  molten  drops  of  blood  and  tears,  but  yourl^Z 
prmce  IS  not  to  be  troubled,  offended  poUiblyfby  itS 

lantl 'J'i'^w  "^*r-    ?^"^*^  mind  the  pSching.  S 

^r^ing.  the  bhnd  devotion,  the  strenuous  Klf-deSal  of 

hese  hM  faithful  subjects.    They  have  only  to  pay  th^ 

low-drawn  cheques  over  to  his  bankers,  and  they^in  ^k^ 

It  from  him  that  they  shall  hear  no  more  about  i? 

<\^J^^  °^^'  Jl^""*'  ^'^  ^^^^^^^^  ^"•'j^ts  must  be  wary  of 
denmAng  anything  m  return.  There  were  a  few  pri^?! 
leged  thinp  they  might  crave  without  impropriety   but 

haXhatl?'^  '°°^  f,'^  ^°  "^*1"^"*  thei^lC^ifc^! 
to  ^f  rni-  ^  T^  not  likely  to  be  in  any  sense  distasteful 

to  I  frIT  r*''"^-  ^^^  y°""&  prince  is  accustomed 
to  a  free  hand  in  everything.  It  is  his  right.  And  this 
one,  nurtured  mabecoming fashion,  had  enjoyed  that  consi- 
deration aU  his  1  fe.    Even  at  Eton  he  had  been  the  m^t 

ff ±L^y  '''A^r'fl'  ^^  ^°°i^S  ^^y«  had  defers 
his  meters  and  playfeUows  with  ridi^iloii^ease.  It  had 
En'rL  V  ^""P'«st  thing  in  the  world  for  him"  to  steal  what 

huThi^  ^'^  ^""'"^  *°'  ^^  ^  companions,  without 
lus  charm  of  manner,  were  not  permitted  to  look  over  the 
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hedge  of  the  field  in  which  that  particular  quadruped 
waggled  its  tail.  Whatever  he  desired  did  his  highness 
enjoy.  It  was  his  right.  And  by  a  similar  process  of 
reasoning  if  a  particular  act,  however  necessary  to  the 
commonweal,  was  not  acceptable  to  the  royal  nature,  not 
men,  not  heaven,  not  expedience  could  make  it  so. 

His  mother  had  half  suspected  this  trait  long  ago.  It 
had  yet  to  be  exhibited  to  the  light  of  day,  because,  however 
eagerly  his  family  had  contributed  its  all  for  his  well- 
being,  it  had  never  had  the  temerity  to  ask  anything  in 
return.  He  was  now  about  to  be  called  on  for  the  first 
time. 

More  than  once  had  the  young  man,  in  speech  and  in 
letters,  avowed  his  prejudice  against  Miss  Wayling.  He 
had  reiterated  that  "  she  was  not  his  sort."  The  plain 
statement  was  enough.    It  is  not  necessary  for  your  young 

f)rince  to  give  reasons.    It  is  enough  that  the  Miss  Way- 
ings  of  the  world  are  not  his  sort. 

They  had  been  thrown  together  at  Windsor.  Her 
guardian,  Colonel  Rouse,  who  commanded  the  regiment  of 
which  Billy  was  an  ornament,  was  an  old  friend  of  his 
people ;  and  as  Billy  was  as  high  in  the  favour  of  his 
commanding  officer  &'■  he  was  in  that  of  all  the  world  else, 
he  was  offered  every  facility  for  seein*^  a  good  deal  of  Miss 
WayUng,  who,  notwithstanding  her  -  >unds  of  country- 
house  visits,  and  her  hosts  of  acquaintance,  yet  contrived 
to  pass  much  of  her  time  under  the  roof  of  her  guardian. 
The  good  colonel  was  one  of  Mrs.  Broke's  oldest  friends, 
one  of  her  sincerest  sympathisers,  for  too  well  did  he  kno\v 
the  difficulties  with  which  she  was  beset ;  also  he  was  no; 
the  least  warm  among  the  admirers  of  her  quahties.  He 
was  fond  of  Billy  in  quite  a  paternal  fashion,  and  with 
the  connivance  of  the  young  gentleman's  mother,  if  not 
at  her  instigation,  as  common  friends  of  both  parties  were 
not  slow  to  aver,  he  foresaw  the  ultimate  welfare  of  all 
concerned.  HiS  ward  had  more  than  would  suffice  for  two. 
It  w  as  not  money  she  wanted,  nor  a  title ;  she  required 
a  man  with  whom  she  could  be  happy.  Any  woman  could 
be  happy  with  young  Broke. 

During  dinner  the  young  man  did  not  condescend  to 
offer  a  word  in  explanation  of  his  strange  absence  of  the 
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fortnight  past  Certainly  he  referred  to  his  bad  luck  at 
the  bndge  table.  In  that  period  he  said  he  had  lost  one 
hundred  and  ninety  pounds ;  an  admission  which  gave 
colour  to  his  father's  theory  that  his  club  in  Piccadilly 
had  been  his  hiding-place.  The  avowal  of  the  loss  excited 
no  visible  emotion  in  those  who  by  perpetual  pinchine 
and  contnvmg  would  have  to  make  it  good. 

Bad  luck,  y'  know,"  he  said  cheerfully.  "  I  wonder 
why  these  things  make  it  a  rule  to  happen  when  it's  in- 
convenient.  Last  year  it  wouldn't  have  mattered,  but 
It  s  a  bit  awkward  just  now.  Mess-bills  have  a  knack  of 
gomg  up  month  by  month  like  the  deuce,  and  I've  been 
having  pretty  average  rotten  luck  with  my  ponies  lately. 
By  the  way,  Mummy,  I  got  your  cheque  all  right.  Besides, 
my  wretched  ruffian  of  a  tailor  is  getting  a  bit  restive  • 
and  these  new  mess-kit  regulations  have  run  things  up  a 
tnfle,  I  can  tell  you.  I'd  go  to  some  other  authorized 
robber ;  but  it  is  only  the  fact  that  I  continue  to  order 
new  kit,  whether  I  want  it  or  not,  that  keeps  'em  civil 
Unreasonable  set  of  people— tailors." 

The  unreasonableness  of  tailors  formed  perhaps  the  one 
pregnant  fact  m  the  existence  of  the  young  prince  The 
conviction  was  so  firmly  rooted  in  his  mind  that  he  looked 
round  the  table  for  tha  concurrence  of  all  present.  A 
httle  whimsically  he  looked  round  the  table  for  their 
condolence.  His  mother  smihd  humorously,  although 
to  be  sure,  she  took  in  her  breath  rather  sharp  ;  his  father 
gave  a  weary  guffaw  ;  his  sisters  spoke  as  one  that  tailors 
were  abominable ;  while  Maud  Wayling,  as  usual,  did  not 
.^^  *°,^*y  .^"ytl'ing.  but  contented  herself  with  looking 
at  Billy  steadily  with  an  odd  droop  in  the  corners  of  her 
mouth. 

After  dinner  Billy,  who  was  the  incarnation  of  animal 
energy,  initiated  his  sisters  into  the  mysteries  of  a  new 
parlour  game  rejoicing  in  the  euphonious  name  of  "  ping- 
pong.  For  that  purnose  he  produced  from  a  small 
wooden  box  an  apparatus  purchased  in  Regent  Street 
that  afternoon;  so  that  presently  t..e  dining-room  re- 
sounded with  the  joust  of  ball  and  battledore.  Billy  of 
course,  was  easily  first  in  this  martial  exercise,  although 
his  sisters  were  fain  to  admit  that  Maud  Wayling  played 
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a  far  better  game  than  was  expected  of  her.  But  the  had 
played  before,  as  Joan  made  her  confess  when  the  eldest 
daughter  of  the  house  of  Broke  was  ignominiously  defeated 
by  her  in  "  a  love  set."  The  proceedingr  became  really 
interesting  when  Joan,  whose  haughty  spirit  could  not 
brook  ^feat,  least  of  all  from  such  hands  as  these,  challenged 
Miss  Wayling  to  another  encounter.  But  even  on  this 
occasion  she  fared  but  little  better,  despite  the  strenuous 
efforts  she  put  forth.  Again  she  had  to  bow  the  knee  to 
the  victorious  Miss  Wayhng,  this  time  biting  her  lip  as 
riiei.  ^rformed  that  act,  and  with  a  special  colour  in  her  face. 
There  was  one  circumstance  that  struck  Billy's  sisters 
that  evening  with  a  degree  of  surprise.  He  seemed  wholly 
insensible  to  the  presence  of  his  fiancie.  He  hardly  spoke 
a  word  to  her.  In  fact,  he  might  be  said  to  avoid  her 
very  much  in  the  manner  they  had  learnt  to  do  them- 
selves. Considering  the  particular  relation  they  had 
come  to  stand  one  towawls  another,  it  could  not  be  with 
him  as  with  them :  surely  he  could  not  be  a  little  afraid 
of  her,  and  dislike  her  a  little  too.  All  the  same,  there  was 
something  in  his  nuuiner  towards  her  which  afforded  them 
food  for  their  so'keen  individual  observation.  Collectively, 
however,  their  reticence  was  much  too  great  to  allow  them 
to  embody  their  speculations  and  conjectures  in  foimulas 
t'"*t  were  capable  of  circulation  even  among  themselves. 
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CHAPTER   XIII 

Affords  the  Spectacle  of  a  Woman  of  the 
World  coping   with  Difficulties 

DIRECTLY  he  had  eaten  his  breakfast  on  the  following 
.  . .  morning  BiUy  linked  his  arm  through  his  mother's 
m  his  affectionate  familiar  manner,  as  she  was  on  her  way 
to  her  sitting-room,  with  the  words  : 

"  I  say,  Mummy,  my  leave's  up  to-day ;  I  shall  have  to 
get  Lack  to  quarters,  y'know,  to-night ;  and  before  I  go  I 
want  to  have  a  word  with  you  privately  about  somethiwr 
that  s—weU—er— that's  annoyed  me." 

''  That's  annoyed  you,  my  lan>b,"  said  his  m  >ther  ten- 
derly,  letting  her  hand  lie  on  his  arm.  "  What  can  it  be  I 
wonder  !  I  am  sure  I  must  hear.  To  think  that  anything 
should  have  annoyed  you,  my  preci  ji«  !  " 

Billy,  by  the  time  he  had  closed  the  door  of  the  ruum  jw^! 
secured  privacy  to  their  conference,  had  concluded  tha 
he  must  be  careful.    He  knew  his  mother's  little  way* 
iherefore  he  entered  into  his  subject  with  as  litUe  pretare 
as  possible.  ^ 

"  You  see,  it's  like  this,  you  wily  old  woman.    Thev  v 
been  sticking  their  rotten  paragraphs  into  their  rott* 
newspapers  about  Maud  and  me.    Scores  of  people  have 
er— congratulated  me  during  the  last  fortnight.    They've 
wntten  to  me  ;  they've  stoppec*  me  in  the  street ;  they've 
lotted  me  on  the  back  in  theatres  and  restaurants  and  at 
the  club  ;  when  was  the  happy  day  and  so  on  I  I've  been 
having  a  cheery  time,  I  can  tell  you.    If  I  could  only  get  to 
know  the  name  of  the  journalist  man  who  started  the  game 
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I  would  bring  an  action  for  libel.  Now ,  I  want  vour  advice, 
Mummy.  You  are  such  a  wise  old  bird  ;  you  .u  e  so  awfully 
clever.  Ought  I  to  get  it  contradicted,  or  would  it  be 
better  to  ignore  it  ?  But  then,  you  see,  even  if  I  ignore  it 
other  people  won't." 

His  mother  composed  her  features  into  an  appearance  of 
preternatural  pleasantness.  In  her  suavest,  most  melli- 
fluous accents  she  said  : 

"  What  an  absurd  boy  it  is  !  " 

"  Absurd  !  "   said   Billy.     "  Why   who   hkes  it  to  be 
spread  about,  printed  in  the  newspapers  and  so  on,  that  he 
is  going  to  marry  a  girl  whc^  he  has  n^   intention  ?  It  is 
awkward,  Mummy,  I  can  te'   vou." 
"  I  don't  qilite  understana,  my  pet." 
"  Why  it  says  in  these  newspapers  that  a  marriage  has 
been  arranged  between  Maud  and  myself." 
"  Well,  my  precious  ?  " 

His  mother  placed  a  note  of  interrogation  in  her  voice  in 
truly  beatific  fashion. 
"  Well,  Mummy  ?  "  said  Billy  blankly. 
For  the  moment  mother  and  son  stood  looking  at  one 
another  in  a  manner  that  a  third  person  might  have  found 
diverting.  There  was  a  hunrorous  twist  lurking  in  the 
comer  of  Mrs.  Broke's  countenance,  and  an  amused  smile 
glittered  indomitably  in  her  eyes  ;  while  on  the  other  hand 
the  countenance  of  Billy  was  rather  ludicrously  surrendered 
to  amazement. 

"  Oh !  you  know  it  won't  do  at  all ! "  said  Billy,  breaking 
somewhat  awkwardly  a  silence  that  he  felt  to  be  more  awk- 
ward still.  "  You  are  playing  a  game,  you  know  you  are ; 
but  it  won't  do,  you  know,  it  won't  at  all.  I  can't  stand 
Maud ;  never  could." 

His  mother  very  righteously  but  very  tenderiy  rebuked 
so  cavalier  a  reference. 

"  I  speak  as  I  feel,"  said  Billy  ruefully.  "  Always  did, 
you  know ;  always  shall.  Maud's  not  my  sort.  She's  a 
bit  above  my  form.  I'm  a  plain  sort  of  chap  ;  don't  want 
anything  classy.  Maud  wants  a  duke  and  strawberry 
leaves  and  that  sort  of  rot." 

"  You  are  talking  nonsense,  my  pet,  aren't  you  ?  I  am 
sure  dear  Maud  is  very  fond  of  you." 
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"Can't  help  her  good  taste.  The  point  Mum*^./,  I  r.m 
not  fond  of  her." 

"  Prejudice,  my  pet,  prejudice  I  You  do  not  uislike  her  ; 
no  one  could  dislike  such  a  dear  beautiful  girl  as  Maud 
Perhaps  you  are  like  the  girls  ;  you  are  just  the  least  little 
bit  in  the  world  alarmed  by  her.  She  is  rather  thoughtful 
and  reserved,  poor  child.  However,  I  am  sure  that  is  a 
feeling  that  will  pass  ;  yo--  lust  believe  me,  my  dear  one. 
when  I  assure  you  th?  >  are  all  somewhat  incline  at 
present  to  underrate  h  "  ture.  You  will  find  it  a  very 
sweet  and  affectionate  nature  when  you  grow  to  appreciate 
it  more." 

"  1  don't  appreciate  it,"  said  Billy,  "  and  I  never  shall  " 

"  My  angel ! "  said  his  mother  in  tones  that  sang.  "  \nd 
do  you  think  one  of  your  years  has  had  the  experience 
to  fc  .m  a  trustworthy  estimate  .*  One  must  have  arrived 
at  a  period  of  complete  intellectual  and  moral  develop- 
ment to  be  a  competent  judge  in  a  matter  of  this  kind.  I 
will  concede  that  now,  at  this  moment,  you  may  hold  your- 
self more  capable  of  making  a  selection  of  a  suitable  partner 
for  life  than  your  mother  could  for  you,  but  you  must 
remember  that  a  person  who  at  twenty-five  may  be  ac- 
ceptable will  at  fifty,  say,  be  possibly  distasteful.  Believe 
me,  •  precious,  there  is  a  certain  sagacity,  a  certain  ma- 
turev  :nowledge  of  the  world  required  for  the  choosing 
of  a  ,*iie.  You  cannot  have  a  new  one  every  year.  You 
cannot  order  a  new  one  for  every  phase  of  mood  or  change 
of  fashion.  One  has  to  choose  the  qualities  that  will  wear 
well,  as  dear  old  Doctor  Primrose  said  !  " 

"  Suppose  I  don't  want  a  wife  ?  How  do  you  know  I 
want  a  wife,  Mummy  ?  " 

"  There  again,  my  precious,  I  am^sure  the  wise  course 
would  be  to  put  yourself  in  the  hands  of  those  who  have 
had  a  longer,  a  more  comprehensive  experience.  Surely, 
my  dear  one,  if  your  own  mother  does  not  know  what  your 
requirements  are,  may  I  ask  who  does  ?  " 

Billy  had  no  talent  for  argument,  as  he  would  have  been 
the  first  to  admit.  He  felt  keenly  the  sense  of  his  own 
impotence  in  this  sort  of  thing.  He  felt  that  the  most 
specious,  the  most  facile,  the  most  superficial  of  reasoners 
would  have  routed  him  utterly  and  put  him  to  shame.    On 
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this  final  point  she  had  urged  he  had  no  reply  to  make 
to  his  mother.    As  soon  as  it  came  to  argument  he  knew 
he  could  not  stand  up  before  her.    All  the  same  he  was  cast 
in  the  mould  that  is  tenacious  of  its  ideas.    Their  paucity 
rendered  them  choice.    And  whatever  they  might  be  they 
were  his  own,  and  therefore  were  sacred  in  his  estimation. 
Once  let  one  stray  into  his  head,  and  it  became  a  piece  of 
himself.    He  was  like  his  father  in  that.    The  fact  was  there 
to  confront  all  who  had  to  grapple  with  either  father  or 
son,  that  although  they  were  subscribers  to  very  few  ideas 
indeed,  for  each  had  an  extreme  reluctance  to  allow  such 
mischievous  innovations  to  establish  a  footing  in  their 
minds,  once  let  them  be  planted  in  the  virgin  territory, 
and  they  must  be  torn  from  their  context  of  flesh  and  blood 
before  they  could  be  uprooted.    His  mother,  who  had  data 
concerning  our  young  gentleman  more  efficient  than  any- 
body's, could  not  help  feeling  that  there  was  a  certain 
inherent  perverseness  in  the  fact  that  one  whose  mental 
habit  hardly  permitted  him  to  keep  two  notions  of  his  own 
under  his  hat  was  yet  found  to  be  in  possession  at  this 
moment  of  the  one  of  all  others  it  was  least  to  be  desired 
he  should  harbour. 

The  tenacity  this  one  unfortunate  little  idea  imbued  in 
the  stubborn  rogue  enabled  him  to  keep  his  head  up  and 
his  flag  flying.  He  might  be  at  a  loss  to  furnish  a  reply 
in  words  to  his  mother's  reasoning,  but  never  fear  he  had 
one  in  his  heart.  Therefore  he  continued  to  confront  her 
doggedly,  and  not  a  sign  of  yielding  could  be  traced  in 
him.  To  be  sure  he  was  rather  red  and  a  little  agitated  by 
the  consciousness  he  had  that  he  might  be  claiming  kinship 
with  that  mysterious  zoological  specimen,  the  consummate 
ass ;  he  hummed  and  hawed  ;  shifted  the  weight  of  his  body 
now  on  to  his  left  leg,  now  on  to  his  right ;  stuck  his  hands 
in  his  pockets ;  whistled ;  looked  out  of  window ;  per- 
formed all  the  manoeuvres  known  to  our  acute  masculine 
confusion,  but  that  defiant  unreason  still  remained  in  him 
that  nothing  could  defeat.  Mrs.  Broke  had  had  occasion 
more  than  once  to  deplore  it  in  his  father.  She  had  her 
experiences  in  handling  that  John  Bull  EngUshman  to 
guide  her  in  this  case  of  his  son.  In  trifles  father  and  son 
were  alike,  inasmuch  that  therein  both  would  submit  cheer- 
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fuUy  to  dictaaon.    On  mattera  they  could  reeard  as  of  n„ 
pamcutar  importance  it  was  compJativdyX  to  Induce 

some  deKc^7''?i,f,"?''r.'^  P^T<"'=«.  -">M  call  for 

hthlr\rht  ?^^^  *.^  "^^^^  **^e  matter.  With  his 
lathers  character  to  guide  her,  by  the  lieht  of  it  anH 
recalling  the  mistakes  of  her  early  max?fed  E  she  dosed 

SfpH  ,n  *\l  "^^y  "P  *^«  avenue  their  voices  weS 
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might  possibly  have  discerned  a  far-away  sense  of  rehef  in 
the  manner  of  it.    But  certainly  nothing  was  expressed  in 
his  demeanour  of  which  any  one  had  a  right  to  complain. 
Still  no  sooner  had  the  gay  voices  of  Billy  and  his  com- 
panions died  away  down  the  drive  than  Miss  Wayling 
ascended  to  her  bedroom,  turned  out  her  maid  who  was 
inserting  lace  in  an  evening  bodice,  and  locked  the  door. 
She  sat  looking  into  the  fire  for  several  hours  in  a  peculiar 
mechanical   way.    Some    burden    had   apparently   come 
upon  her  thoughts.    She  did  not  appear  again  in  public 
until  dinner,  and  then  it  was  remarked  by  her  critics  that 
she  was  even  duller  and  more  listless  than  before  Billy 
came.    Perhaps  she  was  upset  by  his  going  away  so  soon, 
for  certainly  they  had  never  seen  anybody  look  so  sad  as 
she  that  evening. 
Mrs.  Broke  spoke  to  her  privately  afterwards. 
"  You  must  not  pay  any  attention  to  Billy's   offhand 
ways,  my  dear  child,"  she   said  in  her  caressing  voice. 
"  Men  are  like  that.    Thej'  strive  to  hide  their  real  feelings 
under  a  mask  of  indifference.     They  are  so  afraid  of  giving 
themselves  away,  poor  dears.    And  I  grieve  to  say  that 
our  poor  Billy  is  as  self-conscious  as  the  rest  of  his  sex. 
I  quite  understand,  my  dear  child,  that  it  is  not  unnatural 
that  you  should  be  affected  by  it ;  it  is  very  creditable  at 
least  to  your  inexperience  and  to  the  warmth  of  your 
affection.    I    recall   with    some    little    amusement    how 
miserable   I   was  when    the  inscrutable    self-control   of 
Mr.  Broke  filled  me  with  similar   misgivings.    Still   one 
must  suppose  this  romantic  attitude  to  life  to  be  insepar- 
able from  girlhood.     It  was  the  more  remarkable  in  my 
case,  because  I  am  by  nature  so  determinedly  prosaic. 
Ah  me  !  the  tortures  of  doubt  and  fear  and  wounded  self- 
love  I  endured,  and  all  the  time  my  dear  Edmund  was 
morbidly  afraid  of  giving  himself  away  !    But  beUeve  me, 
my  dear  child,  you  could  not  wish  for  a  more  hopeful 
augury  of  the  prosperity  of  your  married  Ufe.    When  you 
have  lived  a  Httle  longer  and  have  come  to  know  men 
better,  I  am  sure  you   will  understand  that  the  fondest 
and  truest  of  their  sex  are  those  who  perpetually  strive  to 
conceal  in  our  presence  the  warmth  of  the  feelings  with 
which  they  regard  us." 
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Miss  Wayling  had  no  reply  to  offer  to  these  words  of 
solace.  They  did  not  seem  to  remove  the  gloom  from 
her  heart.  At  Mrs.  Broke's  earnest  solicitation  she  con- 
tmued  to  stay  on  at  Covenden.  The  kind  woman  was 
never  tired  of  protesting  that  dear  Maud  was  like  a  seventh 
daughter  to  her,  and  a  great  comfort  to  have  in  the  house. 
She  declared  that  the  other  six  were  of  a  somewhat  un- 
satisfactory sort,  who  brought  no  consolation  to  her 
maternal  spirit.  "  We  have  so  little  in  common,  my  dear 
Maud.  They  are  so  unfeminine  ;  they  ought  to  have  been 
men.  I  really  don't  know  what  I  should  have  done  had 
you  been  hke  them." 

It  was  being  constantly  and  clearly  indicated  to  Miss 
Wayling  that  the  world  looked  upon  her  as  Billy's  fiancee 
Even  his  mother  acknowledged  it  in  a  hundred  deUcate 
ways.     The  girl  became  puzzled  and  a  little  distressed  bv  it 
yet  m  a  dim  way  she  supposed  it  was  all  right.    Her 
guardian  wrote  her  the  kindest  letters.     He  hoped  she 
would  stay  with  her  future  famUy  as  long  as  she  chose. 
He  congratulated  her  heartily  on  her  good  fortune     It 
was  a  high  pnvilege  for  any  one  to  be  received  among  such 
people  as  the  Brokes.     The  kind  old  colonel  was  very 
pleased  that  everything  had  been  arranged  so   satisfac- 

Maud,  accustomed  to  depend  so  much  on  others— no 
pnncess  of  a  reigning  house  was  more  carefully  hedged 
about  and  screened  and  shielded  in  every  conceivable 
manner— was  compelled  to  believe  that  the  whole  thing 
was  regular.    True,  Billy  had  not  extended  any  more  of 
his  attention  to  her  of  late  than  was  his  wont  formerly 
Ever  since  the  far-ofi  days  of  their  first  coming  together, 
nobody  had  seemed  so  indifferent  to  her  presence  as  was  h*- 
And  now  when  she  had  the  temerity  to  hope  that  he  might 
r^i,*]   il^^^^  austerity  in  his  treatment  of  her,  he  neither 
looked  at  her  nor  spoke  to  her,  nor  did  he  go  near  her  when 
ne  could  avoid  so  doing.     And  he  did  not  favour  her  with 
his  correspondence.     Yet  plainly  he  must  have  spoken  of 
ner  to  others;    how  else  could  the  impression  of  their 
engagement  have  been  circulated  so  widely,  and  aifairs 
nave  reached  their  present  stage  ?    It  was  all  very  mys- 
terious, but  she  supposed  there  could  only  be  one  ending 
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and  that  the  right  one,  since  persons  of  the  widest  experi- 
ence and  the  deepest  wisdom,  a  cabinet  of  her  chosen 
ministers,  had  the  matter  in  hand  and  were  pledged  to  see 
it  through. 

Nevertheless,  it  was  not  in  the  least  Hke  what  she  could 
h?.ve  wished  it  to  be.  Surely  every  man  could  not  affect 
the  aloofness  of  Billy,  and  observe  such  a  lordly  disregard 
for  the  conventional  object  of  his  affections.  There  was 
too  much  of  maiden  fancy  in  her  to  permit  her  to  think  for 
a  moment  that  it  was  the  custom  for  marriage  to  be  drifted 
into  in  this  almost  heathen  manner.  Still  in  many  cases 
it  must  be  so,  or  people  would  have  been  alive  to  the 
phenomenon.  .  Somebody  must  have  advised  her  of  it, 
were  it  otherwise.  Every  day  brought  letters  of  con- 
gratulation from  her  wide  circle  of  acquaintance.  The 
announcement  in  the  newspapers  had  been  seen  by  all. 
One  or  two  of  her  girl  friends  wrote  to  say  how  delightful 
it  must  be  to  be  in  love,  and  how  deUghtful  also  to  be 
beloved  by  such  a  dear  handsome  fellow  as  Billy  Broke. 
One  tender  young  lady  of  seventeen  wanted  to  know, 
was  it  a  case  of  love  at  first  sight  ?  And  everybody  agreed 
that  she  must  be  quite  the  happiest  girl  in  the  world. 

In  none  of  the  letters  she  wrote  in  reply,  not  even  in 
that  to  her  guardian,  from  whom  she  had  never  kept  a 
secret  before,  did  she  allow  herself  to  make  the  confession 
that  she  could  have  wished  her  engagement  to  be  a  more 
romantic  affair.  She  was  too  proud  to  confess  to  anybody, 
almost  too  proud  to  confess  to  herself  that  she  felt  her 
position  keenly.  Her  nature  was  too  powerfully  self- 
centred  not  to  brood  upon  a  private  wrong  ;  but  it  was  too 
arrogantly  sensitive  to  allow  her  to  open  her  heart  to  others 
and  let  them  see  how  and  why  she  suffe-  The  one 
crumb  of  solace  she  could  bestow  upon  her.  as  that 
Billy  and  she  had  known  one  another  for  many  years. 
They  had  been  boy  and  girl  together.  He  was  always 
at  her  guardian's  in  his  school  days.  She  was  compelled 
to  admit  for  her  own  justification  that  familiarity  did  breed 
contempt  in  a  sense,  even  in  two  persons  engaged  to  be 
married.  f^ 

In  the  meantime,  if  Billy  wrote  no  letters  to  Maud,  he 
sent  more  than  one  to  his  mother.    They  were  conceived 
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in  various  keys  of  unrest.  He  complainer'  thai  so  far 
from  people  allowing  the  distasteful  subject  to  drop,  they 
continued  to  insist  on  it  in  a  manner  that  annoyed  him. 
It  was  becoming  really  offensive  :  they  did  not  hesitate  to 
take  it  for  granted  that  he  was  actually  engaged.  Even 
Maud's  guardian,  who  of  all  men  should  have  known  better, 
treated  it  as  an  accomplished  fact.  The  young  gentleman 
did  not  know  when  he  had  been  so  disturbed.  He  vowed 
he  would  not  put  up  with  it.  Several  times  he  had  been  on 
the  point  of  teUing  the  old  man  that  he  went  altogether 
beyond  the  mark.  He  exhorted  his  mother  to  write  at 
once  to  that  effect.  He  would  have  done  it  himself 
personally,  only  it  was  a  thing  that  no  fellow  hked  to  have 
to  tackle.    It  made  you  feel  such  an  ass. 

In  several  of  these  ingenuous  documents  he  urged  upon 
his  mother  the  necessity  of  allaying  this  monstrously  false 
impression  in  a  pubhc  manner.  She  must  contradict  it  in 
the  newspapers,  where  the  mischief  had  begun.  In  others 
he  continued  to  assure  her  that  he  did  not  care  a  bit  about 
Maud,  and  never  had. 

As  letter  succeeded  letter  to  this  disconcerting  tenour, 
Mrs.  Broke  began  to  feel  that  the  thing  was  assuming  an 
air  of  difficulty.  She  had  been  so  much  in  the  habit  of 
wielding  an  absolutely  free  hand  in  the  management  of 
her  family,  and  everything  pertaining  to  its  domestic 
and  foreign  affairs,  that  it  was  not  easy  for  one  of  such  an 
autocratic  disposition  to  reahze  that  her  beautifully  con- 
ceived plans  for  the  welfare  of  her  house  were  in  danger 
of  being  thwarted  by  the  insubordination  of  a  member 
of  it.  From  the  moment  our  young  gentleman  had  first 
delighted  ana  flattered  the  world  by  appearing  in  it  he  had 
been  humoured  in  all  tL  -.  It  had  not  been  thought 
necessary  to  rear  the  goci  youth  in  the  Spartan  fashion 
of  his  sisters.  The  young  ^..mce  is  the  young  prince.  He 
must  be  allowed  to  work  out  his  splendid  destiny,  un- 
trammelled by  the  laws  and  regulations,  the  checks  and 
precepts,  the  vigilant  guardians  of  the  young  rightly 
impose  on  common  mortals.  But  now  the  possibiUty  was 
beginning  to  take  shape  in  the  mind  of  the  hero's  mother 
that  the  latitude  conceded  to  him  was  Ukely  to  prove  a 
mistake.    Conceive   his  sisters   behavmg  in   this  way  f 
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They  would  have  put  their  hands  in  the  fire  at  her  behest. 

His  expressions  of  distaste  had  merely  amused  her  at 
first.  She  had  only  allowed  them  to  be  part  of  a  boy's 
bravado  and  inconsequent  assertion  of  himself.  As  the 
bride  was  not  of  his  own  choosing,  he  must  enjoy  the 
pleasure  of  making  it  a  favour  to  marry  her.  That  was 
eminent!;,  boyhke  and  natural.  But  she  was  hardly  pre- 
pared to  encounter  this  degree  of  insubordination  in  him. 
He  must  be  aware  by  now  that  she  had  quite  made  up  her 
mind  that  he  should  marry  Maud.  And  in  that  case  his 
attitude  was  a  little  wanton,  a  little  indefensible.  She 
was  chary  of  applying  harsh  terms  to  the  apple  of  her 
eye,  the  darling  of  her  heart,  but  his  present  behaviour 
was  an  open  flout  to  her  authority.  No  one  knew  how  it 
hurt  her  to  make  that  charge  against  her  ewe  lamb  ;  but 
there  was  no  help  for  it,  an  austere  bosom  must  not  flinch 
from  making  it.  And  now  she  was  beginning  to  grow  a 
little  afraid.  Dating  from  her  last  interview  with  him  she 
had  been  haunted  with  the  father's  capacity  for  unreason, 
which  at  that  moment  she  had  S(  i;learly  traced  in  the  son. 
Here  was  the  one  dread  factor  to  spoil  the  whole  thing. 
The  scheme  might  be  worked  out  with  mathematical 
precision  and  nicety,  but  the  intervention  of  an  hereditary 
despotism  was  capable  of  shattering  it  to  pieces.  There 
are  no  rules  that  can  guard  against  that.  From  the  instant 
that  fatal  tendency  had  declared  itself  in  the  young  hero, 
the  wise  lady  had  not  slept  quite  so  peacefully  at  night. 

Her  own  letters  to  him  had  been  couched  in  terms  of 
very  great  tact.  She  had  been  careful  to  exhibit  no  spark 
of  resentment  for  an  attitude  which  she  hinted  delicately 
he  must  know  to  '-^  egregious.  She  had  soothed  him, 
humoured  him,  caressed  the  boyish  vanity  in  him,  and 
neglected  no  means  known  to  a  pen  of  a  pre-eminent 
suavity  of  reconciling  him  to  the  inevitable.  Now  and 
again  she  appealed  tenderly  to  the  maternal  relation  to 
which  Fate  had  appointed  her,  and  with  beautiful  humility 
besought  her  offspring  to  trust  to  her  judgment  implicitly, 
because  she  was  acting  for  the  best,  not  only  as  far  as  he 
himself  was  concerned,  but  as  regarded  every  member  of 
his  family.  If  it  were  possille,  she  desired  to  spare  him 
the  excoriation  of  his  pride,  incident  upon  showing  him 
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that  what  the  whole  thing  really  amounted  to  was  a 
fnartage  de  convenance.  She  had  a  considerable  sense 
of  delicacy.  Even  if  he  were  too  obtuse  to  see  what 
was  so  manifestly  his  duty  in  this  matter,  she  yet  had  no 
wish  to  wound  him  by  pointing  out  the  slightly  coarse 
nature  of  it.  But  even  that  last  resort,  a  little  degrading 
as  It  was  perhaps,  must  be  adopted  if  "  her  precious  "  did 
not  soon  stand  forward  in  a  more  reasonable  light. 

To  this  end  she  wrote  several  letters,  in  which  the  finan- 
cial  position  of  his  family  was  clearly  indicated,  and  one  at 
least  that  bore  a  veiled  reference  to  Maud's.    It  was  the 
first  time  that  so  crude  a  course  had  been  taken  with  the 
yourg  pnnce  ;  and  his  mother  felt  it  keenly.    She  had  a 
slight  sense  of  shame.    It  hurt  her  very  much  to  embarrass 
her  dear  one  with  these  sordid  details.    But  it  has  to  be 
confessed  that  it  hurt  her  more  when  her  dear  one  showed 
no  disposition  to  be  embarrassed  by  them.    The  letters  she 
received  m  return  betrayed  a  studiously  well-bred  avoidance 
ot  the  unpleasant  topic  ;    his  passing  over  of  the  coarse 
allusion  to  the  amount  of  Maud's  income  was  equaUv 
studiously  well-bred.    His  mother  grew  a  little  piqued  by 
what  m  another  might  have  incurred  the  danger  of  being 
construed  as  callous  indifference.    So  acutely  did  it  touch 
her,  that  she  even  permitted  herself  to  go  the  length  of 
msinuatmg  veUed  charges  against  the  hero  of  the  misuse 
of  the  hard-wrung  money  with  which  he  had  been  furnished 
constantly,  and  of  extravagance  in  his  way  of  life      It 
was  a  charge  that  no  one  had  dared  to  prefer  against  the 
young  Apollo  unt    that  Jark  hour.    He  replied  that  when 
one  was  in  the      aes  one  had  to  do  as  the  Blues  did 
His  brevity  was  significant. 

Such  indications  of  policy  underlying  the  affair  were  not 
however,  without  their  effect.  His  highness's  letters  of 
protest,  of  complamt,  grew  less  frequent,  less  disconcert- 
ingly frank.  Thereupon  his  august  mamma,  only  too  eager 
to  place  on  this  modification  of  attitude  the  construction 
She  wished  to  see  upon  it,  composed  a  very  prettily-worded 
epistle  for  his  benefit.  In  it  she  sought  tl.s  opportunity  of 
soundmg  her  precious  "  as  to  what  he  felt  to  be  the 
most  convement  season  for  the  celebration  of  the  nuptial 
ntes— ntes  monstrous  indeed,  but  were  we  not  all  slaves  of 
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the  monster  Convention  I  Had  her  "  precious  "  any  feeling 
in  the  matter  ?  If  so  he  had  but  to  make  it  kn^^wn  and  she 
would  be  only  too  eager  to  respect  it.  But  it  was  becoming 
essential  in  the  best  interests  of  dear  Maud  and  himself 
that  the  matter  should  be  settled  without  further  dehy. 
And  as  particularly  she  wished  "  her  precious  "  to  enjoy 
a  perfectly  free  hand,  and  as  she  would  be  shocked  beyond 
expression  if  for  a  moment  her  angel  were  to  feel  that  she 
was  unduly  exercising  the  prerogatives  peculiar  to  the 
material  relation,  she  desired  nothing  more  ardently 
*han  that  he  should  consult  his  own  taste  in  every  detail. 

To  this  pleasant  document  there  came  .;o  reply.  Billy's 
epistolary  powers  abruptly  gave  out.  He  may  have 
become  overpowered  suddenly  by  the  sense  of  his  own 
impotence.  His  was  not  the  most  facile  pen  that  ever 
ran  upon  paper.  It  was  paralyzed  probably  by  the  art 
revealed  in  that  last  letter  of  his  mother's.  It  may  have 
brought  h'jme  to  him  that  he  was  too  inadequately  mounted 
on  his  Pegasus  to  compete  with  credit  in  such  a  high-ciass 
tournament. 

After  a  week  of  silence  Mrs.  Broke  wrote  again  in  similar 
terms.  Another  week  went  by,  but  still  no  answer  arrived 
to  either  of  these  communications.  She  grew  a  little  more 
uneasy.  This  was  a  form  of  opposition  that  she  did  not 
like.  It  was  not  Billy's  habit  to  be  silent.  He  was  such 
a  frank,  outspoken  creature  as  a  rule.  With  increasing 
uneasiness  she  reflected  on  the  significance  of  this  fact. 
When  in  the  ardour  of  controversy  his  father  grew  suddenly 
silent,  it  was  then  the  real  difficulties  arose  in  the  handling 
of  him.  She  was  moved  to  hope  that  the  parallel  was  not 
about  to  be  applied  to  the  son. 

By  the  time  three  weeks  had  gone  by  she  had  grown 
more  than  a  httle  afraid.  So  abrupt  a  cessation  of  their 
intercourse  was,  to  say  the  least,  a  trifle  ominous.  Not 
for  a  moment  did  she  think  that  Billy  would  prove  impos- 
sibly obdurate.  From  a  lifelong  experience  of  a  character 
which  she  had  had  exceptional  facilities  for  studying,  she 
did  not  think  he  had  it  in  him.  But,  after  all,  one  never 
knew.  Heredity  could  never  be  quite  left  out  of  the 
question.  In  the  background  was  the  shadow  of  the 
wretched  sire,  of  the  sire  who  was  a  baffling  mixture  of 
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easy  tolerance  and  frank  despotism.  There  were  points 
on  which  the  father  could  be  the  most  arbitrary  man  alive. 
He  belonged  to  a  race  that  were  ridiculously  simple  to  deal 
with  up  t'^  a  certain  point ;  but  beyond  that  point  they 
were  hable  suddenly  to  take  the  bi*  in  their  teeth  and  race 
away  headlong  until  their  so-few  vidts  were  dashed  out  on 
the  rocks  of  their  own  foUy  and  arrogance.  History  had 
recorded  mstances.  ' 

In  the  midst  of  these  rather  rueful  speculations  there 
came  a  letter  from  BUly  which  somewhat  sharply  resolved 
her  doubts. 


ft 
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CHAPTER  XIV 

In  which  a  Bomb  is  deposited  right  in  the 
Middle  of  our  Harmonious  Nar'-ative 


IT   was  a  characteristic  production,  dated  "Windsor, 
Wednesday,"  and  was  to  inform  his  mother  that  the 
previous  day  he  was  married  in  London. 

His  good  old  Mummy  was  not  to  be  very  down  on  him, 
as  he  had  made  the  promise  to  his  new  wife  some  time  ago, 
and  she  was  "  the  prettiest,  the  dearest  httle  donah  in  the 
world."  She  was  to  break  the  news  to  his  father  when  he 
was  in  a  propitious  mood  :  "  when  he  had  four  aces  in  his 
hand,  and  it  vas  his  turn  to  make  the  trumps."  He  hoped 
his  good  old  Mummy  would  not  judge  either  of  them 
hastily.  She  must  firet  see  his  "  dear  little  kid  "  before 
she  made  up  her  mind  about  her.  He  was  quite  cheerful 
personally  ;  she  was  such  a  jolly  httle  sort  with  blue  eyes, 
"  a  Uttle  bit  of  all  right."  He  was  confident  that  his  dear 
old  Mummy  had  only  to  see  her  to  fall  in  love  with  her. 
Why,  "  Cock  "  Pearson,  the  most  cynical  "  sub  "  in  the 
service,  who  stood  groomsman  for  him,  said  when  he  saw 
her  that  he  would  have  married  her  himself,  if  he,  Billy, 
had  not  cut  in  first. 

It  was  well  perhaps  for  our  wise  and  august  lady  that 
she  could  claim  to  be  a  hard-bitten  woman  of  the  world. 
An  indomitable  clearness  of  head,  a  certain  stoicism  of 
spirit,  and  a  resolute  looking  of  things  in  the  face  had 
grown  to  be  a  kind  of  second  nature  with  her.  It  was  well 
indeed  that  she  was  a  strong  woman,  and  a  fearless,  not 
accustomed  to  flinch  at  trifles.  If  in  lieu  of  making  th- 
communication,  Billy  had  doubled  his  fist  and  hit  out  \ 
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all  his  force,  he  could  not  have  dealt  his  mother  a  fiercer 
blow. 

It  was  at  the  breakfast  table  that  this  painful  operation 
had  occurred.  Maud  Wayling  was  drinking  tea  in  the 
silence  that  was  her  habit,  and  pecking  at  the  most  delicate 
morsels  of  bread  and  butter.  The  girls  were  laugh-ng  and 
talking  at  the  top  of  their  voices,  and  were  discussing 
eagerly  the  proposed  incursions  of  the  field  that  were 
shortly  to  be  made ;  they  were  also  eating  bacon  and 
drinking  coffee  in  a  very  fearless  manner.  Their  father 
was  reading  a  leading  article  iu  the  Standard  newspaper ; 
and  was  in  the  act  of  enunciating,  "  that  one  of  these  days 
we  shall  be  dnven  to  take  decisive  action  in  the  Transvaal." 

This  preoccupation  of  the  members  of  her  household 
served  Mrs.  Broke.  Any  agitation  that  might  have  been 
visible  m  her  passed  without  remark.  Presently,  however. 
Broke,  ca&ung  the  Standard  aside,  inquired  it  Di'lv  had 
wntten  again,  as  some  time  had  passed  since  his  previous 
letter.  *^ 

"  Not  yet,"  said  Mrs.  Broke  placidly. 

At  the  earliest  moment  she  made  good  her  escape  to  her 
mommg  room.  In  that  security  she  re-read  her  son's 
extraordinary  communication  with  clenched  teeth.  She 
re-read  it  syllable  by  syUable,  until  every  word  was  burnt 
in  her  brain. 

Even  then  it  took  some  little  time  before  she  ribald  convey 
with  an:'  sense  of  adequacy  to  her  seared  intelligence  all 
the  facts  as  there  set  forth.  They  had  to  be  insinuated 
one  by  one,  and  pieced  together  with  patient  elaboration, 
before  their  meaning  could  be  rendered. 

If  words  meant  anything  her  son  was  married.  The 
significance  of  such  a  fact  was  too  wide-reaching  to  be  at 
once  assimilated.  But  in  the  first  place,  and  most  obviously, 
It  very  plainly  put  an  end  to  this  affair  of  Maud  Wayling. 
In  other  words,  it  meant  their  financial  ruin.  They  had 
fu  °S-^f"^*^^°"^^y  ^^'^  several  years  with  no  other  prospect 
than  Billys  ultimate  union  with  her.  Only  Mr.  Breffit 
and  their  bankers  knew  how  compromised  they  were 
Here  was  an  end  to  that  fury,  that  madness  of  pinching, 
scraping  and  contriving ;  of  that  perpetual  seeking  of 
ways  and  means  and  putting  off  of  the  evil  day ;  of  those 
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attempt*!  to  keep  up  appearances,  that  their  position  might 
appear  less  hopeless  than  it  really  was.  None  knew  but 
the  what  they  had  had  to  go  through.  Even  her  husband 
and  hb  agent  did  not  know  all ;  but  it  wa»  over  now.  It 
was  over ;  it  only  remained  for  the  curtain  to  b3  runs 
down  on  their  trivial  affair  People  would  smile  when 
they  heard  about  it,  for  *ne  >pace  of  a  week  perhaps,  at 
dinner  tables  and  in  irawring-rooms ;  and  their  signifi- 
cance in  their  little  scheme  of  things  would  no  longer  be. 

This  was  but  a  fragmentary,  an  inconsecutive  survey  of 
what  her  aching  wits  were  first  able  to  translate.  After 
a  while  more4ata  floated  up  to  the  surface  to  be  reclaimed 
out  of  the  vast  mass  that  went  to  the  making  of  a  chaos 
far  down  in  that  bewildered  brain.  The  aspect  in  which 
they  represent'.d  the  matter  might  not  be  so  poignant,  so 
f^nal  '■-  one  sense,  but  in  another  and  the  one  an  English- 
woman is  rather  prone  to  adopt,  equally  embarrassing, 
equally  pregnant  with  disaster.  Billy  had  refrained  from 
a  declaration  of  the  social  position  of  the  person  he  had 
married.  It  was  true  that  he  allowed  her  to  be  "  the 
dearest  little  donah  in  the  world  "  ;  that  his  idyllic  fancy 
had  painted  her  as  "  a  jolly  little  sort  with  blue  eyes,  and 
tricky  little  ways,"  and  as  a  person  whom  "  the  most 
cynical  'sub'  in  the  service"  was  prepared  to  marry 
himself ;  but  even  in  the  midst  of  these  revels  of  description 
a  cold  feeling  came  over  our  unfortunate  lady  that  the 
"  little  donah  "  might  turn  out  to  be  a  housemaid. 

Of  course  on  the  face  of  things  that  did  not  seem  possible. 
After  all,  the  wretched  boy  was  her  son,  and  the  son  of  his 
father.  He  might  turn  obstreperous,  and  choose  to  ruin 
his  family  rather  than  submit  his  will  to  that  of  another, 
but  it  was  scarcely  likely  that  he  would  wantonly  degrade 
himself  and  those  he  held  dear.  But  when  she  pondered 
the  ways  of  young  men  with  a  tendency  to  wildness  in  them ; 
when  her  thoughts  reverted  twenty  years  back  to  the 
tragi-comedy  of  her  brother  Charles  and  the  actress  of  the 
Gaiety  TTieatre,  she  was  fain  to  admit  that  youth  would 
occasionally  insist  on  the  indulgence  of  its  foibles. 

There  was  really  no  saying  to  whom  Billy  was  married. 
But  at  least  the  chance  was  remote  that  his  wife  was  a 
person  of  the  right  sort.    It  was  quite  as  remote  that  she 
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was  presentable.  Young  men  about  town  were  only  too 
Ukely  to  have  an  immature  taste  in  these  things.  Besides, 
a  person  of  proper  instincts  and  right  surroundings  would' 
hardly  consent  to  be  whirled  into  matrimony  in  this  sur- 
reptitious f  'lion  Her  people  would  insist  on  knowing 
something  c.  nis.  * 

More  probably  she  had  no  people.  The  chances  were 
that  she  was  something  outside  the  pale  :  a  barmaid,  or  a 
ballet  dancer,  or  an  adventuress  of  one  kind  or  another, 
who  had  deliberately  entrapped  him. 

After  an  hour  spent  in  deliberation  of  this  bitter  kinc 
Mrs.  Broke  sent  a  telegram  to  her  son  :  "  Meet  me  at  Aunt 
Marys  at  HiU  Street  this  afternoon  or  evening.  Shall 
wait  until  you  come."  She  also  sent  a  telegram  to  her 
sister  to  say  that  she  had  to  visit  town  that  morning  on 
important  business,  and  would  be  in  need  of  luncheon  and 
possibly  of  a  bed.  She  was  essentially  a  woman  of  action. 
By  makmg  the  effort  she  could  catch  the  10.15  train  from 
luttisham.  Telling  Broke  briefly  that  her  sister  Mary 
wished  to  consult  her  on  a  matter  of  importance,  and  that 
she  might  have  to  stay  the  night  at  Hill  Street,  our  redoubt- 
abl-  lady  presently  set  forth  on  her  pUgrimage.  and  got  to 
the  railway  station  in  time.  00  b 

In  !  le  train  she  had  leisure  to  review  the  matter  that 
was  narrowing  her  thoughts.    Recurring  for  the  tenth 
tune  to  the  fatal  letter  she  became  convinced  that  Billy 
Uj  his  headlong  foUy  and  wilfulness  had  fallen  the  victim 
01  one  who,  with  a  vagueness  that  was  wholly  admirable, 
She  termed  an  adventuress.    And  assuming  that  to  be  the 
case  all  was  not  yet  lost.    A  person  of  that  kind  was  sup- 
posed in  the  popular  imagination  to  keep  in  the  back- 
pound  a  previous  husband,  who  nad  the  trick  of  issuing 
trom  his  obscunty  at  a  convenient  hour.    When    this 
Jappy  possibility  came  into  her  mind  a  lurid  picture  was 
hrown  before  her  eyes  of  a  drunken  villain   sprirging 
forward  to  levy  blackmaU.    The   distressed  lady  hi  J  too 
iceen  a  sense  of  the  ludicrous  not  to  laugh  at  herself  a 
Jttle  ;  but  when  we  are  suffering  pain  of  an  acute  kind  are 
we  not  apt  to  seek  relief  in  the  contemplation  of  weird  and 
drastic  remedies  ? 
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CHAPTER  XV 
L'Egoisme  a  Deux 

HER  sister  Mary  was  the  wife  of  a  Cabinet  Minister, 
and  a  leader  of  society.     She  was  a  cheerful  world- 
ling, an  amiable  savage  whose  odd  reputation  for  philan- 
thropy entitled  her  to  a  place  in  a  museum,  as  would  that 
of  a  devil  fish  endowed  with  the  domestic  affections.     Her 
mission  in  life,  in  the  primary  sense,  seemed  to  be  to  open 
bazaars  for  charitable    purposes;    in  the  secondary,  to 
misrepresent  her  face  and  person  by  the  aid  of  science,  and 
afterwards  even  more  sedulously  to  misrepresent  them  by 
the  aid  of  the  illustrated  press.     Notoriety  was  her  passion  ; 
and  she  went  about  doing  good,  attended  by  footmen  and 
reporters,  and  the  applause  of  her  claque.    Her  appear- 
ance, which  owed  considerably  more  to  art  than  to  nature, 
was  as  familiar   as  that  of  royalty  itself  in    the    shops 
of  Regent  Street ;    and  almost  every  day  she  published 
a  new  scheme  in  the  newspapers,  her  sworn  and  bosom 
friends,  for  the  amelioration  of  the  human  race  and  the 
animal  creation.     Now  it  was  a  Cottage  Hospital  for  Blind 
Mice  ;  now  a  Society  for  the  Cultivation  in  the  Agricultural 
Labourer  of  a  Distaste  for  Work  and  a  Fondness  for  Home- 
Brewed  Ale.     She  was  the  perpetual  president  of  that 
famous  and  old-established  Society  for  Providing  Little 
Black    Children  with   White   Pocket-handkerchiefs.    She 
was  the  best  advertised  thing  in  England  with  the  exception 
of  Mr.  Beecham's  Soap  ;   and  the  most  hard-worked  wth 
the  exception  of  Mr.  Pears'  Pills. 

The  strain  of  keeping  in  the  centre  of  the  public  eye  had 
made  her  prematurely  old.     It  was  an  open  secret  that  shf 
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used   belladonna  to  brighten   her   eyes,  and  cocaine  to 
brighten  her  intellect.    She  kept  the  best  table  and  the 
worst  company  in  London.    Her  claim  to  distinction  in 
her  own  set  was  that  she  was  the  only  woman  in  it  who 
had  been  able  to  retain  the  husband  with  whom  fate  had 
decorated  her.     She  was  known  to  fame  as  the  Honourable 
Mrs.    Twysden-Cockshott,    and   her   husband   the    Right 
Honourable    Reginald,    the   President   of   the   Board   of 
Supererogation,  had  not  put  his  foot  over  the  threshold  of 
his  wife's  residence  in  HUl  Street  for  thirteen  years.     He 
divided  his  time  between  the  House  of  Commons  and  his 
Club.      In  the  popular  magazines  the  satisfaction  was  his, 
however,  of  seeing  his  name  included  among  those  of  the 
fortunate  many  who  owed  their  success  in  life  to  their 
wives.    He  could  also  have  added,  which  he  was  much  too 
chivalrous  to  do,  that  he  was  qualifying  to  have  his  name 
added  to  the  list  of  those  who  owed  to  their  wives  their 
appearance  in  the  Court  of  Bankruptcy.    However,  he 
was  no  longer  responsible  for  her  debts.     To  the  pedestrian 
world  that  walked  on  the  pavement,  the  cUenUk  of   the 
halfpenny  morning  journal,  he  owed  his  own  distinction  to 
the  fact  that  he  bore  the  same  name  as  the  Honourable 
Mrs.  Twysden-Cockshott.     In  himself  he  was  an  inoffensive 
man  with  a  considerable  effacement  of  character,  and  a 
complete  set  of  ideals  bequeathed  to  him  by  a  maiden  aunt 
of  old-fashioned  notions,  which  had  proved  rather  too  high 
for  the  present  state  of  our  progress. 

To  them  at  Hill  Street  came  Mrs.  Broke  in  her  distress. 
She  only  went  to  poor  dear  Mary's  when  it  was  not  con- 
venient that  houses  sweeter  in  repute  should  find  her 
sanctuary.  The  name  of  Aunt  Mary  was  never  mentioned 
in  the  family  of  Covenden.  She  belonged  to  the  category 
of  those  unfortunates  who  had  "  gone  under  "  ;  and,  though 
she  appeared  to  be  particularly  alive,  not  to  say  kicking, 
in  the  subterranean  region  whither  she  had  gone,  she  had 
no  existence  for  her  relations  in  the  country,  except  on 
the  rare  occasions  that  it  happened  to  be  convenient  she 
should  have.  To-day  it  chanced  that  she  stood  in  this 
fortunate  position  in  the  eyes  of  her  sister  Jane.  Mary's 
was  a  sort  of  "  pot  house,"  whither  she  could  go  when  she 
liked  for  as  long  a  time  as  she  cared  to  stay.    She  could 
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take  whom  she  liked  with  her,  or  make  an  appointment 
to  meet  whom  she  liked  when  she  got  there. 

When  our  redoubtable  lady  arrived  at  Hill  Street  on 
the  stroke  of  twelve,  she  was  relieved  to  find  that  her 
sister  was  abroad  in  the  world  already  and  was  not  ex- 
pected home  to  luncheon.  She  was  in  no  humour  to  cope 
with  her  just  then.  All  the  afternoon  she  sat  in  the  draw- 
ing-room waiting  for  the  coming  of  her  son,  with  an 
impatience  she  strove  to  allay  with  attempts  at  reading. 
A  few  minutes  before  five  o'clock  he  was  shown  m  to  her. 

"  Ha,  old  Mums  !  "  he  said  with  his  habitual  arrogant 
cheeriness,  "  so  here  we  are 

"  Will  you  have  a  cup  of  tea,  my  precious  ? 

Her  accents  -ere  as  prodigiously  sweet  as  when  he 
interviewed  ht     ^st. 

"  Thanks  aw'fly."  ,  .      , 

Our  redoubtable  lady  watched  him  a  little  curiously 
while  he  put  cream  and  sugar  in  his  tea,  stirred  it,  and  drank 
it,  and  noted  that  his  self-possession  was  as  perfect  as  her 
own.    Then  she  said — 

"  What  did  you  mean  by  that  rather  stupid  letter  you 
sent  me  this  morning  ?  Do  you  know  you  rather  alarmed 
me,  my  pet  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  must  buck  up,  you  know,  said  our  young 
gentleman  cheerily.    "  It  was  a  bit  sudden,  wasn't  it  ? " 

"  What  was  a  bit  sudden,  my  precious  ?  " 

"  That  letter." 

"  Really  one  can  hardly  say  that.  It  was  three  whole 
weeks  since  you  wrote  before." 

"  Was  it  so  long  as  that  ?  I  didn't  think  it  was  so  long  ; 
how  the  time  does  get  on,  doesn't  it  ?  " 

"  It  does,  my  love,"  said  his  mother,  opening  her  blue 
eyes  as  wide  as  she  could  get  them,  and  beaming  upon  him 

steadily.  ,.     ,      ,,    .  ,   • 

Billy  met  them  with  an  imperturbability  hardly  inferior 
to  her  own.    He  rubbed  one  hand  carefully  round  his 

silk  hat.  ,  X         Tu 

"  I  think,  Mummy,  I'll  have  another  cup  of  tea.    The 

tea  is  very  good." 

"  Yes,  my  love,  quite  good." 

Our  redoubtable  lady  continued  to  look  at  her  son 
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steadily.    The  snule  was  still  in  her  eyes ;  her  voice  was 
calm  and  beautifully  controlled. 

"  ^^*  ^^^  y°^  mean,  my  darling,  by  that  ridiculous 
assertion  that  you  were  married  yesterday  morning  ?  " 

''  Ridiculous  !  "  said  Billy.  "  Why  ridiculous.  Mummy  ? 
1  don  t  quitp  see  how  the  truth  can  be  ridiculous." 

"  Then  :        '  nie,  my  dear  one  ?  " 

II  Of  CO  wouldn't  rag  you,  you  know." 

And         ,  pray,  is  the  favoured  person  ?  " 

There  was  the  half-smile  still  lurking  in  her  cool  blue 
eyes.  There  was  the  same  suggestion  of  a  slightly  amused 
suavity  with  which  she  had  begun  the  conversation 

"  She's  a  peach,"  said  Billy. 

"  VVho,  my  love  ?  " 

"  A  peach  !  " 

"I  don't  think  I  know  the  family.  I  believe  there 
are  some  people  called  Mowbray  Peach  in  Warwick- 
shire. But  I  cannot  say  that  I  enjoy  the  pleasure  of  their 
acquaintance." 

"I  don't  mean  people  at  all,  you  dear  old  silly,"  said  Billy 
laughing  heartily.  "  A  peach-a  regular  picture,  y'know! 
bomethmg  sweet  and  tempting  and  good  to  look  at." 

"  And  who  is  this  person,  my  Jove,  who  is  sweet  and 
tempting  and  good  to  look  at  ?  " 

"  My  wiin,"  said  Billy,  taking  his  hat  off  one  knee  and 
placing  It  OP.  the  other. 

"  Of  course,  my  love.  But  who  was  she  before  she  was 
your  wife  ?  " 

Our  young  gentleman  paused.  He  carefully  placed  back 
his  hat  upon  his  othi,r  knee. 

"  You  must  promise,  my  dear  old  Mums,"  he  said  after 
reflection,  "  that  if  I  tell  you,  you  will  not  be  prejudiced 
and  so  on  You  must  promise  me  that  you  will  not  despise 
her  for  what  she  has  been."  ^ 

kind^"^'"  ^^""^i^  ^  cannot  enter  into  any  promises  of  that 

"  Then  I  am  afraid  I  cannot  tell  you." 

Mother  and  son  found  themselves  looking  steadily  into 

one  another's  eyes.    It  was  the  first  time  in  their  lives 

hat  they  had  been  afflicted  with  a  sense  of  antagonism  in 

their  personal  relations.    It  was  as  sudden  as  it  was  un- 
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expected.  In  spite  of  her  mantle  of  stoicism  our  redoubt- 
able lady  could  not  repress  the  shudder  that  went  creeping 
through  her  veins.  She  was  face  to  face  with  a  lifelong 
error.  From  the  day  of  his  birth  she  had  thought  she 
knew  all  there  was  to  know  about  Billy.  Here  now  she 
was  confronted  with  the  knowledge  of  how  completely  she 
had  deceived  herself. 

"  I  promise,  my  darhng,"  she  said  meekly. 

"  Bible  oath,  you  know,  old  Mums,"  said  Billy  with  a 
short  laugh.  "  May-I-cut-my-throat-before-I-die  sort  of 
business,  don't  you  know." 

"  Don't  be  silly,  my  pet.  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of 
making  promises  unless  I  intend  to  keep  them." 

"  I  -ould  not  be  too  sure  of  that  if  I  were  you,  you  dear 
wily  old  thing.  You  see,  she  is  my  wife  now,  and — er  I 
may  be  a  little  bit  sensitive  for  her,  you  know.  She's 
mine,  don't  you  know ;  and  if  I  thoujj;ht  anybody  was 
going  to  look  down  on  her,  or  annoy  her,  or  make  her  feel 
that  she  was  not  as  good  as  they  were,  they  should  not 
see  her.  Mummy,  do  you  see  ?  " 

"  You  are  lucidity  itself,  my  pet.  But  why,  may  I  ask, 
should  I  of  all  people,  your  own  fond  foolish  old  mother, 
who  has  doted  on  you  all  your  life,  be  likely  to  act  like  this 
towards  the — the — er  person  you  have  chosen  to  marry  ?  " 

"  I  certainly  don't  know  why  you  should.  But  there  is 
no  saying  when  one  has  got  you,  you  wily  old  woman  ;  and  if 
you  don't  mind  my  saying  it,  you  dear  old  Mummy,  you 
can  be  very  down  on  people  when  you  like.  I've  seen  you 
give  those  poor  kid  sisters  of  mine  '  gyp,'  I  can  tell  you. 
Oh,  I  know  you  !  Now  this  dear  little  kid  of  miiie  is  the 
sweetest  little  girl  in  the  world  and  the  best ;  and  if  even 
I  allowed  my  dear  old  Mummy  to  come  along  and  make 
her  pretty  eyes  red  for  her,  I  should  never  forgive  myself." 

"  You  speak  in  riddles,  my  dear  one.  Why  or  how  I 
should  make  the  pretty  eyes  of  the— the— er  person  red, 
I  fail  to  understand.  May  I  ask,  she  is  not  one  of  those 
fashionable  persons  who  have  a  past  ?  " 

"Lord  no!"  said  Billy  with  vehemenre.    He  placed 
his  hat  on  the  carpet  out  of  the  way  of  danger.     "  Wliat  a 
rotten  thing  to  say,  Mummy  !  " 
"  It  was,  my  pet,"  <■        his   mother   with    beautiful 
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humility.  "  I  am  sure  I  beg  your  pardon.  But,  really,  you 
alarm  me  so  with  your  hums  and  haws,  that  I  hardly  know 
how  to  place  her.  Come  now,  my  dear  one,  please  reveal  to 
me  in  just  two  plain  words  who  this  person  is  I  understand 
you  to  have  married." 

"  Well,  if  you  must  know,  she  is  a  little  girl  out  of 
Perkin  &  Warbeck's  shop  in  Bond  Street,  the  right-hand 
side,  you  know,  going  out  of  Piccadilly." 

"  Thank  you,  my  darling,  that  is  all  I  wished  ,to 
know." 

There  was  not  a  flicker  in  the  placid  countenance.  Her 
lips  were  a  little  tighter  together  than  was  their  wont ; 
they  were  drawn  in  until  her  mouth  was  set  in  a  sharp, 
straight  line.  Billy  thought  he  had  never  seen  the  hard 
lights  dance  quite  so  quickly  and  so  luminously  in  her  eyes. 
As  he  looked  at  her  he  could  not  help  thinking  that  his 
mother  was  magnificent. 

"  Mummy,  you  are  an  old  The  admiration  in 

his  face  was  a  part  of  the  frank,  ss  which  he  always 
allowed  himself. 

"  Thank  you,  my  dear  one  ;  you  compliment  me." 
Will  you  take  another  cup  of  tea  ?  There  is  just  one  left 
in  the  pot,  if  it  is  not  too  cold." 

"  Thank  you  very  much,"  said  Billy  ;  "  I  think  I  will." 

He  picked  up  his  hat  again  and  placed  it  a  little  farther 
out  of  the  way  of  danger.  Mrs.  Broke  poured  out  his 
third  cup  of  tea  and  presented  it  to  him  with  a  hand  that 
did  not  shake. 

"  I  suppose,  my  angel,"  she  said  in  a  low  matter-of-fact 
voice,  "  you  know  that  you  have  ruined  us  all  ?  " 

"  Oh  rot,  Mummy  !  "  said  our  young  gentleman  cheerily. 
"  You  mustn't  talk  hke  that,  you  know.  You  are  not 
going  to  take  on  about  it ;  you  are  much  too  sensible  an 
old  bird." 

"  You  have  ruined  us  completely  and  effectually." 

"  You  mustn't  talk  like  that,  you  know.  I  took  a  bold 
step,  bi  I  it  doesn't  mean  that,  I  am  sure.  She  is  such  a 
jolly  little  beast." 

"  Our  very  existence  depended  on  your  marriage  with 
Maud.  We  are  hopelessly  compromised  in  a  financial 
sense,  and  now  in  a  social  one " 
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"  Suppose  you  don't  say  it  ?  "  said  Billy  with  a  wheed- 
ling air. 

"  Very  well,  my  precious,  I  will  not,  as  you  wish  it.  But 
I  think  it  necessary  that  you  should  be  brought  fa^e  to 
face  with  the  state  of  affairs  in  which  your  somewhat 
unfortunate,  not  to  say  hasty,  act  has  involved  us." 

"  Whether  it  is  unfortunate  or  not,  Mummy,  remains  to 
be  seen,  but  in  any  case  it  was  not  hasty.  I  had  been 
thinking  of  it  for  some  time,  although  I  will  admit  that 
when  this  Maud  business  came  along  it  may  have  forced 
my  hand  a  bit.  But  now  I've  taken  the  plunge,  I  have 
sort  of  made  my  bed,  don't  you  know,  and  I've  got  to  lie 
in  it.  It  may  be  a  bit  awkward  at  first  for  everybody. 
I  daresay  it  will,  but  the  dear  little  kid's  mine  now,  my 
very  own,  and  I  am  hers,  and — and  there  you  are  !  She's 
a  little  bit  of  all  right.     Suits  me  down  to  the  ground." 

"  I  do  not  doubt,  my  love,  that  all  you  say  is  perfectly 
true  ;  but  may  I  ask  why  you  did  not  take  me  at  any  rate 
into  your  confidence  before  you  embarked  on  a  step  of  such 
a  final  nature  ?  " 

"  I  hope,  you  dear  old  thing,  you  did  not  expect  me  to 
be  such  a  jay.  Everybody  would  have  made  such  a  fuss. 
I  hate  a  fuss.  Besides,  I  was  obliged  to  keep  it  from  our 
crowd.  I  can  breathe  easier  nov/  I  have  brought  it  off.  It 
was  a  rather  ticklish  thing,  I  don't  mind  telhng  you." 

Our  redoubtable  lady  took  in  her  breath  in  several 
sharp  little  spasms  that  cut  like  knives. 

"  Do  you  quite  think  you  ought  to  congratulate  yourself, 
my  darhng  ?  '  she  asked  a  little  wearily. 

"  It  is  the  best  day's  work  I've  done.  I  would  not  part 
with  my  httle  girl  for  money." 

"  Then  you  are  quite  insensible,  my  angel,  to  the  dis- 
grace and  ruin  of  your  family  ?  " 

"There  ycu  go,  Mummy,"  said  Billy  with  pathos, 
"  making  a  fuss  !     I  wish  now  I  had  not  told  you." 

"  You  must  please  forgive  me,  my  dear  one,"  said  his 
mother  with  winning  humilit}'. 

All  the  same  at  that  moment,  had  she  held  a  lethal  weapon 
in  her  hand  she  might  conceivably  Lave  slain  her  son. 
Not  only  was  she  nearly  crushed  to  earth  by  the  realization 
of  her  worst  fears— a  shopgirl  out  of  Perkin  &  Warbeck's 
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shop  in  Bond  Street  belonged  emphaticaUy  to  the  category 
of  the  impossible  without  even  the  saving  clause  of  an 
adventuress  with  a  husband  to  levy  blackmail— but  at  the 
same  time  she  was  bitterly  angry.    Our  young  gentleman's 
promptings  she  understood,  but  his  folly  was  incredible 
iramed  woman  of  the  world  as  she  was,  she  recognized  that 
such  a  detachment  of  mind  wab  almost  inevitable  in  one 
born  and  bred  in  his  class.     Even  in  the  present  hour 
01  ne:  humiliation  and  despair,  our  accomplished  lady  had 
not  lost  her  power,  said  to  be  somewhat  rare  in  her  sex 
ot  impartial  reflection.     She  was  aware  that  Billy,  as  herself' 
her  husoand,  her  kindred,  and  the  great  majority  of  the 
menibersof  the  privileged  and  monied  classes  from  whom 
she  had  derived  her  education,  were  only  too  apt  to   )lav 
for  their  own  hands  entirely.     Full  many  an  insta;       of 
an  almost  wolfish  self-centredness  had  she  found  in  her 
glided  semnary.     At  times  she  had  been  amused  by  these 
earnest  sell-seekers,  these  naif  worshippers  at  the  shrine  of 
self-mteresi  with  whom  it  had  been  her  lot  to  go  to  school 
Ihere  seerrcd  to  be  some  subtle  taint  in  the  atmosphere 
they  breatted.     It  was  only  to  be  expected  of  BUly,  who 
was  blood  0  their  blood,  who  had  been  imbued  with  their 
instincts     niurished   on    their   religion,    reared   in    their 
mtUeu,  that  he  should  be  too  obsessed  by  his  own  imme- 
diate point  cf  view  to  spare  a  thought  to  that  of  persons 
whohadarigit  to  look  for  some  Uttle  consideration  at  his 
hands.     She  lad  the  strength  to  admit,  even  in  that  dark 
hour,  that  it  would  have  been  remarkdble  had  it  been 
otherwise.     Sie  would  not  blame  him  on  that  score.     The 
onus  lay  upon  the  class  into  which  he  had  been  born      It 
was  his  mad  infatuation,  his  desperate  folly,  for  which 
cheerfully  she  :ould  have  slain  him.    The  wretched  fellow 
did  not  even  nake  the  excuse  that  he  had  acted  in  a 
moment  of  imjulse  or  pique.     In  cold  blood,  in  his  right 
mmd^  he  marred  a  shop-girl,  and  he  boasted  of  it. 

May  I  ask  my  precious,  what  you  propose  to  do 
witn  your  wife,  now  you  have  married  her  f  "  she  said  in 
the  voice  of  mdulated  calm  she  had  used  from  the  be- 
ginning. 

''  I  don't  quie  know,  y'  know.      I  suppose  we  shall 
rub  along. 
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"  I  confess,  my  darling,  that  I  foresee  obstacles  risu.^ 
in  your  path." 

I  was  afraid  there  might  be  one  or  two.    Have  you 
told  my  father  yet  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  told  him.  And  to  be  perfectly  candid  I 
hardly  dare  to  tell  him.  Unless  I  misjudge  your  father 
completely  he  will  make  a  tragedy  of  it." 

"  Yes,  he  has  the  reputation  of  being  an  eccentnc  in 
some  things.  I  think,  Mummy,  it  may  be  wise  to  break 
the  news  to  him  a  bit." 

"  I  agree  with  you,  my  darling.  But  I  must  beg  you 
to  leave  the  matter  entirely  to  me.  We  must  not  act 
hastily.  Your'  marriage  must  not  be  avowed  before  the 
chosen  season.  We  have  to  think  of  poor  Matd  as  well 
as  ourselves.  I  hardly  dare  to  contemplate  all  the  con- 
sequences. They  are  terrible,  my  pet.  I  must  have  tim-: 
to  think  the  matter  out  at  my  leisure.  Do  not  speak  of 
it  to  any  one.  Our  social  credit  is  at  stake.  Something 
is  due  to  us  as  a  family.  Your  poor  sisters  nay  be  pre- 
judiced. We  may  have  to  submit  to  derision.  I  nust  charge 
you  to  absolute  caution,  to  absolute  silence,  ny  precious ; 
you  must  place  yourself  in  my  hands  uneservedly." 

OxiT  young  gentleman  assented  with  a  slignt  feeling  of 
rehef.  He  was  not  so  far  gone  in  his  infatuation  as  to 
have  lost  entirely  his  sense  of  proportion.  He  foresaw 
that  it  would  be  a  bitter  pill  for  his  world  toswallow.  He 
was  prompt  to  acquiesce  therefore  in  his  moher's  request. 
It  took  the  burden  of  a  somewhat  irksome  iuty  from  his 
shoulders. 

He  could  not  help  admiring  his  mothei.  She  miglj. 
smile  forever  and  talk  in  dulcet  tones,  but  she  could  not 
wholly  deceive  him.  The  mask  of  a  winniig  stoicism  she 
wore  habitually  could  not  avail  her.  He  knew  she  was 
badly  hit.  He  had  never  seen  a  better  piece  of  acting  than 
he  had  been  treated  to  in  his  interview  with  her  that 
afternoon.  It  was  no  mean  exhibition  of  tie  art,  because  he 
guessed  that  she  had  been  knocked  abou:  rather  severely 
by  the  blow  he  had  dealt  her,  and  nov,  however  com- 
posed she  might  appear,  she  was  realV  shattered  and 
trembling  from  the  consequences  of  it,  md  was  bleeding 
fiercely  underneath  her  laugh. 
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Jl  ^  ^^  write  to  your  wife  or  call  upon  her,  my  dear 
°«.,  ^^^^^  '^  *^«  '»ving  at  present  ?  "  •     J'     «" 

?SL^^''V'*''*•    ,?^  '°°^^^  ^*  ^^^  "'Other  searchingly. 
h.r  P    S^'  Injun,  Mummy  !      You  can  be  trusted  with 
ner  ?    hhe  s  a  timid  httle  soul,  easily  upset." 
"  w  li  "'^  darling,  you  can  trust  me."        ij    ' 
WeU— er  if  you  must  know  the  address-er  is  17 
Cromwell  Villas,  Hampden  Road,  London.  N."  ^' 

J  Wnte  it  down,  my  love." 

"Here  is  a  business  card  with  it  printed  on  it.  She 
Sla?  ^rt  "^"  '""*  "^^^  ''  ^  dressmaker  or  something  of 
BUly  took  out  his  cigarette-case,  and  selecting  from  it 
a  square  piece  of  cardboard,  not  particularly  clean,  with 
^me  inferior  printing  in  a  large  type  upon  it,  gave  it  o 
ZZt^^^L  ^^t  ^•'^"P*^^  ''  ^'*h  the  same  outward  com° 
tSed  ft!     "^  '■'''°^*'^  ^^'  ^  ""'"  ^'  her  fingers 

to  rriTh"  r'-^"!-  «r^7'  ^^"y  presently  left  his  mother 
to  catch  his  tram  to  Windsor.     Mrs.  Broke  having  decided 

0  remain  in  town  that  night,  sent  a  telegram  to  Covenden 
and  surrendered  herself  to  her  achin|  thoughts  She 
was  a  woman  of  courage,  but  as  she  sat  alone  in  that  huge 
drawing-room  lit  with  dim  lamps,  with  the  loneliness  and 
the  silence  emphasizing  the  frightened  beatings  of  her 
heart,  she  had  that  duU  sense  of  calamity  which  afflicts 
l\[^,;,r;?^  ^T"^"::  ^^^l  ^^^^"^  ^^^^  '*«  ^leep  in  the 
a  vnH  nf  '^^r^^'"?*?  ^  '^°^^  t°  fi"d  himself  buried  in 
a  void  of  debrts  and  darkness  and  the  cold  wind  freezing 
the  sweat  upon  his  face.  She  had  now  passed  from  th? 
nrst  stage  of  semi-consciousness  of  this  poor  traveller  to 
oneof  a  slowly-maturing  sensibility  :  when  the  questions 

Where  am  I  ?  What  has  happened  to  me  ?  "  have  given 
place  to  I  wonder  if  I  am  mortally  hurt ;  J  hope  thSI's 
nothing  mternal ;  I  suppose  this  wet  stuff  trickhng  into 
my  eyes  must  be  blood  !  "  Mrs.  Broke  now  knew  The 
nature  of  her  accident ;  she  was  occupied  in  tryine  to 
find  out  ]ust  what  her  injuries  were.  ^  ^ 

This  she  could  not  do.     She  knew  positively  that  she 

rdir'h^t^'"'"^^^.^-  ^'^  ''''  ^  ^^°"gh  she  ieJe  gomg 
to  die ,  but  her  predicament  was  so  strange,  so  terrible 
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that  she  could  not  say  what  the  immediate  future  had  in 
store.  Her  fine  scheme  for  the  restoration  of  their  for- 
tunes had  been  shattered  to  pieces  in  the  very  moment 
of  its  culmination.  She  had  been  congratulated ;  her 
wisdom  and  her  cleverness  had  been  extolled ;  she  had 
been  the  object  of  envy ;  but  as  she  had  raised  the  cup 
of  success  to  her  lips  it  had  been  wantonly  dashed  to  the 
ground  by  the  one  the  nearest,  the  dearest  to  her  in  the 
world. 

Even  that  act  she  might  have  forgiven  had  it  been  one 
of  impulse  ;  there  is  apparently  no  act  too  gross  or  too 
insane  to  be  unable  to  incur  the  pardon  of  the  human 
mother.  But  it  had  proved  to  be  a  calculated  blow  in 
which  her  son  exulted.  This  woman  he  had  married, 
this  nameless  person  vvhose  vocation  it  was  to  serve  behind 
the  counter  of  a  shop,  he  proposed  to  supjxjrt  unrelent- 
ingly, and  vindicated  his  behaviour  by  assuring  her  that 
this  creature  alone  had  the  power  to  make  an  appeal  to 
his  nature. 

It  was  singular  that  young  men  should  be  subject  to 
haLucinations  such  as  these.  Bitterly  she  recalled  the 
p>arallel  case  of  her  brother  Charles.  On  that  occasion 
his  friends  became  acquainted  in  time  of  his  infatuation, 
and  were  able  to  rescue  him  from  the  hands  of  the  vulgar 
and  unscrupulous  woman  who  had  hypnotized  him  with 
her  animal  beauty.  The  poor  mother  was  convinced  that 
precisely  the  same  thing  had  happened  to  her  boy,  only  in 
his  case  there  was  the  important  reservation  that  the 
gods  had  not  thought  fit  to  intervene.  As  usual  they 
were  on  the  side  of  the  big  battalions.  Charles's  family 
was  strong  enough  even  to  withstand  the  social  ruin  of  its 
eldest  son.  Billy's  was  not.  Be  sure  the  malicious  gods 
had  taken  those  facts  into  their  consideration ! 

She  had  made  up  her  mind  already  that  the  young 
person  whose  dwelling-plate  was  Crcmwell  Villas,  Hamp- 
den Road,  London,  N.,  was  an  underbred  designing  little 
minx,  in  the  same  way  that  Miss  Maisie  Malone  had  proved 
to  be  a  flashy  and  rather  fat  vulgarian.  Howbeit  she 
would  go  and  see  for  herself.  Maimed  as  she  was  she  had 
still  enough  spirit  left  to  be  faintly  amused  at  Billy's 
solicitude  for  such  an  artful  little  wretch.      But  the  scales 
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had  not  yet  dropped  from  the  eyes  of  the  unhapov  fellow 
His  anxiety  for  tlie  fine  feelings  of  "  the  dSt  H?m; 
donah  in  the  world"  would  haJe  been  wrfect  ?omi^i 
^rT'  ^'■°'".If^  ^^^"^  °^  ^he  theatre^  Real  h^*^S 
^Tn'  .""^  »"*'"  °"'  °"^y  dramatist.  She  laughed  a 
sorry  note  m  honour  of  the  mot.    Still  she  would  eo  and 

rnaSlv'fotr  las^ /''  "*"'  ^'""f  ^^^  ^  "^"^^  '-nSc 

fraw   b, '  .f?n  ^*'\^*'"^^'^"  impalpable  vague  ridiculous 

h.t  ;h«         i   '^  ''*''^^'    T^*^  hope  was  still  faint  in  her 

fi  !t    u'^^*"'"*'  '"'Sht  t"^"  outto  be  the  adventurMi 

with  the  husband  in  the  background,  although  thatb^ 
vT'hld'bJen^Jrilf  transpontfne  stage.    ReTlile.'Lw. 

melodrama     Rn?h\°"  °''^'r  *°  *"™  »*«  ^and  to 

weakened  alreiSv     A  ^T^  '"  .**^^'  *J^^*'°"  '^^d  been 
weaKenea  already.     A  shop  girl  out  of  Bond  Street  i« 

hardly  the  material  out  of"^  which  to  cut  your  true  ad 
venturess.  Doubtless  she  would  prove  to  h^  a  creatSre 
of  a  hopeless  propriety.  Doubtless  she  wa?  even  voir 
very  young  men  are  content  with  a  /»«»sa«  wi  hThe  oS 
kind;  after  all  ,t  is  the  virtue  of  the  lower  classes  that 
provokes  the  unsophisticated  to  admit  themTto  the 
holy  temple  of  matrimony.     Without  their  virtue  they  had 

Still  she  would  go  and  see  her.    She  was  under  a  nrn 

eyes  red.  Yes,  she  supposed  she  had  made  some  kind 
0  a  promise ;  she  supposed,  therefore,  that  ITvS 
have  to  keep  some  kind  of  a  curb  upon  herself-althouih 
.was  not  easy  to  hurt  the  fedings  o?  thaf c?i  .  SheTas 
d  to  believe  there  was  only  one  word  in  the  range  of  The 
anguage  tha.' could  touch  them,  and  that  was  never  heird 

Zt  I   P'-°K.^  ''''■*"°"'  ^°'"^"-    Still  she  wa^  not  sure 
that  she  might  not  know  how  to  make  her  win^e  a  li«Te 

to  BUW-TurthS  '°'"'^^'*  '°^^  ^"^  indefinite  primS 
10  cujy ,  but  that  young  man  was  not  to  suppose  in  his 

trange  ignorance  of   human  nature  that  if   oSc   wSnan 

nfi^ts  an  injury  upon  another  woman,  the  victk^  isSS 

to  be  dissuaded  from  retaliation  ^  ^ 

ladv 'IT*^-^^.  *^^  "^T^^^  °^  *h«  ga"^d  and  suffering 
lady  were  mterrupted  at  this  point      Her  sister  S 
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flounced  into  the  room,  an  emanation  of  rustles  and  odours. 
She  came  in  marvellously  spick  and  span,  and  quite  un- 
daunted in  energy,  although  during  the  day  she  had  opened 
three  bazaars  in  outh'ing  parts  of  the  vast  metropolis, 

J>resided  at  the  half-yearly  administration  of  the  Fund 
or  Providing  Distressed  Society  Women  with  Tiaras, 
and  had  presently  to  go  out  to  dine  with  a  duke  at  the 
Carlton  Hotel.  Her  appearance  suggested  that  of  an 
actress  of  an  inferior  rank,  who  covers  the  retreat  of 
her  pristine  freshness  with  enamel  and  rose  pink. 

"  Hullo,  my  sister,"  she  shouted  at  the  top  of  a  voice 
that  was  not  altogether  pleasant.  "  You  here !  Two 
cups.  Aha,  a  man  to  tea  !  Fie  upon  you,  you  skittish 
matron.  Glad  I  was  out.  Sorry  I  came  back.  Hope  I  did 
not  disturb  you.  Are  these  the  legs  of  a  man  I  see  before 
me  protruding  from  under  the  sofa  ?  No ;  only  mv 
romantic  fancy.  I  wonder,  sister,  if  I  ever  shall  get  rid 
of  my  eternal  youth  !  " 

"  I  think,  my  dear,  you  may  hope  in  time  sufficiently 
to  conceal  it,"  said  Mrs.  Broke,  purring  with  placidity. 

"  Ha  !  you  darling  old  cat,  you  keep  your  claws  as 
sharp  as  ever.  What's  your  game  now  ?  Mf^ney,  sordid 
humiliating  pelf ;  or  has  Juno  come  to  ask  Minerva, 
'  What  Shall  We  Do  With  Our  Daughters  ? '  Were  you 
the  '  Materfamilias '  who  started  the  correspondence  in  the 
Daily  Telegraph  ?  " 

"  No,  my  dear,  but  I  think  if  I  chose  I  could  furnish 
the  name  of  the  '  Constant  Reader '  who  started  the  one 
before,  '  WTiat  Shall  We  Do  With  Our  Husbands  ?  '  " 

"  It  is  no  good,  sister,  I  shall  not  compete.  You  are  too 
quick.     When  is  Billy  going  to  be  spliced  ?  " 

"  Nothing  is  settled  yet." 

"  High  time  isn't  it  ?  The  thing  has  been  lagging 
superfluous  for  at  least  a  month.  I  saw  the  hero  at  the 
Troc.  the  other  night  after  the  play.  He  was  not  aggres- 
sively sober.  A  gilt  mug  laid  me  five  to  four  in  ponies 
that  he  would  be  another  Charles.  I  took  him  on  the 
nail ;  they  don't  know  the  mamma  of  ce  preux  chevalier, 
do  they  ?  How  much  is  the  Fair  Persian  worth — three 
milUons  or  two  ?  A  nice  domesticated  creature  with  no 
expensive  tastes,  I  understand.    Our  hero,  straight  out  o( 
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Ouida  though  he  be.  will  never  be  able  to  spend  all  that 
on  polo  pomes.    How  will  he  be  able  to  dSxTse  of  it 

wJj  rnefi!  •^''  ""^  '"'"  •     ^  '"PI^^  ""'"^^^^^  ^hariUes 

„/iJ  ""rt'  ^''n  ^"^  ^^K'"a'd,  my  dear.     He  sits  at  the  feet 

"  Ha,  there  you  go  again  !     I  don't  know  when  I  have 
known  your  claws  so  sharp,  you  funny  old  thing.     StiU 
It  was  a  bit  below  the  belt.     But  really,  darling^    mus 
hi   somebody.     I  am  in  a  frightful  temper  " 
Quarter  day  ?  "  *^ 

"  Not  at  all." 

of  Je^?  """"'"^  ^''  ^*'""^'  ^°^*  '^^""^^  ^°  ^^^e*"  his  bill 

II  How  did  you  guess  ?  " 

"  Intuition,  my  dear— the  feminine  prerogative." 
Well    you  are  right  off  it.      No,  the  fact  is  I   have 
been  havmg  a  lot  of  bad  luck  lately." 

"  Baccarat  ?"  ^ 

fC  f°°^'''^i  ,  ^  h^^e  forsaken  the  sport  of  princes  for 
the  sport  of  kmgs.  I  don't  know  when  I  ha?e  lien  so 
p"^l',  }  ^l^  l^^  ^^^^  ^t^^ight  from  Harry  to  back 
Parable  for  the  Nash  at  loo  to  8.     I  wired  to  my  book.e 

a  h/m  ^  ^A*  '""'"^  ^"  *^^  ^°^«-  P^^^ble  rolled  Kie 
allnght  m  the  commonest,  but  Bookie  repudiates  and 
refuses  pom  blank  to  tip  up  the  spondulicks.  What  wouW 
you  do,  darhng  ?     You  have  a  reputation  for  wisdom  " 

technirTtfh'  TiT  "^'f '  *^^*  y^"*"  «^0"versation  is  too 
Sll^  ^  ^"'i^'^'i  ^-^""P*  ^y  *he  expert.     You  ou^ 

rettTh^rrft"^  ''"'^^-       ^°  ^  ""^^^^^  ^^ "^ 

mv  frim'ieT^  AnH^V^  '""  ^°"  ^'^  '"  "°  '"^^  *°  humour 
my  irailties.    And  I  am  so  cross.     I  mentioned  it  to  old 

iT^ft  ^^^?  ^T  "^S^*-  "^  ^^'d  that  if  I  went  to  law 
and  the  judge  happened  to  be  unusually  young  or  un 
usually  senile,  and  I  wore  my  new  thing    of  Raquin" 

ouHf  £h- t"P''  ^""''"^'^  ^'^h  ^«^"  mousseline  d2  soie' 
ZfuZ  '''"'  ^  P/''"  °^  c™shed-strawberry-colou?ed 
turtle  doves  rampant,  from  a  pale  yeUow  ground  sUghtIv 
erased,  which  he  had  already  ha  J  loccasiof  to  admfre.  I 
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might  get  my  case,  always  providins;  iLTt  the  judge  was 
not  a  naturalist.  In  that  event,  lie  said,  1  'aould  be 
committed  for  contempt  and  get  Si:  months.  ' 

"  When  does  Reginald  introduc  h;-  bill,  my  dear,  for 
the  Suppression  of  Judicial  Humoux  : 

"  How  I  wish,  my  sister,  that  you  would  keep  King 
Charles's  head  out  of  your  conversation !  But  I  don't 
want  to  drag  Bookie  to  a  court  of  law  ;  you  are  acquainted, 
darling,  with  my  horror  of  publicity.  Besides,  if  I  did, 
it's  a  thousand  to  five,  to  lay  Charles's  favourite  odds, 
that  the  Religious  Rumtefoozleum  and  the  Noncon- 
formist What-you-call-it  would  not  let  me  open  any 
more  bazaars.  Really  lonely  women  in  tlio  vast  metropolis 
cannot  be  too  careful.  Oh,  by  the  way,  I  must  thank 
you  so  much  for  your  tip  about  Mars  and  Jupiter  Railways 
that  you  had  from  that  Salmon  man,  your  neighbour. 
So  thoughtful  of  you.  That  fish  is  quite  an  original.  1 
hear  he  is  absolutely  straight.  Oh,  and  tell  me,  my  sister, 
what  is  this  about  our  dear  old  Mun,  our  dear  stiff-backed, 
blue-blooded,  simple-minded,  penny-noveletteish  feudal 
baron  about  to  become  a  guinea  pig  !  When  I  saw  his 
name  in  the  prospectus  in  the  Times  this  morning,  with 
only  two  of  his  initials  wrong,  I  thought  I  should  have 
perished.  A  sordid  age,  my  dear.  E.  W.  A.  C.  B.  Broke, 
Esq.,  J. P.,  D.L.,  Covenden,  Parkshire,  gentleman.  A 
sordid  age.  I  suppose  all  his  ancestors  have  turned  in 
their  tombs  in  Covenden  church  already.  I  suppose  the 
Broke  ghost  is  walking  in  the  east  wing,  d  la  that 
friend  of  my  youth,  dear  Mrs.  Henry  Wood.  It  makes  one 
shudder,  yet  I  protest  there  is  a  touch  of  the  sublime. 
Poor  dear  old  Mun  ;  and  they  say  this  is  not  an  age  of 
heroes !  King  Romance  has  come  again  indeed.  I 
have  sent  that  prospectus  to  be  framed.  It  marks  an 
epoch.  The  old  order  not  only  changes,  it  wipes  itself 
out.  And  so  fell  Broke  of  Covenden  and  with  him  the  race 
of  England's  gentlemen  ! 

"  How  is  our  dear  old  Charley  one  ?  I  haven't  seen 
him  for  an  age.  Please  give  him  my  love,  and  tell  him 
that  the  last  keg  of  whisky  he  sent  poisoned  the  house- 
keeper's cat.  Tell  him  Mountain  Mist's  the  tipple.  Ask 
him  tQ  mention  my  name,  and  to  give  an  order  to  Johnson, 
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Sfter"nnt^^,f  v'  ^^'^^^^  ^ard,  Bermondsey.    You  had 

fnH^!    ^.^"i"*  asinane.and  as  bucolic  and  as  arisSadc 
and  as   utterly  impossible   as  ever?    And   how  is  o?; 

S'   wL""""  *"^»•'''  «  "ked  the  wSd  to  know 
about.    When  you  see  tlie  dear  authoress  sive  her  i,,  ,;„ 

^V.&^  '£f  "tt'T  Et*=  tf^'^ 

JheE^^r'tt  1— yi^ara?„!,rsttr?^^^^^^^^ 

If  he  once  removed  His  shoulders  from  beneath  the  BHtlh 
Z'^ZT  ^7"  "°"^^  ^^"  *he  whole  mast  'structure 
.n Ihf Ssron°¥,:^r ^^^^  irrat^n"'"'  ''''  ^'^  ^P^"^ 
for  the  poor  dea?  isn't  it  ?'   T  1 1       \''"  ^  '"^sponsibility 

stpL^^t  r-'r-l  the  ttrS^  ^'^aty  'hS;^',t 
K*  ^^^°"^  ^"^  ""^ided  on  his  own  dear  shoulder, 
the^  iml'^'r-  y^"'"  ^;'''  y'^'-  It  is  like  the  so  ar  system  ! 
^1  b?the  Jh^  T^'-  ^""^^°"'  Hercules  and  ReJ^^Sd 
Sinald  Thf  f '°"!  '"'^  °^  h'^t^^y-  ^ith  long  odds  on 
piUar  of  ih/r  ^'^'  "^^^"'"^  ^^llow,  to  think  that  tWs 
pillar  of  the  Government  has  not  left  the  post  of  diTtv  f^r 
te  years  even  to  come  and  see  his  wifeT'ettoYong 
Stinr  R.  ,cT^   ^"^   '^^"y-     I   "^"stn't   keep   Harry 

KTotak"meab-t'?r''^'-    ^P^^  ^'"^  ^°  ^"^h  aT 
to  lake  me  about,  like  my  cook  pays  her  guardsman," 
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The  volatile  lady,  who  had  not  ceased  in  her  monologue 
from  the  time  she  arrived  to  the  time  she  departed,  ulti- 
mately did  so  after  a  sojourn  of  half  an  hour,  to  the  great 
relief  of  poor  Mrs.  Broke. 

"  Cocaine,"  murmured  our  unfortunate  lady,  as  the 
door  /osed  upon  her.  "  If  poor  Mary  is  not  soon  im- 
mureU  m  an  asylum  I  fear  she  will  lower  the  standard  of  the 
national  sanity.  Poor  dear  Charles  is  bad  enough  ;  but 
cocaine  is  much  more  deadly  than  whiskey." 
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CHAPTER  XVI 
The  Nobleman  out  of  the  Novelette 

NO.  17,  Cromwell  Villas,  Hampden  Road,  N.,  had  one 
of  those  exteriors  that  brings  home  to  the  passer-by 
the  bleak  mockery  of  hfe.     There  was  nothing  to  recom- 
mend It  from  without.    There  was  nothing  to  suggest 
why  any  human  creature  should  inhabit  it,  unless  by  force 
of  need.     It  was  common,  it  was  ugly,  it  was  unclean  • 
It  was  situated  in  the  heart  of  a  neighbourhood  that  had 
not  oven  the  spirit  to  make  an  attempt  at  pretending  to 
be  what  it  was  not.     There  was  nothing  in  or  about  it  to 
reheve  its  repulsiveness.     Nothing  could  put  a  gloss  on 
the  squalor  by  which  it  was  surrounded,  the  hopelessness 
by  wb-  :h  it  was  debased  ;   soap  and  v/ater  and  the  parish 
vestry  had  given  up  the  attempt.     It  is  a  sardonic  fancy 
in  the  architect  of  these  dwellings  to  enclose  a  piece  of 
earth  a  few  square  inches  in  diameter  in  the  front  of  each 
What  purpose  such  an  enclosure  serves  it  is  hard  to  tell  un- 
kss  It  is  to  enable  each  house  to  stand  in  its  own  grounds. 
Or  It  may  be  a  concession  to  our  deep-rooted  English 
passion  for  possession.    The   tenant  may  feel  that  the 
grimy  patch  is  his  own  piece  of  arable,  a  square  yard  of 
territory  off  which  he  can  order  the  policeman  himself, 
should  he  presume  to  trespass.     May  he  not  even  erect 
a  notice  to  that  tenour  ?    The  indulgence  may  be  his  of 
Trespassers  Will  Be  Prosecuted,"  so  dear  to  the  British 
landowner. 

Again,  the  architect  may  be  one  of  a  sombre  imagination 
a  symbolist  who  seeks  to  strike  the  analogy  between  these 
patches  of  sterihty  and  the  neighbourhood  in  which  they 
are  laid.     Never  are  they  green  or  fruitful.     Choked  with 
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grime  and  refuse,  they  stand  congealed  and  foul  and  peren- 
nially bare.  Nothing  fresh,  nothing  beautiful,  nothing 
reasonably  fair  can  hope  there  to  raise  its  head.  The  dog 
leaves  his  bone  there  ;  the  slatternly  servant-girl,  the 
"  slavey  "  of  the  true  genus,  bestrews  it  with  ashes  and 
herring  bones,  and  the  leaves  of  decomposing  cabbages. 

The  sun,  a  compassionate  agent  in  other  districts, 
refuses  to  extend  its  beneficence  to  Hampden  Road, 
London,  N.  The  less  light  by  which  there  is  to  view  its 
details,  the  less  unhapjiy  does  it  appear.  Look  whtrt 
you  chose,  and  poverty,  squalor,  sullenness  and  mean 
misery  would  confront  you.  If  by  a  remote  chance  the 
eye  was  arrested  by  a  faint  attempt  to  achieve  somethin;: 
a  little  worthier  in  the  shape  of  a  whitened  doorstep,  an 
unbroken  knocker,  an  uncracked  window,  a  pair  of  curtains 
without  a  remarkable  number  of  holes,  or  a  pair  bearing 
the  suggestion  of  having  been  washed  within  the  memorv 
of  a  man,  it  was  revolted  by  the  nude  relief  in  which  it 
threw  adjacent  objects.  It  was  not  for  individual  effort  tu 
enhance  or  alleviate  ;  it  was  overwhelmed  by  the  spirit  ot 
environment.  Where  is  the  hope  for  those  who  dwell  in 
these  vast  unexplored  areas,  dark  and  quick  with  every 
form  of  life  and  every  form  of  foulness,  where  every  second 
house  is  a  brothel,  and  every  third  a  gin  shop,  where  disease 
and  want  herd  like  flies  in  dung,  and  seek  by  their  sombre 
orgies  to  evoke  forgetfulness  ? 

No.  17,  Cromwell  Villas,  was  in  the  middle  of  a  row  of 
twenty  similar  tenements.  Conceivably  it  might  have 
bewildered  the  observing  passer-by  with  its  claims  to 
distinction,  it  bore  upon  the  face  of  it  quite  a  melancholy 
number  of  attempts  to  achieve  the  respectable.  Its  door- 
step, its  front  parlour  window,  and  its  curtains  came  as 
near  to  cleanliness  as  the  exigencies  of  a  street  permitted 
in  which  the  sun  itself  was  a  ball  of  grime.  There  was  also 
a  bundle  of  flowers  in  a  china  cup  standing  in  the  window. 
In  that  locahty  they  looked  as  phenomenal  as  a  chip  of 
blue  sky  protruding  through  a  London  fog.  There  was 
the  inevitable  card  in  the  window,  to  be  sure,  but  instead 
of  bearing  the  legend  "  Apartments,"  it  said,  "  Miss 
Sparrow,  dressmaker." 

Two  women  were  seated  behind  this  card  on  a  bitterly 
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cold  morning  in  the  middle  of  April.    One  was  old  with 
grey   hair   almost   white   and   very  sparse     Bv   careful 
arrangement  it  was  made  the  most  of    She  h4eH  was 
very  meagre  ;   she  also  had  a  far-away  air  of  hei^L  T 

'^Tci'^tnT  ''r' ''''  -d  -r;:  wthlZeS^t 

a  little  tormal  m  her  demeanour,  as  one  whose  self-con 
sciousness  is  not  even  yet  merged  in  her  years     Her  black 
Itess  was  old  and  primitive,  but  evidences^were  no t  w^S 

hr  veiled  h^fa     ie^Tf'^n   "^^  '^^^  ^^^  pea'ed  ani 
snnveiiea  like  a  ^  lece  of  yellow  parchment.     It  was  a 

commonplace,  a  wholly  commonplace  face,  transfigured 
with  a  certain  harshness,  the  outward  and  visible  sign  of 
a  lifelong  struggle  with  its  destiny  ^ 

If  the  wearer  of  the  face  had  ever  been  able  to  hr.lr?  if  „., 

to  look  upon.  If  a  breath  of  honest  sunshine  of  nure  air 
had  been  allowed  to  touch  it  now  and  then  ;  had  the  dress 
been  reasonably  new,  or  even  had  it  had  a  reasonable 
number  of  threads  in  it;  had  there  been  some  sS' 
emmm    accessories  to  soften  the  bareness  of  th?  throft  • 

01  .ea,  a  roof  and  a  bag  of  coals  could  have  been  nut  hv 
for  a  single  week  ;  if  the  wearer  of  the  face  could  ha  v'e  been 
made  to  understand  that  hfe  itself  did  not  wholly  depenS 
on  those  half-blind  and  hopeless  eyes,  on  those  coarse  ad 
weary  fingers  on  those  stiff  and  attenuaTed  limbs  on 
he  eterna  plymg  of  needles  and  scissors  from  he  first 
thread  of  light  in  the  morning  to  the  last  euUer  of  fhl 
candle  at  night  her  portrait,  debased  andl^pr  poss/ss  ^^ 

The  other  woman  was  much  younger  :   a  girl      Like  th^ 

f  bdnJV\'  ''^"^'^  '"P  ^"  '^'  window,  she  had  the  air 
ot  being  a  phenomenon  in  Hampden  Road      Even  in  th! 

grim  purlieus  of  mid-London  it  sec.ns  that   he  supemLtura! 
occurs  more  frequently  than  you  would  thinL^ihT 
was  thin  and  slight ;  il  might 'have  been  thethinness  tha? 
lack"?a,i''  ?T^  i"  '^'  ■'  ''''  ^^^°  ^^--^  dressed  in tte?e 
exrure  than  that  of  the  elder  woman,  for  about  every  inch 
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of  her  was  the  ineffable  neatness  of  the  London  shop- 
girl. 

She  may  have  been  beautiful  or  she  may  not,  but  her 
face  was  of  a  very  delicate,  poignant,  arresting  kind.  And 
in  any  case  she  was  sufficiently  picturesque.  It  was  the 
glamour  of  youth  that  depends  ^n  vivid  colouring,  the 
sheen  of  the  hair,  the  pursed  cherry-ripe  look  of  the  lips, 
the  fresh  clean  look  of  the  skin,  the  extreme  candour  of  the 
eyes,  that  may  even  grow  up  in  Cromwell  Villas,  but  does 
not  stay  there  long.  She  could  have  sat  for  the  picture  of 
Youth ;  and  all  who  were  not  insensible  to  perfect  simplicity 
and  perfect  innocence  would  have  said  she  was  as  good  tc 
look  at  as  a  Greuze.  A  year  hence  might  prove  another 
matter  ;  but  as  yet  she  was  absolutely  fair.  The  canker 
of  toil,  endless  and  unremitting,  had  yet  to  defile  her. 
The  hourly  struggle  against  starvation,  that  haunting 
monster,  had  yet  to  sully  her  radiance  with  the  degrada- 
tion of  its  claws. 

The  two  women  were  talking  excitedly,  bat  at  the 
same  time  both  unceasingly  plied  needle,  scissors,  and 
thread.  They  were  conversing  this  morning  with  something 
of  the  feverish  energy  with  which  they  toiled.  For  a  week 
past  they  had  been  living  in  the  realm  of  faery.  A  touch 
of  very  strange  but  very  real  romance  had  been  insinuated 
into  the  lives  of  aunt  and  niece — lives  which  since  each  had 
been  endowed  therewith  had  never  varied  in  monotony 
They  were  trying  now  to  trace  clearly  the  course  of  recent 
events,  and  to  realize  exactly  what  they  implied.  At 
present,  however,  excited,  incredulous,  astonished  as  they 
were,  they  were  too  bewildered  by  them  to  be  able  so  to  do. 
No  matter  how  hard  they  rubbed  their  eyes  they  could  not 
convince  themselves  that  they  were  really  awake.  Three 
tangible  evidences  had  they  to  go  upon,  however.  Alice 
had  a  wedding  ring  on  her  finger,  a  five  pound  note  in  her 
purse,  and  she  had  given  up  her  situation. 

Aunt  and  niece  were  in  a  condition  of  deliciously  vague 
excitement,  hke  that  of  a  child  when  it  hears  a  knock  upon 
the  nursery  door,  and  is  informed  that  it  is  a  bear.  They 
were  rather  too  frightened  to  be  wholly  happy,  yet  they 
were  much  too  happy  to  be  really  frightened.  The  thin^ 
itself  was  most  exquisite  matter  of  fact,  yet  it  out-Family- 
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5!rf  t'^ii''''  ^'""'?  "''i'^-    "T^  ^hem  of  all  people,  to 
InnM   *h^7,'?^""dane  sphere,  to  them  in  the  SnvaryinK 

thev  ha7in°  hl^'''  ^''^^.  "^'''  ^'^^"  ^^e  only  adventC! 
they  had  in  the  course  of  a  year  were  the  weekly  ones  with 
the  landlord,  King  Romance  had  stepped  directly  ouT  of 
S'n.r;''"''  fl^  '^"*3  ^"'"^  ^"ffl'"g  't  with  a  carol  on  4 
w^rvts'TSXtf  rd°'"^  ^^^^^-'  *°  ^^-  ^7>  Cronl! 
How  he  had  chosen  to  hit  on  that  exact  number  was 

To  x^  \Th"'  *'''"••  '"'^y  '^^  h^  "°*  goneTo  No  x" 
hL  f  ?'■  •'"^t-Vf  y  "'ce  and  worthy  people  ;  whatever 
had  put  ,t  mto  his  head  to  come  there  ?  f  he  had  not  £Ln 
the  real  King  Romance  of  which  they  had  read  ifhe  haS 
been  some  plausible  impostor  masquerading  in  a  court 

understood  it.  Their  anx-ety  and  incredulity  would  not 
have  been  so  extreme.  Impostors  are  supposed  To  be 
common  ;  but  there  is  only  one  real  King.  And  why  that 
one  authentic  dazzling  young  monarch  should  have  hi  on 
No.  17  exactly,  no  more  nor  no  less,  but  just  that  number 

*'  You  see  my  dear,"  said  the  aunt,  picking  the  stitches 

Se   work'- voif "'  '"  'J"  ^^^  bentVverlnd' Wrt 
L  if  hP  w,c  ^^   ^^'  y  '^^^'■'  '*  ^^"'d  "°t  put  me  about 
S,  r^n'f  h  ,"°*  f-  ^'^^  gentleman.     Do  what  you  wil 
you  can  t  help  noticing  that.  ' 

helrt"*'  ''""*'^'  ^°"  ''^"'*'"  '^''^  ^''''  "'"'"^  '""''^^  ^  beating 
She  was  heating  an  iron  at  the  fire. 

"  mu    '^^"^*  ^^^}  ^'^''^^  h^^  "Pset  me  so,"  said  the  aunt 

When  he  knocked  at  the  door,  and  I  went  to  open  it 

ust  as  I  am  now,  with  all  these  bits  on  my  dress -and 

here  he  was  standing  on  the  doorstep  that  I  hadn't  had 

StV^'""'/"^  ^''^y'  '  ^'^^  Sparrow,'  you  couM  hate 
vou  h.1  f^/°r,^'th  a  feather.  Of  course,  my  dear! 
you  had  said  all  along  he  was  a  perfect  eentleman  •  anH 
you  will  remember  tha?  I  said  that^f  thai  ^I^llT^u  mu"st 
be  ail  the  more  careful,  because  the  more    peffect    tLe 

n  r' T.*^Vl'''  %  yr'"S  ^''^  °"ght  to  pufher  trust 
>n  him.    The  likes  of  them  are  not  in  the  habit  of  con- 
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descending  to  the  likes  ot  us  unless  they  are  going  to  get 
something  by  it.  Those  were  my  very  words.  And  those 
are  my  words  still." 

"  But  I  am  married,  auntie,  now,"  said  the  girl. 

"  You  are,  my  dear,  and  that  is  just  what  makes  every- 
thing so  unreal.  If  he  were  not  ju^t  vhpt  he  is,  it  would 
be  more  natural.  Even  when  you  came  home  and  spoke 
about  him  first  I  never  thought  he  was  one  of  that  sort. 
Why  he  might  have  been  a  young  earl  the  way  he  stood 
there  with  his  hat  off  and  talked  so  grand  and  simple  and 
so  mannerly.  I  never  saw  any  one  look  the  part  so  much 
as  he  does ;  and  besides  if  you  never  saw  him  at  all,  you 
would  know  w,hat  he  was  if  only  you  heard  his  beautiful 
voice.  He  can't  help  being  a  gentleman.  It  is  born  in 
him  just  as  it  is  born  in  that  cat  to  walk  stately.  It  is 
not  a  diamond  pin  and  a  gold  watch  chain  with  him.  You 
can't  even  bring  your  mind  to  such  things  when  he  is 
talking  to  you.  You  don't  know  whether  he  -vears  them 
or  not,  and,  my  dear,  you  don't  care.  I  could  not  tell  you 
how  he  was  dressed,  although  I  am  sure  his  shirt  and  his 
collar  must  have  been  got  up  at  one  of  those  patent  steam 
laundries.  You  could  not  possibly  get  them  up  at  home 
as  well  as  that." 

"  No,  auntie,  dear,  I  don't  suppose  you  could,"  said  her 
niece,  smiling  gravely. 

"  Do  you  know,  my  dear,"  contin  od  the  older  woman 
a  little  ecstatically,  '"'  he  made  me  think  of  the  Duke  of 
Grandchester  that  the  Lady  Gwendolen  married  in  that 
beautiful  story  in  the  Family  Herald  Supplement.  Do  you 
remember  that  it  said,  '  the  Duke  had  the  grand  manner 
peculiar  to  dukes '  ?  Well,  my  dear,  that  is  what  Mr. 
Broke  made  me  think  of.  I  am  sure  the  author  must  have 
copied  him  when  he  wrote  that.  I  have  never  known 
before  ]ust  what  the  '  grand  mannei  '  meant ;  but  I  think 
T  do  now.  And  that  is  why  I  am  so  afraid.  I  never 
slept  at  all  last  night  for  thinking  of  you.  Everything 
seems  so  unnatural  when  you  come  to  think  about  it  as 
you  lie  in  bed.  It  seems  too  much  like  a  story ;  but  I 
have  read  it  somewhere  that  truth  is  stranger  than  fiction. 
And  so  it  is,  my  dear,  so  it  is,  if  all  that  has  happened  to 
us  is  actually  true  !     But  nobody  can  deny  that  it  was  a 
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real  church  at  which  you  were  married ;  I  am  sure  it 
was  a  real  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England,  and 
he  had  such  a  kind  face  ;  and  with  my  own  eyes  I  saw 
you  and  Mr.  Broke  sign  your  names  in  the  marriage 
register." 

"  Yes,  yes,  auntie,  you  did."  said  her  niece  eagerly. 
"  It  must  all  be  perfectly  real,  although  you  can't  get  over 
the  feeling  that  it  is  just  like  a  fairy  tale.  Perhaps  I  am 
Cinderella  with  a  fairy  godmother  that  I  do  not  know  about. 
Fairy  godmothers  always  make  t'.iese  things  happen,  don't 
they  ?  In  any  case  here  is  the  wedding  ring,  auntie,  and 
if  you  hold  the  five  pound  note  up  to  the  light,  you  can  see 
the  watermark  in  it." 

The  girl  laughed  nervously,  but  joyfully-  She,  too,  was 
cfraid ;  but  her  fear  was  of  a  kind  ti  t  gave  a  keener 
savour  to  her  delirious  happiness.  Aftei  all  it  was  no  more 
than  a  touch  of  sharpness  that  made  it  linger  on  the  tongue. 
Come  what  might,  no  one  could  gainsay  that  they  belonged 
to  one  another,  that  they  were  man  and  wife.  No  one  could 
deny  the  sacred,  the  inviolable  tie  that  bound  them 
together ;  nothing  could  rob  her  of  the  exquisite  emotion 
of  pride,  of  gratitude,  of  joy,  that  the  contemplation  of  the 
fact  had  given. 

"  He  says  he  will  introduce  you  to  what  he  calls  '  his 
people  '  as  soon  as  he  can,"  said  the  aunt.  "  And  I  am  not 
sure,  dearie,  that  I  shall  not  be  a  little  easier  in  my  mind 
when  he  has  done  that.  He  did  not  say  much  about  them, 
but  I  could  tell  that  they  were  very  grand  folks,  and  proud 
too.  But,  of  course,  they  must  be,  or  he  would  not  belong 
to  them.  How  I  should  like  to  see  his  mother  !  What  a 
beautiful  and  kind  and  grand  lady  she  must  be !  I  am 
sure  his  people,  whoever  they  are,  must  be  just  like  him. 
They  must  all  be  perfect  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and  all  very 
handsome  and  mannerly.  He  must  have  had  a  wonderful 
mother ;  a  real  countess  or  a  duchess,  or  perhaps,  even  a 
marchioness.  For  there  is  nothing  shoddy  or  imitation 
about  him,  is  there  ?  You  can  see  what  in  others  you  might 
think  to  be  airs  come  quite  natural  to  him.  And  so  simple 
as  he  is  with  it  all.  He  must  know  all  those  grand  people 
in  the  West  End,  but  do  you  know,  my  dear,  I  never  heard 
him  mention  them  once.     I  wish  that  Mrs.  West  at  No.  23 
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could  see  him  ;  she  never  opens  her  mouth  but  out  comes 
her  uncle  the  vestryman.  He  does  not  make  the  least 
parade  of  his  wealth  or  his  gentility.  When  you  get  over 
the  first  shock  of  finding  that  you  are  talking  to  him,  it  is 
just  as  easy  as  it  is  to  speak  to  the  milkman.  Why,  he  sat 
down  at  this  very  table  and  took  a  cup  of  tea.  And  would 
you  believe,  my  dear,  that  when  it  came  to  putting  sugar 
in  it,  he  put  in  two  lumps  with  his  fingers  quite  simply 
and  naturally.  I  do  wish  that  Mrs.  West  could  have  seen 
him." 

Billy's  wife  laughed  joyfully  again.  Her  simple  old 
aunt  bad  been  singing  his  praises  in  this  childlike  manner 
for  two  days.  There  was  no  keeping  her  from  the  delicious 
topic,  nor  did  she  seek,  for  it  was  poetry  and  music  to 
them  both.  To  every  word  uttered  by  her  aunt  she  could 
subscribe.  She  was  too  much  at  the  mercy,  however,  of 
the  wild  riot  of  happiness  that  was  in  her  blood,  that  every 
now  and  then  sent  it  racing  and  tingling  to  her  temples, 
and  singing  in  her  excited  brain,  to  be  able  to  translate  her 
own  feelings  into  language.  Also  perchance  she  deferred 
to  the  instinct  of  reticence,  for  it  hardly  became  one 
who  was  officially  his  wife  to  lay  bare  her  thoughts, in 
these  unguarded  terms.  All  the  same  no  praise  of  him  was 
too  extravag?"t  for  her  to  hear ;  no  eulogium  could  be 
passed  upoii  ^  lat  he  did  not  merit.  His  voice,  his  air, 
his  noble  p.rso..  vvere  things  all  equally  radiant,  all  equally 
lovely  and  fair.  She  had  seen  a  good  deal  more  of  the 
exterior  life  than  her  aunt,  that  childlike  old  creature 
who  had  passed  her  years  of  unremitting  toil  in  a  world 
of  her  own,  a  world  peopled  with  the  phantom  figures  of 
her  fancy,  coloured  with  her  own  ideals  of  conduct,  and  the 
glamour  that  haunts  the  fastnesses  of  faery,  yet,  at  the 
same  time,  subject  to  the  peculiar  conventions  of  her  own 
trite  point  of  view.  Even  a  child  cannot  spend  eighteen 
months  in  a  shop  in  Bond  Street  without  being  brought  to 
view  the  life  by  which  she  is  oppressed  with  slightly  less 
distorted  eyes. 

She  had  been  bred  in  that  exotic  atmosphere  of  the  fancy 
in  which  all  her  life  her  aunt  had  lived.  But  even  she 
could  not  touch  shoulders  with  reality  in  a  West  End 
shop  without  having  some  of  the  .-ense  of  wonder  rubbed 
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of!  her  that  the  rich  people  of  those  parts  inspired  in  the 
elder  woman.  Her  worship  of  Billy  therefore  was  a  trifle 
more  educated.  She  had  not  quite  the  same  grotesque 
awe  for  the  signs  manual  of  gentility  as  had  that  doting 
old  creature  who,  condemned  from  her  birth  to  squalor, 
privation,  and  toil,  had  yet  all  the  instincts,  the  little 
ineffable  refinements  of  a  nature's  gentlewoman  lurking 
in  the  stagnant  recesses  of  her  heart.  However,  for  the 
girl  to  find  in  a  lover  such  rare,  such  surprising  attributes, 
was  enough  to  provoke  her  reverence  and  her  gratitude. 
The  superficial  polish  of  her  husband  dazzled  her  as  com- 
pletely as  the  shining  qualities  of  his  mind  and  heart  as 
depicted  in  the  glowing  tones  of  her  maiden  fancy.  Those 
who  prostrate  themselves  before  the  gods  may  worship 
their  immortality,  but  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  they  are 
not  also  held  in  thrall  by  their  splendid  l:>earing  and 
demeanour. 

The  older  woman,  deep  down  in  her  heart,  might  tremble 
for  the  permanence  of  this  wonderful  palace  of  faery  that 
had  been  raised  in  a  night.  It  was  too  much  like  a  dream 
of  a  transcendent  loveliness  which,  even  while  we  sleep, 
we  know  must  vanish  ■  'f  it  had  never  been.  But  transient 
as  she  felt  it  must  bt  -surely  it  was  much  too  beautiful 
to  endure — she  was  yet  able  in  a  measure  to  yield  to  its 
delights. 

She  had  reared  her  orphan  niece  in  the  teeth  of  circum- 
stance. She  had  watched  her  grow  into  a  flower  in  whose 
beauty  she  had  learned  to  take  an  inordinate  pride.  And 
of  late  when  at  the  end  of  her  day's  labour  she  had  tumec 
for  an  hour  to  her  story  papers  that,  before  she  went  to 
bed,  she  might  banish  the  too-insistent  present,  and  replace 
it  with  the  realm  of  faery,  she  had  been  led  to  meditate 
a  little  wildly,  a  little  wistfully,  upon  the  beauty  of  the 
child.  If  only  some  rich  man,  some  gentleman  in  real  life 
could  be  brought  to  see  her,  might  he  not  fall  in  love  with 
her !  In  her  weekly  story  paper  the  thing  was  occurring 
constantly.  Oh,  if  it  could  occur  to  Alice  I  Surely  no 
heroi.ie  in  the  novelettes  was  more  beautiful  than  she. 
The  old  woman  believed  there  was  not  her  equal  in  loveli- 
ness in  all  the  world.  Besides,  it  was  coming  to  seem  so 
necessary   that   she  should   be  rescued  from  the  daily 
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round  of  her  arduous  toil.  It  had  begun  to  grow  more 
and  more  apparent  to  Miss  Sparrow  that  the  life  of  a  girl 
in  a  London  shop  was  too  severe  for  her  fragile  nieci 
The  long  hours,  the  c'ose  confinement,  and  the  strain  ot 
having  to  stand  behind  a  counter  from  eight  o'clock  in  the 
morning  till  eight  o'clock  at  night  was  beginning  to  tcl! 
upon  her.  You  had  only  to  glance  at  her  to  feel  that 
nature  had  not  planned  her  for  hardship.  Her  parents 
before  her  had  been  fragile  too.  Neither  of  them  from  the 
first  had  been  destined  for  long  days,  but  it  was  certain 
that  labour  and  poverty  had  curtailed  their  lives. 

Therefore  when  the  prince  out  of  the  fairy  book,  the 
nobleman  out  of  the  novelette,  came  and  slipped  a  weddini,' 
ring  on  the  finger  of  her  niece,  the  imaginative  old  lady, 
fearful  as  she  was  of  what  the  future  might  have  in  store, 
yet  had  a  heart  as  overflowing  as  that  of  Alice  herself. 
Even  now  she  paused  an  instant  in  her  work,  and  raised 
her  half-blind  eyes  to  peer  into  the  exquisite  face. 

"  I  will  say  this,  my  lamb,"  she  said,  and  she  did  not  try 
to  dissemble  the  far-away  echo  of  triumph  in  her  voice, 
"  Mr.  Broke  may  be  the  perfect  gentleman,  as  of  course  he 
is,  but  he  is  not  a  bit  too  good  for  you.  He  is  not  an  inch 
better  than  you  deserve.  And  you  will  not  disgrace  him. 
He  may  have  good  friends,  but  you  will  be  able  to  take  your 
pl^re  amongst  them.  They  may  be  duchesses  and  earls, 
but  that  will  make  no  difference.  Your  private  character 
will  be  fit  to  stand  at  the  side  of  theirs.  I  have  broue;lU 
you  up  carefully  ;  I  was  able  to  let  you  attend  half  days 
at  school  until  you  had  turned  fourteen  ;  you  have  formed 
no  low  companionships  ;  you  have  never  stayed  out  late 
in  the  evening  ;  you  have  gone  to  chapel  once  every  Sun- 
day ;  you  have  always  been  a  good  and  obedient  girl  in 
everything  ;  and  although  I  am  your  auntie  and  say  it, 
who  ought  not,  when  I  compare  your  looks  with  those  of 
the  ladies  with  handles  to  their  names,  whose  pictures 
are  in  the  illustrated  paper  the  grocer  wraps  the  tea  in, 
I  will  defy  anybody  to  deny  that  you  are  more  beautiful, 
a  hundred  times  more  beautiful,  than  they  are." 

"  Hush,  auntie,  dear,"  said  the  child  with  a  soft  laugh. 
"  Whatever  would  people  say  if  they  heard  you !  " 

"  I  don't  care,"  said  the  old  woman  vain-gloriously,  "  it 
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is  the  truth.  Nolwdy  otitjht  to  be  ashamed  of  tin  truth. 
I  will  say  again  th;>*  I  think  Mr.  Broke  is  a  v<  iv  Iuckv 
young  gentleman.  I  know  I  am  your  uuntie  ;  hut  it  you 
were  not  my  niece  at  all,  and  I  had  had  nothing  to  <i«,  with 
your  up-bringing,  I  should  say  the  same.  If  you  wore  the 
niece  of  that  Mrs.  West  it'  would  not  mlikv  me  say 
different." 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  the  quiet  street  was  invaded 
hy  alien  .sounds.  There  was  a  remai  kable  rattle  ot  horses' 
feet,  but  unaccompanied  by  the  noise  of  wheels.  Ihc  place 
en  joyed,  an  immunity  from  traffic  as  a  rule  ;  and  there  was 
something  that  appeared  to  sound  special  and  peculiar 
about  this  onci.min'^j  vehicle,  if  venicle  it  was,  that  put  it 
out  of  the  category  of  a  tradesman's  cart.  Curiosity, 
which  in  that  sex  no  labour  is  too  earnest  to  overcome, 
urged  the  girl  to  peer  out  of  the  window. 

"  Oh,  look,  lo^'k,  auntie  !  "  she  cried.  "  A  carriage  and 
pair." 

Perchance  it  was  an  apparition  that  marked  an  epoch 
in  the  history  of  Hampden  Road.  Miss  Sparrow  could  not 
recall  an  instance  of  such  an  equipage  being  seen  in  it 
before.  Had  the  Queen  been  in  the  act  of  passing  her 
window,  the  old  woman  could  not  have  discarded  her  work 
more  vehemently  or  rnorr  swiftly  have  adjusted  her  si)ec- 
tacles. 

"  How  splendid  !  "  she  said.  "  And  the  wheels  don't 
make  a  bit  of  noise  :  and  how  pretty  those  behs  sound  when 
they  tinkle.  And  what  stately  men  those  two  are  sitting 
in  the  front,  although  they  do  look  funny  w'th  those  fur 
capes  on,  and  those  ornaments  in  their  hats.  They  must 
be  servants,  I  suppose,  but  I  am  sure  they  are  very  high 
class.  I  wonder  where  they  can  be  going.  "  Oh,  my  dearie, 
what  if  they  should  stop  at  Mrs.  West's  !  " 

"  It  is  only  passing  through  auntie,  dear,"  said  the  niece, 
smiling  a  little  at  the  old  woman's  enthusiasm.  She  was 
quite  familiar  with  these  vehicles ;  although  before  she  went 
to  the  shop  in  Bond  Street  they  would  have  cast  the  same 
sort  of  spell  upon  her. 

"  Why,  it  is  stopping,"  cried  the  old  lady  excitedly. 
"  Oh,  Alice,  it  is  going  to  stop  at  Mrs.  West's  !  ' 

Suddenly   the   child   at   her   elbow    began    to   tremble 
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violently.    An  idea  had  gone  through  her  that  was  making 
her  gasp. 

"  It — it  is — going  to  stop  here  !  " 

The  old  woman  began  to  tremble  also  at  the  horror  of 
the  suggestion. 

"  Never  !  "  she  gasped,  with  a  scared  face. 

But  outside  in  the  street  the  awful  fact  confronted  them. 
After  a  little  irresolution  on  the  part  of  the  coachman, 
during  which  period  the  footman  scanned  the  dingy 
numbers  of  the  doors  on  both  sides  of  the  street,  the  superb 
equipage  drew  up  exactly  in  front  of  the  magic  number  17. 
That  unassuming  number  had,  indeed,  come  of  late  to  have 
a  particular  significance  in  the  world  of  faery. 

"  Oh,  my  dear,"  said  the  aunt  in  a  flash  of  terrified 
inspiration,  "  it  is  one  of  Mr.  Broke's  grand  friends  come 
to  call  upon  you.     Whatever  shall  we  do  !  " 

The  mind  of  the  unhappy  young  wife  had  travelled  to 
that  conclusion  a  full  half  minute  ago.  For  an  instant  the 
old  woman  and  the  young  looked  in  an  agony  of  anxiousness 
into  the  white  faces  of  one  another.  That  wretched  little 
room  was  no  place  in  which  to  receive  grand  people.  Too 
acutely  were  they  conscious  of  the  mean  figures  it  and  its 
occupants  must  present  to  the  merciless  eyes  of  grand  people 
who  came  in  a  carriage  and  pair.  But  the  thought  upper- 
most in  their  minds,  the  most  numbing  and  paralysing 
thought,  was  the  fear  that  possessed  them  of  disgracing 
Mr.  Broke.  It  did  not  much  matter  what  grand  folks 
thought  about  people  as  poor  and  insignificant  as  they 
were ;  but  now  that  Alice  was  actually  the  wife  of  Mr. 
Broke  it  might  do  him  a  grievous  injury  with  his  grand 
friends  if  she  were  to  be  discovered  in  such  circum- 
stances. 

"  Oh,  av  .  "  said  the  girl,  "  will  you  go  to  the  door, 
and — and  p.^ase  say  I  am  not  at  home." 

"  No,  child,"  said  the  aunt,  with  a  suspicion  of  primness 
striking  through  her  agitation,  "  I  cannot  say  that.  It 
would  be  an  untruth." 

"  Oh,  but,  auntie,  you  must,  please.  It  is  for  the  sake 
of — of  my  husband  !  His  friends  must  not  come  into  a 
room  Uke  this." 

"  No,  no,  child,  I  will  not  tell  a  falsehood." 

236 


THE  NOBLEMAN  OF  THE  NOVELETTE 

"  Oh,  but  auntie,  it  is— it  is  not  really  a  falsehood  at  aU 
It  only  means  that— that  I  cannot  see  them." 

During  this  rather  wild  dialogue  between  the  two 
distressed  creatures,  a  lady  with  a  very  red  face  and  a  very 
fine  hat  and  a  wonderful  fur  cloak,  had  been  seen  to  descend 
.rom  the  carriage  with  a  little  aid  from  the  footman  and  a 
good  deal  from  her  dignity.  With  an  electrical  thrill  in 
their  pulses  they  had  heard  her  come  up  the  steps  and 
thump  commandingly  upon  the  broken  knocker. 

"  Please,  auntie,  you  must." 

"  No,  child." 

A  second  commanding  thump  upon  the  decrepit  knocker 

'  Oh,  what  can  I  do  ?  She  must  not  see  me  But 
perhaps  it  is  his  mother.  Perhaps  she  will  not  mind  I 
will  go,  auntie,"  she  added  with  the  swiftness  of  resolution 
No,  no,  child,"  said  her  aunt.  "  It  is  more  proper  that 
I  should  answer  the  door.  Stay  here,  dearie,  and  brush 
the  bits  of  cloth  ofi  your  dress,  and  take  the  needle  out  of 
your  sleeve,  and  find  the  Family  Herald,  and  try  to  look 
as  if  you  have  been  reading." 

In  the  middle  of  these  hoarsely  spoken  injunctions  the 
door  received  a  third  thump  from  the  knocker,  more  com- 
manding than  any.  Miss  Sparrow  ran  in  great  trepidation 
to  reply  to  it.  °  r 
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IN  less  than  a  minute  the  small  and  mean  room  had 
been  invaded  by  a  Presence.  The  lady  who  had 
come  in  the  carriage  and  pair  was,  in  the  eyes  of  Miss 
Sparrow,  fitted  in  every  way  to  be  a  friend  of  Mr.  Broke's. 
Indeed  the  voice  of  this  wonderful  person  was  as  remark- 
able as  his.  If  she  had  come  on  foot,  and  without  a  fur 
coat,  as  soon  as  she  began  to  speak  you  would  have  known 
her  to  be  a  lady,  born  and  bred.  And  she  too  had  the 
particular  magic  that  belonged  to  Mr.  Broke,  for  no  sooner 
did  she  begin  to  talk  to  you  than  the  overwhelming  sense 
of  her  grandeur  left  you.  By  some  occult  means  the  fear 
of  her  went  out  of  you  ;  and  you  discovered  yourself  to  be 
talking  to  her  with  far  less  trepidation  than  seemed  possible 
before  you  had  spoken  to  her. 

"  You  have  a  niece,"  the  lady  had  said,  before  Miss 
Sparrow  had  been  able  to  make  an  attempt  to  say 
anything.     "  May  I  see  her  ?  " 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  Miss  Sparrow  had  murmured  in  reply 
in  a  perfectly  inaudible  tone,  and  making  a  deep  curtsey 
that  seemed  to  have  dropped  straight  out  of  the  Georgian 
period. 

When  the  great  lady  came  into  the  little  room,  four 
yards  by  five,  she  said  :  "  Your  room  is  delightfully  snug 
and  cosy.     May  I  take  off  my  coat  ?  " 

To  herself  she  said  :  "  One  wonders  why  the  lower  classes 
have  such  a  deep-rooted  horror  of  ventilation.  One 
wonders  how  they  can  exist  at  all  in  such  an  atmosphere." 
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Miss  Sparrow  begged  to  be  allowed  to  help  the  lady  to 
take  off  her  coat ;  and  while  she  was  engaged  in  so  doing 
her  fingers,  which  had  passed  a  lifetime  in  the  handling 
of  inferior  materials,  were  thrilled  by  the  feel  of  the  soft 
fur  and  the  fin,  -loth  that  money  could  buy.  A  dress- 
maker as  well  as  a  poet  may  have  a  sense  of  artistry. 

The  old  woman  then  made  haste  to  provide  the  great 
lady  with  the  best  chair  the  room  could  boast :  a  chair 
covered  with  horse-hair.  Seated  upon  this  Billy's  mother 
was  able,  at  her  leisure,  but  not  without  some  little  personal 
inconvenience,  to  survey  the  person  whom  Billy  had 
married.  She  regarded  her  with  a  frank  scrutiny,  a  little 
softened  by  her  smile. 

"I  think  you  know  my  son,"  she  said.  "  My  name  is 
jroke.  ■' 

The  child  lifted  her  eyes  to  her  nervously,  and  blushed 
a  bright  red  colour. 

"I  understood  my  son  to  say  that  vou  were  married 
to  him  on  Tuesday." 

"  Yes,"  said  Alice,  timidly. 

Mrs.   Broke  paused  to  recontinue  her  scrutiny.     Her 
first  sensation  was  one  of  displeasure.     The  person  was 
not  clad  in  the  colours  in  which  her  fancy  had  chosen  to 
depict  her.     You  could  not  call  her  vulgar.     And  she 
could  hardly  be  designing  with  a  countenance  of  such 
babehke  candour,  of  such   unmitiga+ed   innocence.    The 
phantasm  of  the  adventuress  with  the  previous  husband 
had  already  faded  as  completely  as  though  it  had  never 
been.     Indeed  as  she  continued  to  look  upon  the  child  she 
could  begin   to  understand  in  a  sense  Billy's  immense 
anxiety.     Our  iredoubtable  lady  had   decided  in  her  own 
mmd  that  his  attitude  was  a  little  farcical,  which  bald  facts 
would  presently  expose,  but  now  she  had  set  eyes  on  the 
object  of  his  solicitude  she  began  reluctantly  enough  to 
discern  a  reason  for  it. 

The  creature  was,  indeed,  a  delicate  fragile  thing 
fo  wound  her  would  be  like  pulling  a  wing  off  a  bntterfiv 
Our  redoubtable  lady  sighed.  The  faint  odour  of  romance 
that  her  matter-of-fact  nostrils  scented,  annoyed  her 
It  seemed  as  though  there  was  nothing  to  be  done.  She 
had  come  into  meanness  to  look  for  vulgarity,  and  instead 
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she  half-feared  that  she  had  found  something  else.  Look- 
ing in  the  face  of  that  child,  it  was  impossible  by  any 
association  of  ideas  to  attribute  motive.  She  could  not 
even  attribute  design.  This  strange  old  person,  the  aunt, 
was  in  her  own  way  also  evidently  without  blemish. 
Billy's  mother  could  read  in  those  toil-worn  eyes  an 
extraordinary  solicitude  for  her  niece.  In  a  grotesque  and 
impalpable  way  it  reminded  her  of  the  look  there  was  in 
Billy's  when  he  made  her  promise  not  to  hurt  her.  There 
was  a  similar  quixotic  tenderness  in  the  face  of  this  old 

woman.  ,.,.,, 

Insensibly,   our  redoubtable  lady  modified  her  tones 
when  she  spoke  next ;   and  the  question  she  asked  was  by 
no  means  the  one  she  had  come  there  to  put.     The  mode 
of  it  and  the  inflection  would  doubtless  have  increased  the 
sense  of  annoyance  under  which  she   laboured  had  she 
been  listening  to  the  sound  of  her  own  voice. 
"  Are  you  very  deeply  in  love  with  my  son  ?  " 
The  child  looked  across  to  her  without  speaking  :  a  soft 
light  as  of  tears  trembled  round  her  eyelashes. 
"  You  love  him,  child  ?  " 

"  I  could  not  make  you  understand  how  much  I  love 
him,  ma'am." 

"  Yes,  child,  I  think  you  could.    I  suppose  if  you  learnt 
that  you  had  done  him  an  injury— unwittingly,  of  course 
— you  would  be  very  much  distressed." 
"  I  could  not  do  him  an  injury." 
"  I  said  unwittingly." 

"  I  do  not  think  it  would  be  possible  for  me  to  do  him 
an  injury.  I  could  not  have  a  thought  that  would 
do  him  harm.  I  do  not  see  how  I  could  do  him 
an  injury." 

For  once  Mrs.  Broke  was  at  a  loss  to  know  how  to  press 
her  point  strictly  in  accordance  with  the  rules  of  the  game. 
She  was  under  a  pledge  to  Billy  not  to  hurt  the  child ; 
although  to  be  sure  when  she  made  that  promise  her  own 
private  interpretation  of  it  was  not  to  "  hurt  the  fine  feelings 
of  this  person."  But  she  was  fain  to  confess  now  she  had 
seen  her,  that  promise  or  no  promise,  it  was  hardly  in  her 
power  wantonly  to  cause  her  pain.  In  a  sense  she  was 
almost  like  a  piece  of  gossamer,  the  stuff  of  which  dreams 
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are  fashioned.  A  rude  breath  upon  that  fragiUty,  and  it 
might  dissolve,  and  the  creature  evanish  in  the  thin  air. 

Indeed  our  redoubtable  lady,  so  cool,  so  unemotional, 
so  instinct  with  restraint,  was  afraid  that  she  had  caught 
herself  in  the  act  of  making  a  sort  of  excursion  into  senti- 
ment. Her  attitude  towards  this  pitiful  little  piece  of  Ufe 
who  had  ruined  her  son,  and  had  ruined  her  and  her  family 
also,  was  growing  to  be  as  indefensible  as  was  his.  She, 
too,  hostile  as  she  was  and  must  be,  was  becoming  pos- 
sessed with  a  ludicrous  sense  of  the  immunity  conferred 
upon  the  child  by  her  sacred  innocence.  The  wretched 
little  creature  had  ruined  them  all  with  no  more  effectual 
weapon  than  that.  The  affair  was  too  conscioxisly  ironical. 
The  President  of  those  mocking  Immortals  who  sate  in 
heaven  had  a  true  eye  for  the  incongruous  when  he  selected 
the  innocence  of  a  babe  as  the  instrument  to  level  to 
its  native  dust  an  Inordinate  Pride  which  had  towered 
above  the  centuries.  The  galled  woman  saw  all  this  too 
clearly,  but  yet  she  stayed  the  hand  that  was  poised  to 
strike.  It  was  as  though  she  held  a  small  bird  captive  in 
her  gripe.  The  slightest  pressure  of  those  powerful  fingers 
and  the  last  wild  flutterings  in  the  tremulous  breast  would 
be  for  ever  quiet.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  the 
admirable  lady,  whose  exterior  was  of  the  consistency  of 
polished  steel,  who  had  discipUned  her  own  daughters 
ruthlessly,  and  had  known  how  to  make  them  suffer  for 
the  common  good,  found  herself  picking  words  and  phrases 
with  a  peculiar  discretion,  a  peculiar  nicety.  She  must 
take  care  not  so  much  as  to  brush  that  fiowerlike  sensi- 
tiveness.    If  a  rose-petal  is  touched  it  is  bruised. 

"  I  think,  child,"  she  said,  still  gazing  at  the  wife  of  her 
son,  "  that  you  look  a  little  thin.  You  look  rather 
delicate." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  she  does,"  interposed  the  aunt,  with  some 
eagerness.  "  It  was  a  long  way  for  her  to  go  to  Bond 
Street  to  the  shop.  It  was  not  convenient  for  her  to  live 
in,  you  see,  ma'am,  because  Perkin  and  Warbeck's  were 
so  short  of  room.  Besides,  Alice  liked  the  Uberty  of  walking 
to  and  fro.  Shop  life  is  very  hard,  ma'am.  It  is  almost 
like  being  in  a  prison  from  morning  till  night,  only  in  a 
prison  I  suppose  you  are  sometimes  allowed  to  sit  down. 
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She  could  not  have  stood  it  much  longer ;  it  was  wearinp 

her  out.    But  she  had  to  go  out  to  work  to  keep  a  roof 

over  both  our  heads,  because  my  dressmaking  business  is 

not  large  enough  to  provide  work  for  two.    But  I  thank 

God.  nia'am,  that  that  is  all  over  now.    Mr.  Broke  has 

been  so  kind,  you  don't  know.    She  is  not  to  go  to  work 

any  more.    On  Tuesday— the  day  they  were  married,  you 

know,  ma'am-he  gave  her  a  five-pound  note;  and  when 

he  can  make  the  proper  arrangements  he  says  he  wiU  get 

her  away  into  the  country.    He  says  she  wants  the  country 

air     And  so  she  does,  ma'am.    If  her  parents  before  her 

could  have  had  it,  they  might  have  been  spared  many 

years  longer  than  they  were." 

"  They  ai'e  both  dead,  I  presume  ? 

"  Her  father  died  of  a  rapid  consumption  before  she  was 

bom,  and  her  mother  did  not  survive  her  birth." 

"  You  adopted  your  niece,  Miss  Sparrow  ?  _    ,  . 

"  Yes,  ma'am.  It  has  been  a  struggle,  but  God  has 
seen  fit  to  help  us.  And  I  wiU  say  this,  ma  am,  from  the 
day  I  buried  her  mother  AUce  has  never  been  anything  but 
a  ioy  to  me.  She  has  never  given  me  a  moment  of  double 
or  anxiety.  She  has  been  a  perfectly  good^  and  obedient 
eirl.  and  now.  ma'am,  she  has  her  reward. 

"I  gather  that  the  union  of  your  niece  and  my  son  meets 
with  vour  approval,  Miss  Sparrow  ?  " 

'•0^.  ma'am,  it  is  just  like  a  dream !  I  can't  tell  you 
how  many  times  since  she  grew  up  to  be  so  beautiful  I 
have  dreamt  that  Alice  would  marry  a  gentler  %n.  It  was 
what  a  lady  like  you  would  call  a  great  prehampticn,  1 
know,  ma'am,  but  you  cannot  think  how  necessary  it  had 
S  to  seem!  The  only  thing  that  could  save  her  from 
the  shop  was  for  her  to  become  a  wife.  But  you  sw, 
ma'am,  a  common-natured  man  would  not  have  done  for 
SS.  She  is  made  too  deUcate  for  that.  Even  a  fine 
clothes  gentleman,  a  merely  rich  gentleman  would  not 
have  done  for  her.  He  had  to  be  a  gentleman  by  natu^ 
as  well  ma'am,  a  gentleman  born  and  bred.  She  puts  me 
S  S^f  a  flowe?,  ma'am,  that  has  to  be  plantea  on  the 
south  side  of  a  wall  so  that  it  may  get  the  sun,  and  be 
Greened  from  the  cold  wind.  I  have  been  able  to  do  tha 
myself,  ma'am,  in  a  way ;   not  altogether  m  the  way  1 
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should  like,  you  know,  ma'am ;  but  I  am  certain  that 
things  have  not  been  quite  so  hard  for  her  as  they  would 
have  been  without  me.  It  would  have  been  so  lonely  for 
her  if  I  had  not  been  here ;  and  when  she  got  home  every 
night  from  the  shop  at  a  quarter  to  nine,  there  would  have 
been  no  fresh  cup  of  tea  waiting  for  her.  But  she  has  been 
very  much  to  me,  ma'am,  too.  Without  her  I  think  I 
should  have  given  in  long  ago.  I  could  not  have  kept  on 
so  long  without  some  object  to  work  for.  I  am  seventy- 
two,  ma'am,  and  I  am  about  worn  out.  But  it  doesn't 
matter  now,  you  know,  ma'am.  I  am  perfectly  content. 
And  I  am  very  grateful.  It  is  very  kind  of  God  to  re- 
member an  old  woman,  and  make  her  dreams  come  true 
just  as  she  is  giving  in." 
Mrs.  Broke  thought  of  that  familiar  saying  of  Goethe's 

Was  man  in  der  Jugend  wfinscht,  bat  man  im  Alter  die  Fulle. 

"  You  make  me  think  of  the  words  of  a  great  Geriii«m 
poet,"  she  said  to  the  old  woman.  "  In  youth  what  one 
wishes,  in  age  one  shall  have  as  much  as  one  will." 

"  It  is  more  than  true  in  my  case,  ma'am.  When  your 
son,  the  noblest-looking  gentleman  I  have  ever  seen — I 
hope  you  won't  mind  my  sa5dng  it,  ma'am— came  and  sat 
in  that  very  chair  you  are  sitting  in  now,  and  he  said,  '  Miss 
Sparrow,  do  you  mind  if  I  marry  your  niece  ? '  do  you 
know,  ma'am,  I  nearly  broke  down.  Your  son  might  have 
come  from  heaven,  for  if  I  had  had  my  pick  of  all  the  gen- 
tlemen in  the  world  for  Alice,  I  think  I  should  have  chosen 
him.  From  the  way  he  spoke  I  could  tell  how  he  loved 
her.  And  as  for  Alice,  morning,  noon,  and  night,  all  day 
and  every  day  she  has  no  thoughts  in  her  mind  but  what 
are  caused  by  him." 

"  I  suppose,  Miss  Sparrow,  you  have  had  to  work  very 
hard  at  your  dressmaking,"  said  Billy's  mother.  The  strain 
the  old  woman  had  entered  upon  was  rather  more  than 
even  that  stoical  person  cared  to  support. 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  I  have,"  said  the  old  woman  with  hesitation. 
"  I  know  that  rich  people  who  wear  splendid  clothes  and  ride 
in  carriages  and  purs  are  supposed  to  despise  poor  people 
who  have  to  work  for  their  bread  ;  but  I  think  I  can  own  it 
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to  you,  ma'am,  because  you  are  Mr.  Broke's  mother,  and 
have  his  kind  ways.  Yes,  ma'am,  I  have  been  a  worker ; 
'  an  old  struggler,'  as  the  old  woman  said  to  the  great 
Doctor  Johnson.  I  daresay,  ma'am,  you  read  that  beauti- 
ful  anecdote  last  3ek  in  the  Family  Herald— 1  always 
think  that  thost  stories  of  great  men  on  the  last  page  are 
alone  worth  a  penny.  Not,  you  know,  ma'am,  that  it  is 
the  actual  work  that  grinds  you  down.  It  is  the  fear.  It 
makes  the  blood  run  cold  in  your  body  when  you  think 
what  must  happen  if  you  cannot  find  the  three  and  six- 

Eence  for  the  landlord  every  Friday.  It  may  sound  like 
oasting,  ma'am,  to  you,  but  all  the  forty-two  years  I 
have  Hved  in  this  house  I  have  never  had  to  ask  for  a  day 
longer  in  which  to  pay  the  rent.  I  don't  think  there  are 
many  who  can  say  that  But  the  rent  is  only  one  thing, 
although  the  most  important.  There  is  the  gas  and  the 
water,  and  you  can't  do  without  tea  and  bread  and  butter, 
and  coals  in  winter.  Then  sometimes  you  want  clothes  too ; 
and  there  are  all  manner  of  little  odds  and  ends  of  expense 
when  you  least  expect  them.  Of  course  I  laiow,  ma'am, 
that  you  rich  ladies  despise  all  this.  Some  of  you  would 
call  it  low,  I  dare  say,  although,  ma'am,  I  am  sure  you 
would  not.  You  are  the  mother  of  Mr.  Broke ;  and  I 
could  not  have  opened  my  heart  to  you  like  this  if  I  could 
not  trust  you,  you  being  his  mother.  You  see,  ma'am, 
strive  as  you  may  at  dressmaking  you  can  hardly  ever  put 
more  than  a  penny  or  twopence  by  in  a  week  for  a  rainy 
day.  And  for  the  last  few  years  I  have  had  great  fears. 
My  eyesight  has  been  failing.  I  have  not  been  able  to  sit 
so  long  as  I  used  to.  And  then  you  always  have  the  fear 
that  as  you  grow  old  you  may  lose  your  custom,  or  you  may 
be  paralysed.  But  those  are  the  thoughts  that  you  hardly 
dare  to  speak  about.' ' 

"  Exactly.  May  I  ask  how  my  son  first  became  ac- 
quainted with  your  niece  ?  " 

Again  had  Billy's  mother  felt  the  need  for  a  change  ot 

"  He  first  saw  her  at  Perkin  and  Warbeck's  shop,  ma'am. 
I  think  he  got  friendly  with  her  by  coming  in  to  buy  things. 
But  it  was  not  until  he  bought  a  pair  of  lady's  gloves  ot 
her,  and  then  asked  her  to  accept  them,  that  she  spoke 
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of  him  to  me.  Of  course,  ma'am,  I  had  always  told  her 
never  to  take  a  present  from  any  gentleman,  not  even  a 
bunch  of  violets.  You  may  have  daughters  of  your  own, 
ma'am,  but  even  if  you  have  you  must  forgive  me  for  saying, 
ma'am,  that  I  don't  suppose  you  have  any  idea  how  careful 
poor  girls  working  in  public  for  their  living  have  to  be. 
It  is  almost  a  curse,  ma'am,  if  they  are  born  good-looking. 
There  are  two  kinds  of  gentlemen,  ma'am,  just  as  there  are 
two  kinds  of  most  things.  There's  the  good  and  the  bad  ; 
and  to  young  girls,  ma'am,  either  kind  is  so  much  more 
dangerous  than  those  gentlemen  who  are  not  gentle- 
men. 

"  From  that  time,  ma'am,  he  was  always  paying  her 
little  attentions,  so  that  no  matter  what  warnings  I  gave 
her  she  began  to  think  of  nothing  else  but  Mr.  Broke.  I 
nearly  went  down  on  my  knees  to  her,  ma'am,  to  beg  her 
to  be  careful.  She  was  a  very  good  girl ;  and  I  could  see 
how  hard  she  tried  to  heed  my  warnings  not  to  think  about 
him.  But  oh,  ma'am,  no  matter  what  she  did,  Mr.  Broke 
had  her  in  his  power.  If  he  had  not  been  the  good  sort  of 
gentleman,  I  dare  not  think  of  what  might  have  happened. 
You  may  have  daughters  of  your  own,  as  I  say,  ma'am ; 
and  you  may  have  seen  a  girl  in  love  against  her  own 
judg'  -^nt.  It  is  very  terrible.  We  both  used  to  cry 
together  about  it  in  the  evenings  when  she  got  home,  and 
we  used  to  pray  together ;  but  Mr.  Broke  got  at  last  so 
that  he  could  twist  Alice  round  his  little  finger.  She  could 
not  help  b'>~'>lf ;  Mr.  Broke  was  too  st.  ong  for  her  ;  it  was 
almost  I....  *»»idt  you  might  call  fate.  Then  he  took  to 
writing  tc  her;  and  she  used  to  go  almost  wild.  She 
would  hara'y  allow  his  letters  to  go  out  of  her  hands ;  and 
she  always  ■:arried  them  in  her  pocket,  backwards  and 
forwards  to  th?  shop. 

"  And  I  wiil  confess  it  to  you  now,  ma'am,  it  was  a 
torment,  a  torture  to  me  all  the  time.  I  had  never  seen 
this  Mr.  Broke ;  and  you  must  forgive  me  for  saying  it, 
ma'am,  but  I  did  not  believe  in  him.  Gentlemen  who 
write  their  letters  on  that  sort  of  notepaper,  real  ofl&cers 
of  the  Queen  at  Windsor  Castle,  don't  mean  any  good  r. 
a  rule  to  the  likes  of  us.  But  I  misjudged  him, you  sz:, 
ma'am,  I  misjudged  him ;   and  if  the  gratitude  of  ar  jld 
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and  poor  woir<»n  who  has  never  had  a  daughter  of  her  own 
is  worth  anything,  and  I  don't  suppose  that  it  is,  from  my 
heart  I  give  it  to  your  son,  Mr.  Broke.  I  honour  him, 
ma'am;  I  think  of  him  with  reverence,  because  for  a 
gentleman  of  his  position  it  comes  so  easy  to  be  dis- 
honourable. I  say  what  I  know,  ma'am,  because  when  I 
was  about  Alice's  age,  or  a  Uttle  older,  I  too— I— only  in 

my  case — only ! "  ,  .        •  , 

The  old  woman  stopped  abruptly.  A  famt  tmge  of 
colour  crept  into  her  yellow  face,  and  she  trembled  vio- 
lently. A  moment  afterwards  her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
A  somewhat  disconcerting  silence  ensued,  during  which 
the  harsh  and  furrowed  features  melted  and  relaxed.  It 
was  for  an  instant  only,  however.  Her  face  almost  im- 
mediately resumed  the  expression  which  time  and  labour 

had  given  to  it.  , .  ,  ,  i. 

"  I— I  am  talking  to  you,  ma'am,  as  I  don  t  think  I  have 
ever  talked  to  any  one  before,"  the  old  woman  continued 
hastily.  "  You  are,  as  I  say,  Mr.  Broke's  mother.  You 
are  just  Uke  him  in  many  ways.  When  I  talk  to  you  I 
almost  feel  as  if  I  am  talking  to  him.  I  know  that  I  can 
can  trust  you  and  respect  you.  And  perhaps  nobody  ever 
will  know  but  God  and  my  own  mind,  what  the  reason  is 
that  I  honour  and  respect  your  son  so  much." 

Mrs.  Broke  rose  and  took  up  her  coat.  Her  interview 
had  proved  a  more  painful  business  than  she  had  antici- 
ated.  Every  topic  of  this  old  woman  imbued  her  with 
.he  same  feeling  of  discomfort.  Her  simplicity  struck 
unerringly  home.  Her  extreme  candour,  and  innocence 
of  spirit  became  barbs  to  fret  the  susceptibilities  of  this 
wise  and  experienced  lady. 

As  Mrs.  Broke  rose  to  go  the  young  girl  came  from  her 
station  behind  the  table  where  she  had  been  standing  as 
far  from  her  mother-in-law  as  she  could  get,  and  made  a 
timid  offer  to  help  her  to  put  on  her  coat.  As  she  did  so  Mrs. 
Broke  gazed  somewhat  abstractedly  at  the  feats  of  colour 
embodied  in  her  hair  and  her  soft  skin,  which  the  slightly 
flushed  appearance  of  her  cheeks  seemed  to  enhance.  She 
tried  to  peer  through  the  mysterious  dark  lights  of  her 
eyes,  where  still  brooded  the  ineffable  secrets  of  her  child- 
hood.   She  looked  upon  the  fragile  grace  of  the  so  slender 
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limbs;  the  quick  little  movements  by  which  they  ex- 
fnressed  a  fawiUike  fear,  and  the  startled  half-appealing 
air  as  of  childhood  throwing  itself  upon  the  mercy  of 
maturity,  with  which  she  came  forward  to  confront  the 
mother  of  her  husband. 

Mrs.  Broke  accepted  in  silence  her  service  of  holding  the 
fur  coat,  and  of  deftly  aiding  the  insinuation  of  her  matronly 
form  within  it.  Without  speaking,  our  august  lady  con- 
tinued to  regard  her  for  some  time  after  she  was  ready  to 
go.  This  wretched  slip  of  a  child  had  ruined  Billy ;  had 
probably  ruined  them  all ;  and  her  real  motive  in  pene- 
trating that  morning  into  the  heart  of  that  squalid  district 
was  to  inform  her  of  those  facts  in  just  so  many  words. 
Curiosity  had  been  the  pretext  she  had  given,  even  to 
herself ;  but  deep  down  in  the  feminine  heart  of  her  she 
knew  all  the  time  there  had  been  concealed  a  cold  spirit  of 
revenge.  If  the  creature  really  did  love  Billy,  of  course 
after  the  fashion  of  her  kind,  as  the  boy  in  his  infatuation 
insisted  that  she  did,  she  would  know  how  to  punish  her 
for  that  act  of  presumption.  But  as  the  galled  woman 
continued  to  look  upon  that  strange  radiance,  no  thought 
of  retaliation,  of  revenge,  was  there  to  sully  her.  Perhaps 
she  had  never  Y>ten  so  completely  quelled  in  her  life.  The 
wistful  appealing  air  of  this  babe  among  womenkind  would 
have  struck  the  venom  out  of  the  heart  of  King  Herod. 
The  fair  child  was  a  creature  of  mist,  besprinkled  with  gold 
dust  from  the  wings  of  a  butterfly.  She  was  a  fairy 
made  out  of  a  piece  of  gossamer.  To  look  upon  her 
was  to  be  disarmed ;  to  approach  her  was  to  think  of 
love. 

At  last  our  redoubtable  lady  took  away  her  eyes  and 
moved  to  the  door  of  the  little  room.  Suddenly,  however, 
she  returned  and  taking  the  child  by  the  shoulders,  kissed 
her  gravely. 

"  I  think,"  she  said,  "  it  is  necessary  that  you  should 
get  away  from  this  horrid  Lordon,  away  into  the  country 
as  soon  as  you  can.  I  have  been  thinking  out  a 
small  scheme.  There  is  a  little  cottage  near  where  I  Uve, 
quite  a  pretty  little  cottage  on  the  top  of  a  hill,  a  very 
healthy  and  breezy  cottage.  I  think  T  can  find  a  few  small 
articles  of  furniture  to  put  in  it ;   but  you  must  give  me, 
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say  a  fortnight,  to  have  it  painted  and  whitewashed,  and 
then  you  must  come  at  once  ;  and  your  aunt  must  come  too. 
There  must  be  no  more  dressmaking ;  no  more  payments 
of  three  and  sixpence  every  Friday  to  the  landlord.  If  it 
is  possible  I  think  you  will  be  wise  to  sell  your  furniture. 
The  carriage  of  it  to  your  new  home  will  probably  exceed 
its  value.  But  of  course  I  do  not  mean  that  if  there  are 
any  things  particularly  dear  to  you  that  you  are  not  to 
bring  them.  Do  so  by  ail  means.  Now,  here  is  another 
note  for  five  pounds  to  banish  that  horrid  dressmaking. 
You  must  both  of  you  promise  never  to  do  another  stitch. 
And  if  you  want  some  more  money  to  help  you  to  move, 
you  will  please  write  to  me,  will  you  not  ?  Here  is  a  card 
with  my  address  upon  it. 

"  Good-bye  now.  I  will  write  to  tell  you  the  day  upon 
which  your  cottage  will  be  ready.  It  has  honeysuckle 
and  clematis  running  all  over  it,  and  a  little  garden  in  front 
full  of  flowers  and  apple  trees ;  and  there  is  a  wood  on  the 
side  of  the  hill  behind,  in  which  in  the  spring  and  summer 
the  birds  sing  all  day,  and  half  the  night  as  well.  I  feel 
sure  it  will  enchant  you.  Good-bye  ;  and  do  not  fail  to 
let  me  know  the  day  upon  which  I  may  expect  you.  You 
must  take  a  ticket  for  Cuttisham  at  Paddington  station, 
and  you  shall  be  met  on  arrival." 

Kissing  her  daughter-in-law  for  the  second  time,  and 
shaking  hands  with  Miss  Sparrow  rather  less  perfunctorily 
than  was  her  wont,  Lady  Bountiful  escaped  the  scene  of 
gratitude  she  saw  to  be  brewing,  by  moving  swiftly  through 
the  dark  evil-smelling  passage  to  the  street. 

Her  appearance  there  was  a  great  relief  to  her  sister's 
horses,  who  had  been  pacing  up  and  down  the  dirty  thor- 
oughfare, to  keep  themselves  warm,  for  more  than  an  hour. 
The  relief  to  her  sister's  coachman  and  footman  was  even 
greater.  Those  serious  gentlemen  had  come  to  the  con- 
clusion, by  slow  degrees,  that  Mrs.  Broke  had  been  murdered 
in  that  most  evil-looking  house.  And  they  were  inclined 
to  think  by  that  time  her  mutilated  body  had  been  made 
away  with.  When  their  mistress,  the  Honourable  Mrs. 
Reginald  Twysden-Cockshott,  went  slumming,  never  by 
any  chance  did  she  stay  longer  than  two  minutes  in  any 
particular  house.     And  even  then  she  did  not  go  alone, 
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and  it  was  always  arranged  that  the  police  should  be  in 
the  neighbourhood. 

As  the  carriage  containing  Mr.  Broke's  mother  glidcti 
and  tinkled  out  of  the  squalid  street,  aunt  and  niece  were 
locked  in  one  another's  ai  ms,  faint  with  tears. 
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CHAPTER   XVIII 

A  Short  Excursus  ;  and  a  Conversation 
apropos  of  Nothing 

MRS.  BROKE  had  bee-  shaken  to  the  foundations  of 
her  beUef .  For  the  first  time  her  lines  had  been 
cast  among  the  Foot ;  the  Poor  to  whom  the  struggle  for 
existence  is  a  birthright ;  the  Poor  whose  sole  heritage  is 
an  unwholesome  mind  in  an  unwholesome  body,  the 
memorial  of  generation  after  generation  bred  to  humilia- 
tion and  despair.  She  was  in  the  habit  of  playing  the  part 
of  Lady  Bountiful  to  the  labouring  class  in  ht.  terri- 
torial hamlet,  and  she  found  the  occupation  pastoral. 
But  Hampden  Road  was  vastly  different.  The  glimpse  it 
had  afforded  of  poverty  by  acreage,  of  want,  degradation, 
ard  disease,  massed  and  in  the  aggregate,  had  a  little 
amazed,  a  little  overwhelmed  her. 

Emphatically  she  was  a  person  belonging  to  her  own 
class.  She  saw  with  their  eyes,  heard  with  their  ears. 
understood  with  their  understanding.  She  had  taken  it 
for  granted,  in  a  bland  and  not  too  definite  manner,  that 
the  denizens  of  Hampden  Road,  who  were  written  down 
as  so  many  millions  in  the  statistics  of  the  population, 
enjoyed  an  existence  of  a  kind  in  some  remote  and  alien 
latitude.  They  were  certainly  known  to  exist,  because 
there  was  a  column  of  police  intelligence  in  the  Standard 
newspaper  every  morning,  and  anthropologists  wrote  of 
them  in  books.  One  assumed  they  were  akin  to  the 
Fijians.  One  heard  of  them  in  a  precisely  similar  fashion, 
without  having  any  more  arresting  testimony  of  their 
existence.  They  were  both  equally  remote.  The  Fijians 
were  a  coloured  people  living  in  the  Tropics ;    the  Poor 
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were  a  dirty  people  living  in  Unpleasantness.  The  Fijians 
owed  their  savagery  to  their  nakedness,  and  their  colour 
to  the  heat  of  the  sun.  The  Poor  owed  their  poverty  to 
their  viciousness,  and  their  squalor  to  natural  inclination. 

On  going  forth  into  those  unexplored  regions  she  did 
not  expect  to  be  confronted  with  a  pair  of  intensely, 
exaggeratedly  human  persons  struggling  against  a  grim 
monster  that  was  pressing  out  their  lives.  The  thing  had 
been  so  vivid,  so  actual,  that  she  could  not  deny  its  authen- 
ticity.   It  must  be  allowed  to  rank  as  a  page  of  exprience. 

More  than  once  on  her  way  back  to  her  own  impover- 
ished family  in  the  country  Mrs.  Broke  shuddered  when 
she  recalled  the  significance  of  three  and  sixpence  every 
Friday  for  the  landlord ;  and  the  aching  toil  involved  in 
its  acquisition.  They  were  poor  themselves.  Of  late 
they  had  come  to  consider  their  own  poverty  as  too  positive, 
too  palpable  and  bitter.  But  now  she  had  seen  the  aunt 
and  niece  in  Hampden  Road  her  views  were  slightly  tinged 
with  horror.  It  was  as  though  she  and  her  class  belonged 
to  a  superhuman  caste  of  person,  a  something  excelling 
human,  whose  tenement  was  in  the  rarefied  ether  of  a 
planet  other  than  our  common  earth.  The  very  things 
they  had  come  to  regard  as  pregnant  with  life  and  death 
did  not  exist  at  all  for  the  denizens  of  Hampden  Road. 
It  was  a  Uttle  bewildering  that  two  races  of  human  beings 
should  grow  up  side  by  side,  sprung  from  a  common  Maker 
and  a  common  soil,  and  yet  have  these  elemental  differences. 
It  was  a  httle  incredible  that  there  should  be  a  race  of 
lonely  women,  living  cheek  by  jowl  with  her,  differing 
'n.'i  her  in  not  one  essential  of  flesh  and  blood — women 
derived  of  women,  breathing  the  same  air,  stuffed  with  the 
same  aspirations  and  emotions  as  herself,  whose  only 
luxury  was  Death. 

Mrs.  Broke  went  back  to  her  husband  and  children  in 
the  country  with  her  thoughts  diverted  in  a  measure  from 
the  wreck  of  the  fortimes  of  her  house.  It  seemed  almost 
to  savour  of  cjmicism  to  view  at  that  moment  Billy's 
marriage  in  such  a  Hght,  when  so  recently  she  had  been 
face  to  face  with  an  ampler  suffering.  When  she  drove 
out  of  Cuttisham  into  the  bare  wind-bitten  lanes  leading 
to  Covenden  it  was  good  to  breathe  again  the  pure  and 
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shrewd  airs  of  the  countryside  after  the  foul  vapours  of 
London.  At  that  instant  the  wish  foremost  in  her  was 
never  to  set  foot  again  ii.  the  nauseating  place.  She  wanted 
to  shut  Hampden  Road  out  of  her  consciousness  for  ever. 
She  must  forget  it.  It  was  a  nightmare  to  hold  her  soul 
in  thrall. 

An  uneasy  sense  had  entered  into  her  for  the  first  time 
that  she  amd  her  kind,  the  moneyed  and  privileged  classes 
oi  which  she  was  an  insignificant  unit,  had  directly  to 
answer  for  such  a  state  of  things.  It  seemed  to  give  the 
verdict  against  them  at  once  as  unworthy  of  their  responsi- 
biUties.  Several  times  already  she  had  caught  herself  in 
the  act  of  thinking  aloud  to  a  somewhat  extravagant 
tenour  :  "  We  may  burke  it,  we  may  shirk  it,  we  may  run 
from  it,  we  may  shut  it  out  from  our  Uves  by  building  stone 
walls  around  them,  but  we  shall  not  always  be  able  to 
keep  our  park  gates  between  it  and  our  guilt.  One  day  it 
wdll  come  home  to  us.  We  shall  be  caUed  on  to  pay  in 
kind  for  the  obligations  we  have  disregarded.  Dear  God  ! 
ho\y  patient  they  are  I  One  would  suppose  that  they  have 
their  pride  too.  They  must  be  a  tenacious  terrier-like 
breed  of  people  ;  they  fighe  in  silence,  and  hold  on  to  the 
last.  But  it  cannot  be  so  always.  They  have  their 
periodical  revolutions  in  France ;  by  what  miracle  do  we 
not  have  ours  !  " 

It  was  about  the  luncheon  hour  that  Mrs.  Broke  turned 
in  at  the  gates  of  her  demesne.  On  her  way  to  the  house 
she  encountered  a  solitary  individual  walking  towards  her. 
It  was  Deha's  tutor.  Since  the  unfortunate  day  on  which 
he  had  taken  up  his  duties  the  young  man  had  received 
no  invitation  to  take  another  meal  at  her  table.  On  the 
only  occasion  of  his  being  thus  honoured  he  had  not  been 
a  success. 

However,  the  sight  of  his  lonely  figure  touched  a  chord 
in  her  now.  To-day  for  the  first  time  she  was  troubled 
with  misgivi. ,;  as  to  the  infallibility  of  her  judgment. 
Three  days  ago  she  would  not  have  been  able  to  support 
the  suggestion  that  her  beautifully-balanced  reason  could 
lead  her  astray.  Her  experience  was  too  wide,  her  insight 
too  searching.  Did  they  not  render  her  invulnerable  to 
enor  ?    This  morning,  however,  she  was  not  so  sure. 
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There  came  into  her  mind  a  faint  analogy  between  the 
man  walking  towards  her  with  his  eyes  on  the  earth  and 
the  two  women  she  had  lately  seen  in  Hampden  Road, 
London,  N.  His  slightness,  his  paleness,  his  shabbiness, 
the  self-effacing  air  of  his  exterior  all  contributed  to  the 
comparison.  Thoughts  of  an  uncomfortable  intimacy 
sprang  loose  in  her ;  ludicrous  thoughts,  grotesque,  farcical 
thoughts,  which  had  never  dared  to  obtrude  before  in 
that  complacent  intelligence.  They  began  insolently, 
obstreperously  to  compare  her  own  private  lot  with  his. 

She  had  had  a  comfortable  carriage  and  a  fleet  pair 
of  horses  to  bear  her  the  four  miles  from  Cuttisham.  This 
young  man,  the  denizen  of  an  inferior  orbit,  would  have 
to  be  borne  the  same  four  miles  on  the  soles  of  his  feet. 
In  ten  minutes  she  would  be  sitting  down  to  a  solid  meal ; 
this  young  man,  if  he  pursued  a  diligent  career,  might 
hope  to  do  the  same  in  something  under  an  hour  and  a 
quarter.  In  his  case,  however,  the  nature  of  the  meal 
might  prove  a  little  problematical.  He  had  already 
walked  four  miles  that  morning,  and  had  spent  several 
hours  thereafter  in  toiling  with  his  brain,  an  exhausting 
form  of  labour.  She,  on  the  other  hand,  began  the  duties 
of  her  day  when  she  drank  a  cup  of  tea  in  bed  at  a  quarter 
to  eight.  She  had  submitted  to  be  dressed  by  somebody 
else  about  an  hour  later  ;  had  taken  breakfast  at  half-past 
nine ;  had  spent  the  remainder  of  the  morning  in  a  little 
gossip,  in  a  little  shopping,  in  driving  to  the  railway  station, 
in  sitting  on  the  cushions  of  a  first-class  compartment, 
and  in  driving  from  it. 

It  is  true  that  this  picture  of  their  divergent  lots  was 
a  trifle  over-coloured.  But  that  was  essential ;  a  trick 
of  the  impertinent  person,  the  artist.  Without  a  measure 
of  incisive  exaggeration  no  picture  can  count  on  its  appeal. 
A  less  graphic  parallel,  and  our  humane  lady  would  not 
now  have  been  in  the  act  of  demanding  of  herself  the 
reason  why  the  hard-working  feUow  could  not  have  received 
the  common  piece  of  courtesy  at  her  hands  of  being  allowed 
to  eat  at  her  table  every  time  he  came. 

When  the  young  man  came  near,  and  took  his  eyes 
from  the  earth  and  looked  at  her  vaguely,  with  a  faintly 
perceptible  doubt  as  to  whether  she  would  choose  to  see 
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him,  Mrs.  Broke  stopped  her  carriage.     She  beckoned  to 
Porta-  to  come  to  her. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Porter.    Will  you  not  return  to 
luncheon  ?  " 

"  Thank  you  very  much,"  said  the  young  man  rather 
abstractedly,  "but  I  am  in  no  immediate  need.     I  have 
an  irrepressible  habit  of  providing  for  myself.    I  enjoy 
the  sensation  of  doing  three  things  at  once.    I  eat.  walk 
and  think." 

He  exhibited  a  small  packet  of  white  tissue  paper. 

Mrs.  Broke  made  a  gesture. 

"  You  are  indeed  a  man  of  resources,"  she  said  archly. 
"  But  if  you  do  not  return  with  me  to-day,  I  shall  think 
you  are  angry  with  me.  You  have  been  coming  out  here 
for  more  than  a  month,  and  yet  my  unpardonable  stupidity 
has  driven  you  to  these  expedients.  But,  really,  I  must 
blame  you  a  Uttle  also.  You  ought  to  have  stayed  to 
luncheon  every  day  as  a  matter  of  course.  Promise  me 
you  will  never,  never  wait  for  an  invitation  again.  Get 
in,  please,  and  say  you  forgive  me." 

In  the  face  of  such  a  charming  humble  insistence,  Mr. 
Porter  was  fain  to  get  in  and  say  he  did  forgive  the  melli- 
fluous lady.  She  gave  him  the  place  of  honour  beside  her, 
and  prattled  to  him  [dulcetly  upon  the  subject  of  htera- 
ture. 

At  the  luncheon  table  the  family  were  found  to  be  in 
full  assembly.  Mrs.  Broke  piloted  Mr.  Porter  to  a  seat, 
and  with  a  gracious  bow  that  embraced  her  husband,  Miss 
WayUng,  and  her  girls,  she  took  a  place  by  his  side.  And 
there  was  at  least  one  fortunate  aspect  to  her  hardly 
agreeable  preoccupation  with  him.  His  presence  there, 
under  her  wing,  freed  her  for  the  time  being  from  embar- 
rassing questions  as  to  the  nature  of  the  business  that  had 
summoned  her  to  London  so  suddenly. 

"  Now  tell  me  about  your  work,  Mr.  Porter,"  she  said, 
while  the  young  man  was  fishing  for  a  pickled  onion  with 
a  long-handled  fork. 

"  I  am  afraid,"  said  Mr.  Porter,  with  a  puckered  coun- 
tenance, after  twice  failing  to  spear  a  fat  one  on  which 
he  had  set  his  mind,  "  I  am  afraid  my  work  is  not  easy  to 
describe.    Unless  one  happens  to  have  complete  syni- 
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pathy  with  my  point  of  view,  it  were  best  perhaos  that  r 
did  not  attempt  the  task."  pernaps  tnat  I 

aJbUit%*X^i"'f^- *  ^*  ^"?*^  ^^P^^*^  th«  bland 
attaomty  m  the  face  of  his  questioner.    There  he  went 

K  the  eirVv °l'^"'*  tone  might  do  sometWng  ?o 
blunt  the  edge  of  his  too-palpable  rudeness,  but  it  could 
not  obhterate  the  snub.  Plainly  the  egi^erious  fSow 
had  meant  to  convey  that  his  opinion  of  heTSsJSn^ 
was  so  poor  that  he  could  find  a  more  profitable  mSo! 
^8  ^  time  than  by  treating  her  seriously. 

She  hardly  knew  when  she  had  been  so  annoyed     It 
WM  a  whoUy  new  experience  for  a  hostess  of  her  feUcitv 
and  fine«e  to  be  patronized  by  a  mere  boy  at  her  owJ 
table     However,  as  she  had  a  craving  for  the  preSnt  to 
play  the  part  of  Lady  Bomitiful  in  hir  dealings  SaU 
and  sundry,  she  set  herself  steadUy  to  look  pa!?  Ws  la^k 
0  mamiers.  and  determined  to  push  forward  ^e  good  wSk 
^^kT'^  f"i  mteUectual  enlightenment.    He  wS  a  S^ 
a  boor,  but  that  should  not  deter  her.    The  crovmof  m^-' 
tyrdom  she  would  be  called  on  to  wear  in  the^dJavour 
would  be  m  the  nature  of  a  penance  for  many  yeare  of 
blmd  intolerance  towards  his  class  and  those  stUl  Sw?r. 
.  J  do  not  wonder."  she  said,  with  so  perfect  an  inflection 
of  humUity  that  ,t  could  only  have  soEnded  anothernote 
m  the  most  dehcately  educated  ear.  "that  you  should 
Uunk  so  meanly  of  me.    My  futile  attempts^  Se    o 
your  level  must  strike  you  as  impertinent.  ^  But  w^en 
^u  know  are  mtrepid.    Igr^rantf  I  fear,  is  the  mSfne 
'^^.  As  a  sex  we  are  apt     ,  overrate  our  stren^  " 

caDacii^"1,fHir*'*'"  °^  t-'nperament  rather  than  of 
capacity,    said  the  young  nan.  mth  a  slight  air  of  nrp 
oaupation  that  his  patroness  w^  only  too  quick  to  resTn?" 
It  hM  no  reference  whatever  to  theVwe?  of  yo^lntel- 

Lttim'Sltrtrl;^"^"^^**^"^  ^^^^-    '*  ^  no 

'I  conf^  myself  mystified."  said  Mrs.  Broke.    "I 

.?^if  !k*.*^^'  ^^  ^  P"d«  n^yse"  in  very  go<S^lK>ok8 
in  bwka  that  have  outlived  criticism."  ^  ' 

tion."  perceived.    Upon  that  I  base  my  calcula- 

"  My  mystification  increases." 
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"  I  would  wish  to  imply  that  you  do  not  approach  the 
greatest  among  books  in  the  highest  spirit  of  the  devotee." 

"  I  read  Gre».k  tragedy  in  the  original  tongue." 

"  Forgive  me  if  I  suggest  that  you  read  it  in  the  spirit 
in  which  you  read  the  daily  newspaper." 

"  You  do  me  less  than  justice  if  you  hold  me  insensible 
to  its  matchless  qualities." 

"  You  study  it  as  a  text-book,  but  the  unique  nature 
of  Its  art  is  a  dead  letter  to  you.  If  I  may  say  so,  you 
approach  literature  from  a  purely  practical,  dare  I  say 
mercantile,  standpoint.  You  read  books  for  what  you 
can  take  from  them;  you  do  not  read  them  for  what 
you  can  take  to  them." 

"  Surely  a  paradoxical  saying." 

"  Paradox  is  only  truth  walking  backwards.  But  I 
have  not  expressed  myself  very  clearly.  I  wanted  to 
imply  that  for  a  person  with  my  outlook  there  is  no  hope 
for  those  who  only  go  to  literature  in  quest  of  the  hard 
fact— and  yet  that  does  not  half  express  what  I  mean." 

"  But  surely  we  acquire  from  books  ?  If  I  understand 
you  aright,  you  would  have  them  acquire  from  us." 

"  Do  not  let  us  be  too  literal.  Literature  assists  our 
mental  development  in  much  the  same  manner  that  a 
plate  of  cold  beef  and  pickled  onions  assists  our  physical. 
But  in  the  mere  acquisition  of  knowledge  it  can  hardly 
be  said  to  count.  Books  are  no  more  than  so  many  bundles 
of  soiled  paper.  We  do  not  learn  any  more  from  them 
than  from  a  dead  cow  and  a  spiced  vegetable.  One  living 
human  mind,  j^ours  or  mine,  counts  for  more  than  all  the 
wisdom  collected  and  inscribed  upon  the  sheepskins  of 
antiquity." 

"  A  question  of  terms,  is  it  not  ?  That  particular 
generalization  is  obvious  to  everybody.  Let  us  come 
down  to  the  particular.  You  would  not  say  that  my 
mind  or  yours  could  do  anything  for  Shakespeare  ? " 

"  You  must  forgive  me  if  I  do  not  agree.  Books  like 
Shakespeare's  are  written  in  cypher;  they  cannot  be 
read  at  all  without  a  key.  And  the  key  is— your  heart 
and  mine.  Even  he  in  the  most  perfect  expression  of 
his  spirit,  the  amplest  expression  the  world  has  known, 
can  only  hope  to  indicate  a  few  fresh  courses  that  the 
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emotional,  the  reflective,  the  imaginative  parts  of  us  are 
to  go  upon.  Lear  teaches  us  nothing  with  which  we 
were  not  perfectly  acquainted  long  before  he  made  his 
kingdom  over  to  his  daughters.  But  when  the  sufferings 
of  the  enfeebled  and  insane  old  man  melt  our  blood  into 
tears,  we  have  added  a  fresh  fact  to  the  aggregate  of  the 
world  s  experience.  When  I  see  the  old  man,  my  father, 
holdmg  that  heart-moving  history  in  his  hand,  and  the 
tears  are  shming  on  his  cheeks,  I  know  that  many  infinite 
moments  such  as  these  have  gone  to  the  making  of  the 
bewildenngly  complex  mechanism  that  he  calls  his  son 
Forgive  the  egotism.  It  is  the  curse  of  persons  born 
under  my  unlucky  star." 

"I  am  very  sensible  of  the  honour  of  these  confidences. 
But  I  accuse  you  of  basing  your  calculation  on  the  as- 
sumption that  the  mind  of  every  reader  has  this  special 
endowment.  Surely  every  mind  cannot  have  it  •  mv 
own,  for  instance."  ^ 

"There  is  my  point.  Nature  has  not  given  you  the 
key  to  the  cypher.  It  is  the  root  of  our  argument.  You 
will  remember  it  arose  when  I  said  I  could  not  tell  vou 
of  my  work."  ^ 

"May  I  not  still  have  a  sympathetic  ir rarest  in  it  ? 
Only  genius  may  love,  but  surely  the  most  pedestrian 
of  earth-walkers  may  admire." 

"Yes;  perhaps  I  am  too  arbitrary.  But  even  your 
person  of  taste  is  but  a  second-hand  admirer.  Would 
bhakespeare  occupy  his  present  place  in  the  national 
esteem  unless  Mr.  Jones  and  Mr.  Smith  and  several 
thousands  of  other  persons  of  similar  renown  and  crfi: 
had  dinned  his  pre-eminence  into  our  ears  ?  " 

"  He  would  not,  and  I  hope  you  identify  yourself  vith 
the  national  obtuseness  ?  " 

"That  is  true  courage ;  but  it  indicates  the  divergence 
ot  our  ways.  And  you  force  me  to  concede  that  the  time 
we  devote  to  him  in  the  stalls  of  the  Lyceum  Theatre  is 
not  wasted.  Irving  is  as  near  the  real  Shakespeare  as 
Pope  is  near  the  real  Homer,  but  their  rule  of  thumb 
interpretations  have  their  uses." 

"  Arrogance;  surely  ?  Is  it  the  arrogance  of  genius 
one  hears  so  much  about  ?  " 
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"  I  begin  to  fear  it.  Of  late  I  have  grown  so  impatient. 
Every  battle  a  man  wins  for  his  art  reacts  upon  his 
suavity." 

"  You  practise  the  art  of  literature  ?  " 

"  Perhaps,  yes.  I  strive  and  strive,  but  generally  have 
to  hurl  the  pen  out  of  my  clumsy  fingers  with  tears  of 
chagrin." 

"  You  interest  me.  Tell  me  what  great  end  you  have 
in  view  ?  " 

"  The  end  will  seem  trivial,  yet  I  assure  you  I  find  it 
vastly  dif&cult.  I  seek  to  gain  the  power  to  express  in 
a  simple  formxila,  but  in  a  formula  that  is  sufl&ciently 
adequate,  a  few  of  those  adventures  of  the  spirit  that  make 
the  Dream,  the '  Phantasm,  the  Chimera,  the  What-you- 
wiU  I  call  Existence  at  once  a  heaven  and  a  hell.  Please 
forgive  a  little  turgidity." 

*'  You  are  a  poet  ?  " 

"I  have  no  wings,  alas !  I  cannot  soar.  Therefore  my 
ideas,  that  no  doubt  have  been  the  common  property 
of  man  since  he  first  scratched  his  thoughts  on  stone,  have 
to  be  content  with  a  humbler  vehicle.  But  this  is  vain 
and  foolish.  My  reticence  is  cast  aside  before  the  cruel 
eyes  of  the  irreverent.  I  stand  revealed  a  coxcomb ;  but 
rather  would  I  beg  you  to  take  it,  that  flushed  a  little  with 
my  first  victory  I  do  not  feel  quite  the  same  harsh  neces- 
sity for  silence. 

"  Why  this  diffidence,  my  friend  ?  You  overwhelm 
me  with  interest.  What  is  this  maiden  victory  to  which 
you  allude  ? " 

"  There  was  something,  perhaps  quite  trivial  in  itself, 
on  which  I  sought  to  lay  my  finger  in  the  work  of  this  very 
Shakespeare,  this  Chinese  puzzle  we  are  never  tired  of 
trying  to  solve.  The  thing  was  not  new;  it  must  have 
'  n  in  the  minds  of  all  men  of  perception  since  Keming 
J. .  Condell  printed  their  folio.  Still,  I  had  never  seen  it 
St,  forth  in  plain  terms.  Even  Goethe  had  not  expressed 
it  exactly.  It  could  be  traced  in  the  minds  of  them  all, 
floating  disembodied  and  impalpable,  a  will  o'  the  wisp 
that  eluded  all  efforts  to  capture  and  embalm  it  in  sentient 
speech.  Charles  Lamb  came  the  nearest ;  but  he 
approached  half  unconsciously  in  the  casual  way  that  was 
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hi»  habit,  a^d  withdrew  his  hands  almost  at  the  moment 
hB  strong  but  so  whimsical  fingers  seemed  but  to  need 
to  stretch  out  to  take  it  in  their  grasp.    Now  I  felt  in  my 
own  mmd  that  our  English  tongue  was  a  fine  enoueh 
medium  by  which  to  express  it.    The  thesis  was  simple 
enough.    What  had  to  be  said  was  cut  in  the  mind  like 
a  cameo,  yet  it  defied  a  reduction  to  terms.    However 
m  the  intrepidity  of  his  youth,  one  Alfred  Porter  rose  up 
and  grappled  with  it.    At  first  it  seemed  in  danger  of 
becoming  the  '  Figure  in  the  Carpet,'  that  Uttle  story  by 
Henry  James.    Thirty-three  times  he  wrestled  with  it  • 
thirty-three  times  he  was  overthrown.    On  each  occasion 
he  burnt  his  failure  with  a  grimmer  determination  in  his 
heart.    Sometimes  it  was  with  utter  weariness  and  sick- 
ness of  the  spirit,  but  never  with  despair.    At  the  thirty- 
fourth  attempt  he  rang  the  bell.    He  could  hear  it  tinkle 
faintly  but  distinctly.    His  victory,  however,  has  had 
the  unhappy  consequence  of  giving  him  an  even  stauncher 
belief  m  himself  than  he  had  before." 

"  May  I  ask  had  your  victory  any  fruits  other  than  your 
own  personal  satisfaction  ?  " 

"Yes,  indeed.    That  is   the  strange  part;  otherwise 
the  whole  matter  would  have  been  a  perfect  episode,  fit 
or  Flaubert.    I  sent  it,  it  was  but  a  small  thing,  ten 
tfiousand  words  or  so,  to  the  editor  of  the  International 
Kemew,  that  great  journal  for  the  upholding  of  the  honour 
of  literature,  which  never  yet  has  been  found  unworthy 
of  Its  mission.    That  act  of  itself  was  presumptuous,  for 
1  had  no  credential  other  than  my  determination  to  succeed. 
And  here  is  the  prosaic  part.    The  editor  has  offered  to 
appoint  me  to  his  review  at  a  salary  of  ^800  a  year  " 
^  Of  course  you  repudiated  his  offer  with  scorn  ?  " 
Alas!  I  am  afraid  I  am  not  sufficiently  Philistine. 
I  was  not  m  the  least  insulted,  I  confess.    I  accepted  his 
offer  with  gratitude.    And  one  could  read  the  generosity 
ot  the  man's  nature.    He  had  never  seen  me ;  to  him  I 
was  meamngless,  apart  from  the  fact  that  I  had  a  pair 
of  eyes  to  look  at  life,  and  a  spirit  that  was  determined  to 
express  what  they  saw.    And  that  was  enough.    I  might 
nave  leapt  at  a  hundred  pounds  a  year  for  all  he  knew 
as  indeed  I  should." 
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"  This  is  very  singular,  is  it  not  ?  One  understood  that 
you  lions  of  literature  despised  the  sordid  pounds  and 
shillings." 

"  In  a  sense  perhaps ;  but  I  think  we  make  a  point  of 
accepting  them  when  they  come  our  way.  They  don't 
come  too  often.  We  generally  have  '  to  go  through  the 
mill.'  " 

"  Have  you  had  '  to  go  through  the  mill,'  Mr.  Porter, 
if  the  question  is  a  fair  one  ?  " 

"  I  have  had  to  fight,  and  have  to  do  so  still,  but  I  do 
not  forget  that  it  is  a  conflict  in  which  others  have  lost 
more  blood." 

"  Pray  tell  me  of  it,  if  I  may  hop)e  so  to  be  honoured 
with  your  confidence.  You  interest  me  painfully.  I 
understood  that  your  father  was  in  fairly  easy  circum- 
stances." 

"  On  the  contrary,  his  circumstances  have  never  'jeen 
even  fairly  easy.  He  exists,  and  that  is  all.  He  exists 
with  a  few  first  editions,  a  few  rare  books  in  his  back 
sitting-room.  When  stress  of  financial  weather  forces 
him  to  part  with  one  of  these  it  is  like  the  severing  of  his 
right  hand.  He  is  a  dear,  queer,  impracticable  old  man, 
with  just  a  saving  touch  of  the  heroic.  When  the  idea 
came  into  his  mind  that  his  son  must  go  to  the  university, 
he  proposed  to  send  him  there  by  parting  with  his 
treasures.  He  declined  to  go,  however,  at  that  great 
price.  I  knew  that  the  development  of  the  powers  with 
which  he  credited  me  was  the  only  undertaking  that 
could  have  led  him  to  the  extreme  step." 

"  He  felt  you  were  marked  out  for  great  things  ?  " 

"  In  a  way  he  did.  My  father  is  a  singular  man.  He 
belongs  to  the  company  of  the  '  mute,  inglorious  Miltons.' 
He  has  the  emotional  and  intellectual  equipment  of  a 
poet,  but  has  no  more  power  of  utterance  than  a  tin  trumpet 
or  a  penny  whistle.  He  has  the  truest  instinct  for  all 
that  has  been  finely  uttered,  but  the  power  of  utterance 
itself  is  denied  to  him." 

"  And  he  makes  a  tragedy  of  it  ?  " 

"  No ;  he  is  too  sane.  Perhap,  as  he  grew  old,  he  might 
have  allowed  it  to  embitter  him  had  not  the  recognition 
of  what  he  supposed  to  be  my  budding  powers  done  so 
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much  to  reconcile  him  to  his  fate.  He  told  me  this  morning 
that  since  I  received  that  letter  from  the  editor  of  the 
Review,  nearly  a  week  ago,  his  hfo  has  grown  larger. 
But  with  all  this  wonderful  solicitude  he  is  a  more  jealous 
critic  of  my  work  than  I  am  myself.  His  taste  is 
exquisite,  and  his  spirit  seems  to  bum  purer,  intenser 
because  of  its  suppression." 

"  Do  I  gather  that  he  grants  this  power  of  utterance 
to  his  son  ?  " 

"I  think  I  may  say  yes,  although  it  argues  much 
courage  and  insight  for  one  of  my  father's  austerity 
to  detect  the  true  note  in  the  child's  first  performances 
upon  a  comb  and  a  piece  of  tissue  paper." 

"  His  reward  is  assured  to  him  already.  But  tell  me 
a  httle  of  yourself,  your  uphill  struggle.  May  I  ask  how 
you  contrived  to  maintain  yourself  at  the  university  ?  " 

The  young  man  laughed.  There  was  no  joy  in  him 
however.  ' 

He  hesitated. 

"  I  begjyour  pardon,  but  may  I  assume  that  it  was  neces- 
sary that  you  should  undergo  a  course  at  the  university  to 
prepare  yourself  for  the  end  you  had  in  view  ?  " 

"  Both  my  father  and  I  thought  so  at  the  time.  There 
was  the  glamour  of  the  name,  and  I  am  afraid  we  had  both 
idealized  its  functions  whilst  remaining  in  perfect  ignorance 
of  its  methods.  It  had  been  a  kind  of  ambition  of  my 
father's  to  see  a  son  of  his  at  the  university,  and  in  my 
case  he  thought  this  aspiration  to  be  essential.  We  knew 
no  one  who  had  been  there,  no  one  who  could  disabuse 
our  minds  of  our  heresies.  " 

"  And  you  regretted  it  ?  " 

"Not  altogether.  But  the  game  was  not  worth  the 
candle.  It  may  have  increasrd  any  httle  grit  there  was 
in  me,  but  I  think  I  can  say  with  jus!  ce  that  at  the  present 
moment  I  owe  le  than  nothing  to  my  academic  training. 
It  retarded  my  development.  I  had  to  lose  the  habit 
of  lookmg  at  life  with  an  eye-glass.  I  had  to  unlearn 
much  that  I  was  taught  before  I  could  recapture  my 
power  of  vision.  It  is  preserved  intact,  I  hope  and  be- 
lieve; but  It  is  because  my  honest  natural  eyesight  has 
been  able  to  reassert  itself." 
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"  You  fill  me  with  surprise.  It  is  not  usual  for  so  young 
a  man  to  have  such  a  definite  outlook.  You  appear  to 
understand  clearly  what  you  are  about  to  accomplish, 
and  the  best  means  to  take  of  accomplishing  it.  I  sup- 
pose  now  you  have  accepted  this  suggestion  of  the  editor's, 
you  will  turn  your  face  to  the  east  and  make  for  the  Mecca 
of  the  literary  man." 

"  I  have  promised  to  take  up  my  duties  there  in  a  month's 
time.  I  am  glad  to  have  had  this  opportunity  of  talking 
to  you,  since  after  then  I  fear  it  will  no  longer  be  possible 
for  me  to  coach  Miss  Broke.  I  have  written  to  Lady 
Bosket  to  say  so." 

"  1  am  sure  it  will  be  a  misfortune  for  the  child,  althon^ii 
shs  has  had  the  privilege  of  receiving  a  certain  amount  of 
your  instruction.    Did  you  find  her  hopeless  ?  " 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  could  not  have  wished  for  an  apt"r 
pupil." 

"  This  is  praise  indeed.  One  feels,  Mr.  Porter,  that  it 
is  not  easy  for  you  to  bestow  praise." 

"  Perhaps  you  are  r^t.  But  in  this  case,  if  it  may 
be  any  sort  of  satisfaction  to  you  to  know  it,  I  will  confess 
I  have  found  Miss  Broke  peculiarly  interesting.  She  is 
the  first  of  her  sex  with  whom  I  have  been  brought  into 
intimate  contact,  and  it  has  been  an  experience.  Besides, 
I  have  a  feeling,  you  must  please  forgive  it,  that  you  do 
not  extend  quite  the  same  justice  to  her  as,  for  example. 
you  do  to  myself.  One  feels  it  to  be  a  pity,  for  she  does 
not  deserve  to  be  underrated.  Her  sympathies  are  so 
quick,  so  remarkable." 

"  You  relieve  me.  I  had  nearly  made  up  my  mind 
that  the  child  was  wholly  destitute  of  intelligence," 

"  It  is  painful  to  hear  you  say  that.  Such  an  opinion 
is,  imder  your  pardon,  unwarrantable.  The  graces  of  her 
mind  may  not  be  set  forth  to  the  public  view,  so  that  every 
passer-by  may  become  acquainted  with  them ;  but  per- 
chance on  that  account  they  are  the  more  exquisite,  the 
more  permanrait.  In  judicious  hands — in  hands  of  a 
requisite  tenderness,  of  a  wise  and  patient  encouragement, 
hers  might  prove  a  particularly  full  and  complete  and 
satisfactory  life.  But  I  am  sure  that  if  this  is  not  her 
fate,  if  the  hands  she  should  happen  to  fall  into  shouW 
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be  ruder  and  coarser,  her  life  wiU  not  be  a  «ticee«L    T 

mi^  hlf  M  ^°'r''^  •*  "'^^^^d  °°  the  altar  of  .he  averitt 
rS;Jiii  .^'""f**"'^.  well-meaning  ruffian  whos^  mhfd 
IS  merged  in  his  dinner.    For  a  creature  of  ^rTdwifv 

roLSTnn'L^  *i*  "'^^^'"^  °^  ^"^«  «Sh  rough  and  hon«? 
rogue  ^.^u]d  be  a  dire  thmg.    Such  fragile  cFeatures  mSt 

♦"'^"fu*^-  ^«^^y-    Perfect   co-o^rativ?7-SD?thv 
must  be  their  daily  food.     One  foresees  f '  at  tCToni* 
rogue  with  whom  she  may  mate  wilTS?on  that  .x^lJS 
matnmonial  principle  of  givuig  her  clothes  in  SSe 
for  her  cookery.    One  fear^  that  in  her  case  it  will  not  do 
He  wiU  have  to  feed  as  well  as  clothe  h^  He  wUl  have 

•'  You  astonish  me  I    I  had  not  thought  that  the  child's 
S;;^"'  "^Sll."'^'''  '^°^^  °*  thl?kind.    1   tr'embi: 

Su  absorbed  had  these  two  alien  persons  been  in  their 
conversation  that  they  had  already  long  o^tsUyed  eve^' 
body  at  the  luncheon  table.    .¥.,   Broke  had  h^JZ^T 
the  sensation  of  a  slighUy  malij:;.,  Sph     Thi  s^me 
what  aggressive  youne  ir  -  m.    .'     -.Ti^  ^i  ■    T 

himjlf  to  her^^^Sai.'  ^.  l^^  i  ^c  .;;^:^'^^ 
At  the  same  time  he  had  intea:..,  .  .r  keenly  He^s 
a  man  with  a  personaUty.  ^  ^ 

r  ^^?  ^X  ^?^  ^"^  repaired  to  the  drawine-room  our 

she  had  been  aj  that  day.  In  a  measure  her  talk  with 
the  young  man  had  restored  something  of  her  comXe^e 

oS  the  ton'of  tH  '""''''l'  "i'""^*  ^  triumph.  InSS^i 
hLl^  ^  K°^  t^^  P^o"'^  thought,  the  young  man  was 
hooted  m  her  estimation.  Whoever  he  was^S  wha^ 
S     hTJ"/,  ""^  I'^P^^tically  a  person  to  be  reckoned 

Ster  He  w»,  .  ?^^'  ''°  ^"?^^-  Nay.  he  was  a 
ngnter.    He  was  a  born  wrestler  with  adversity.    She 
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was  conscious  of  a  feeling  of  exhilaration  in  having  passed 
an  hour  in  talking  with  him,  He  had  a  vigoiir  that  hfted 
up  the  heart  like  a  mountain  breeze. 

As  a  manifestation  of  her  agreeable  disposition  towards 
him,  his  patroness  asked  the  young  man  presently  whether 
he  had  seen  a  fragment  of  the  remains  of  the  old  hall,  in 
an  outlying  comer  of  the  park.  They  were  said  to  have 
an  antiquarian  interest.  On  his  replying  that  he  had 
not,  but  that  it  would  delight  him  to  have  the  privilege, 
Delia  was  summoned,  and  it  was  suggested  to  her  that 
she  should  conduct  her  tutor  across  the  ravine  to  the  hill 
on  which  it  stood.  Neither  being  reluctant  to  accede  to 
this  plan,  it  was  not  long  before  they  were  on  their  way 
to  the  ruin. 

"  An  incendiary,",  was  Mrs.  Broke's  sudden  comment 
to  herself  as  she  watched  him  retire  from  the  room.  "  I 
cannot  remember  when  I  have  been  so  arrested  by  a 
personality.  His  force  and  vigour  are  a  httle  discon- 
certing, and  that  sense  of  the  indomitable  he  manages 
to  instil  into  one  might  some  day  prove  inconvenient. 
It  might  prove  a  serious  thing  for  some  of  us  if  he  turned 
his  attention  to  pohtics.  It  is  not  a  httle  singular  that 
these  children  of  the  people  so  often  possess  the  secret 
of  this  masterful  force  which  ours  so  often  lack." 

Suddenly  she  laughed.  A  whimsical  idea  had  insinuated 
itself  in  the  mind  of  the  contemplative  lady. 

"  Is  it  not  foolhardy  ?  "  she  thought.  "  Is  it  not  almost 
hke  the  courting  of  a  second  disaster  to  go  out  of  one's 
way  to  throw  the  wretched  child  into  the  company  of  such 
a  firebrand  ?  " 

The  idea  amused  her ;  but  all  the  same,  so  inveterate 
was  her  habit  of  wisdom,  that  she  was  by  no  means  sure 
that  she  would  have  lent  her  countenance  to  the  expedition 
had  this  grotesque  thought  occurred  to  her  sooner. 
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F'oe^S.d  V^^^  ''"""«  '"^  «"""  Srass  of  spring, 

St.  Lj^i''  ■       "^  noteworthy  that  this  old  hall  or 
q^tl    fts  i?hi't"JiTT\"*  "■=  S'eat  housi  of  antt 

vi™of°the°rirlf„?i""'^^™  eminence,  commanding  a 
Sath      The  L^''  ^J""  •^'""■'  '""d  that  stretched 

^Se^'S^^'lS^rSgR-S^i?^ 
*m;aX""' ^S"'  ^-f^  '»  point  t^Jrand 

-M  t  y*Z  mln'a'fhe^^il^i'"  ",  "^""""^  '"^y  '■^■' '  " 

»t~!ST;f'-"=^^^^^ 

fecreS^"^^?-  ''  mrtSSfrtld' 

»U.<.i^dyrai";rS?  """  '"'''  '^'"'  '°  <■«»  "  '<" 
I  do  not  think  we  have  been  any  happier  because  of  it  '■ 
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said  Delia.  "  It  has  made  no  difference  to  us  as  far  as  I 
can  see." 

"  One  would  have  expected  it  to  breed  x  whole  race  of 
poe';s  and  seers,  grave  worshippers  of  nature,  and  those 
who  never  slept  in  their  endeavours  to  surprise  her  secrets." 

"  Instead  of  which,"  saidDeUa,  who  long  ago  had  learnt 
to  speak  to  him  in  terms  of  an  ampler  equality  than  when 
she  had  known  him  first,  "  it  seemr,  to  have  bred  a  race 
whose  first  pleasure  has  been  to  Jestroy  her  handiwork. 
If  as  a  race  we  have  been  foremof  c  in  anything  it  has  been 
as  hunters  and  soldiers — savage  r.ien  who  have  had  a  passion 
for  destroying  or  maiming  their  fellows,  and  the  birds  of 
the  air,  and  the  animals  that  run  in  the  fields." 

"  A  severe  indictment,  but  not  an  unfair  one,  I  am 
afraid." 

He  caught  himself  musing  on  her  strange  air  of  vehemence. 

"  I  shoiild  not  have  found  myself  making  it  a  month 
ago,"  said  Delia,  half  ^.o  herself  and  hardly  intending  that 
he  should  hear. 

Looking  back  at  Ihe  moment  on  that  short  period  which 
yet  seemed  so  lonp  x  time,  and  in  a  measure  so  fraught  with 
destiny,  she  gue^jed  how  great  was  the  change  in  herself. 
She  had  developed  by  inordinate  strides.  She  was  a  child 
then,  a  little  cimid  thing  peeping  out  of  the  door  of  the 
nursery ;  she  was  now  a  woman  feeling  the  first  few  p»:e- 
monitory  stiflings  of  the  world  upon  her  heart.  It  was  not 
quite  so  easy  to  breathe  God's  air  as  it  had  been  a  month 
ago. 

To-day  there  could  be  no  doubt  she  was  unhappy.  She 
was  too  simple  to  be  able  to  disguise  the  fact  that  her 
friend's  announcement  of  his  going  away  to  Ix)ndon  filled 
her  with  a  sense  of  loss.  From  the  first  morning  of  his 
coming  she  had  never  been  quite  the  same.  There  was  in 
him  that  touch  of  mystery  that  was  so  haunting,  that 
personal  glamour  which  provokes  an  unrest  in  the  pulses, 
which  seems  to  hypnotise,  to  cast  a  spell.  It  was  not 
attraction,  not  fascination  altogether ;  but  a  stranger, 
more  magical  quality  which  evoked  an  emotion  in  his 
absence  which  even  his  presence  seemed  hardly  to  disperse. 

Never  had  she  wept  again  because  she  could  not  go  hunt- 
ing since  that  first  memorable  morning  of  his  coming,  when 
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he  had  wrung  her  small  secrets  out  of  her.  and  caused  h..r 
0  bmn  her  treasures.    She  knew  that  long  ag^SThad 

S?o?the°hS°^st  1'  ^«'^V^bove  alfl^tS/^n  'he 
tti«  01  tne  haU.  She  also  knew  that  if  she  caueht  the  not^T 
of  hivoice.  when  she  did  not  expect  to  heS  them  she  wS 

morning  and  undertake  the  ordeal  of  putting  on  LrcWh^ 
hoH° '""*K^'*^f  intoxicating  sport^ad  be^n  to  lo^  £ 
hold  upon  her.  It  took  on  the  s^e  drab  huS  as  the  rit 
of  hfes  diurnal  affairs  when  her  friend  did  not  walk  o^t 
rom  Cuttisham  to  bewilder  and  enchant  her.  Hriemed 
to  carry  a  special  atmosphere  of  hi^^  own  about  h^mH 
^  so  assured,  so  defimte  in  aU  he  saidTnd^d  •  he  was"o 
cotain  of  himself.  He  did  not  appear  to  kkow  wha? 
altering  or  stumbling  meant ;  and  it  was  imSble  to 

?SL?^  '''?.'  *°  *^°^^  ^^^«  ^^"<i  candidlu3ou  eves 
Ttoder  eyes  they  were  too.  There  were  things  that  could 
^ften  them  and  give  them  a  look  she  had  learn  to  wS 
ZiJiF  "^-,'1  "°^  ^^^"  *°  P^sion.    They  were  too 

C«   \*°°f  ^y-i^u^^^^  ^'^  addiction  to  violence     W° 
unes  when  he  had  been  surprised  into  sudden  enthusSi^ 

.h^l'^'^^M*^.^"^^'  ^  "5^*  ^^d  been  kindled  ?n  them  S 

he  this  childish  worshipper  of  heroes,  hked  to  tSk  of  as 

a  something  splendid  and  imperishable.     And  ^e  o? 

tmce  at  some  tale  of  man's  inhumanity  to  man  told^n  the 

me'^nf  to  Kill  1"  ^k^  '^'  ^^^"  ""^^^^  *°  '"ake  the  state- 
Si  tLn  i     ^Y  ^u  ^^^  ^  "^"^^  "^ore  complex  kind  of 
b«ng  than  the  only  other  men  with  whom  she  was  famiHar 
her  father,  her  brother,  and  her  Uncle  Charles     He  sSS 

267 


BROKE   OF   COVENDEN 


¥i 


to  have  more  component  parts ;  there  seemed  to  be  finer 
shades  of  meaning  in  him.  There  was  a  constant  occupation 
for  her  in  seeking  to  fathom  what  was  imphed  by  his  strange 
odd  face,  which  grew  stranger  and  more  odd  the  more  you 
looked  at  it.  It  was,  indeed,  a  perpetual  puzzle  and  mystery. 
When  she  investigated  her  father's  at  the  breakfast  table 
there  it  was  as  plain  as  print,  as  open  as  the  morning.  If 
she  looked  at  those  of  her  mother  and  her  sisters  it  was 
easy  to  read  exactly  what  they  were.  It  was  only  since  she 
had  come  to  know  her  friend,  and  had  been  baffled  by  him, 
that  she  had  taken  to  doing  this  sort  of  thing.  Dimly  she 
felt  that  such  behaviour  was  vain  and  weak  and  unworthy, 
but  no  matter  how  she  tried  not  to  do  so  she  was  thinking 
perpetually  of  her  friend's  mysterious  face. 

Her  companion  sat  down  on  a  convenient  piece  of  the 
ruin,  and  took  off  his  hat.  Beads  of  sweat  speckled  his 
brow.  He  made  no  secret  of  the  fact  that  the  ascent  had 
distressed  him.  His  breathing  was  ridiculously  assertive. 
He  laughed  at  his  plight,  particularly  as  Delia  did  not  con- 
ceal her  surprise  at  it.  She  was  far  from  exhibiting  similar 
evidences.  She  looked  as  cool,  as  serene  as  a  young  fawn 
that  has  merely  leapt  over  a  brook. 

"  This  is  where  you  athletes  take  advantage  of  a  book- 
worm." he  said  with  a  whimsical  air.  "  It  is  preposterous 
of  my  heart  to  beat  in  this  manner  becu  jsj  ve  happen 
to  have  climbed  this  steep  hill  rather  smartly.  You 
do  not  seem  to  breathe  at  all.  Your  feet  skim  like  a 
bird's." 

"  I  did  not  think  that  such  a  little  exertion  would  dis- 
tress you,"  said  Delia.  "  We  ought  not  to  have  walked  so 
fast.     I  am  so  sorry." 

"  Odd,"  said  he,  "  how  any  inferiority  arising  from  a 
physical  cause  provokes  a  feeling  of  humiliation  in  us.  It 
annoys  me  that  I  should  be  sitting  in  this  plight  while  you 
do  not  appear  to  suffer  the  least  inconvenience.  I  think 
I  must  go  into  training,  as  you  athletes  would  say,  although 
walking  out  here  from  Cuttisham  three  times  a  week  has 
done  me  a  lot  of  good.  But  I  am  afraid  I  have  a  rooted 
objection  to  physical  exercise." 

"  How  strange  !  "  said  Deha,  "  when  perfect  fitness  is 
such  a  source  of  pleasure.     It  is  nicer  than  anything  I  know 
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to  feel  one's  body  to  be  equal  to  the  most  arduous  task     I 
hope  you  do  not  despise  the  athlete." 

"  On  the  contrary,  he  or  she  provokes  my  admiration.  I 
love  to  witness  feats  that  involve  resolution  and  arility  It 
pv^  me  quite  a  fearful  pleasure,  although  I  will  not  say 
that  now  and  then  they  have  not  a  habit  of  ruffling  me  a 
also  I  do  not  hke  to  have  to  confess  myself  defeated 
in  anythmg.  ■' 

''Arrogance,"  said  Delia,  with  a  wise  little  smile  and  shake 
of  the  head. 

"  I  agree,  I  agree." 

''I  don't  think  I  would  ever  accuse  you  of  arrogance 
r^y,  said  Deha,  determined  to  wipe  this  speck  of  dust 
oil  ner  idol. 

''You  would  be  wrong,"  said  her  friend, enjoying  her 
sudden  descent  into  the  serious.  "  It  is  the  besetting  sin 
of  the  genus.  We  self-centred  people  never  hesitate  to 
pit  ourselves  in  a  comparison  with  others,  and  when  we 
draw  It,  it  is  not  to  their  advantage,  I  can  assure  you.  If 
Such-a-one  can  do  a  certain  thing  I  can  do  it,  is  what  we 
say  It  is  wrong,  it  is  deplorable  in  us.  but-but  ce  sont 
Its  defauts  de  nos  qualites." 

The  young  man  was  in  higher  spirits  this  afternoon  than 
he  had  been  in  lately. 

"  You  could,"  said  Delia  wistfully.  "  I  believe  you  could 
do  anything  if  you  made  up  vour  mind." 

"  You  are  quite  right,"  he' said,  a  good  deal  amused  by 
her  earnestness.  But  please  I  must  ask  you  not  to  make 
me  vamer  than  I  am  already." 

During  the  next  moment  Delia  became  the  victim  of  an 
Idea.  There  was  a  hazardous  feat  connected  with  this 
lum  which  she  and  her  five  sisters,  those  perfectly  intrepid 
open-air  creatures,  were  never  weary  of  attempting.  The 
ruin  consisted  of  a  single  tall  wall  some  twenty  feet  high 
A  narrow  and  precarious  parapet  formed  the  top  of  it  • 
wh.f\  ?^  ^''u^'"^  southern  end  the  crazy  remains  of 
what  had  once  been  a  hunting  tower  rose  sheer  to  the  sky. 

orn^tr,    K  ^T  *^l*°uP  °^  *^^  ^^"  ^"d  a  hundred  feet 
rom  the  bank  on  which  they  were  standing  now.    Seen 

hZt     n^i'^^'i*  ^"^^^^  *"  incredibly  insecure  and  dizzy 
height.    Only  the  ivy  with  which  it  was  clad  seemed  to 
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hold  it  together.  The  tower  itself  was  so  bat-ridden  and 
far  gone  in  decay  that  its  mere  retention  of  the  power  to 
keep  itself  upright  seemed  a  direct  defiance  of  the  laws  of 
gravitation. 

However,  so  often  had  Delia  and  her  sisters  made  the 
not  very  difficult  ascent  of  the  lower  wall  itself,  and  so 
often  had  they  walked  the  precarious  coping  that  ran  along 
the  top  as  far  as  the  base  of  the  tower,  that  they  could  now 
perform  the  feat  with  the  ease,  the  certainty  of  an  acrobat 
crossing  a  tight-rope  with  a  man  in  a  wheelbarrow.  To 
the  uninitiated  it  had  a  delicious  appearance  of  daring,  but 
they  had  practised  it  so  often  that  it  had  become  as  simple 
as  the  trick  of  springing  into  a  saddle  out  of  the  hand  of 
their  father. 

The  hvmting  tower  itself,  however,  was  much  more  diffi- 
cult to  overcome.  Times  without  number  had  they  set 
out  to  reach  the  weird  emblem  in  the  form  of  a  cross  that 
stood  at  the  top,  on  a  quaint  Uttle  platform.  Not  one  of 
them,  however,  had  ever  succeeded  in  making  her  foothold 
sufficiently  secure  in  that  decrepit  masonry  covered  with 
ivy  and  moss  which  was  its  only  stjiircase,  to  scale  the  full 
eighty  feet  of  this  crazy  and  wind-shaken  altitude.  She 
who  accomplished  that  hazardous  task  would  be  the 
recipient  of  everlasting  honour  from  her  five  sisters.  At 
present  the  record  was  held  by  the  indomitable  Joan,  who 
probably  no  more  fitted  by  physical  development  than  any- 
body else  to  enjoy  the  honour,  yet  did  so  by  sheer  force  of 
character.  The  point  she  had  touched  was  several  feet 
higher  than  that  of  the  no  less  indomitable  PhiUppa. 

It  hardly  admitted  of  question  that  the  pHght  in  which 
her  friend  was  displayed  gave  Delia  the  idea.  In  mind  she 
felt  herself  to  be  his  inferior  to  a  cruel  degree.  But  in 
physique  there  could  be  no  doubt  she  was  inunensely  his 
superior.  There  was  one  point  at  least  on  which  she  would 
not  have  to  bow  the  knee.  The  desire  to  make  the  most 
of  that  advantage  was  eminently  feminine,  nor  was  it  less 
so  that  she  should  be  possessed  by  an  aspiration  to  shine  in 
the  eyes  of  one  who  in  his  own  person  united  all  the  other 
Christian  virtues.  She  had  had  it  from  his  own  lips  that 
feats  of  an  athletic  prowess  excited  his  pleasure  and  his  envy. 
Surely  it  would  be  sweet  for  the  despised  she  to  arouse  his 
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«JJ'?JIS'™~  "'  i""''"'''  ^''"Slit  is  action.  Th.  idea 
Z^^^  TT  ^"  °^<''  "  »">"W  not  allow  h«1 
momenl  to  reaect.  In  a  second,  with  a  iovous  defiTn. 
caroUing  little  laugh  she  ran  ti  the  win  a„H  t5^  ' 
Kiirrf '"^  ^ung  n,an  had  tL  t^'Xrve  to 
budhke  feet  were  scrambling  up  stone  by  stone  tEgh  the 

po^-fTthertiotLYuTsri^r 
.Ko'r  "Set  Ks^tht  via^r 

taUh^startled  witness  felt  alread^a  shi'lc'^  ^S^t 
K«^[fa;;&-rSS';er  her 

She  paid  him  no  heed.    There  was  thaf  Wr,^  «*       j 
Before  he  could  guess  whither  her  course  was  pointed 
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f'  e  had  reached  the  base  of  the  hunting  tower  at  the  far  end 
of  the  wall.  Immediately  her  deft  feet  began  to  cUmb  that 
dizzy  pinnacle.  In  vain  did  he  call  to  her,  now  in  tones  of 
horror.  She  did  not  stop  nor  hesitate,  nor  once  glance, 
back.    The  madness  that  had  taken  her  had  intensified  its 

grip. 

It  was  wonderful  that  she  should  be  able  to  find  so  many 
holds  for  her  toes  along  the  sheer  front  of  the  masonry. 
The  ivy  crumpled,  and  now  and  then  gave  way  under  her 
hands,  the  dust  was  shaken  off  it  and  out  of  its  accompany- 
ing moss ;  bats  flapped  their  wings  in  the  upper  air ;  the 
very  crazy  old  tower  itself  seemed  to  grow  giddy  and  ap- 
)eared  to  sway.    Up  and  up  went  the  mad  thing,  not 
learing  now  the  entreaties  and  commands  issued  to  her 
rom    below.     The    amazed,    the    horrified    eye-witness 
jegan  to  lose  his  self-control. 
*'  Stop  for  God's  sake  !  "  he  shouted. 
Nothing,  however,  could  check  DeUa  in  her  extraordinary 
course.    Grasping  the  tenacious  wild  growths  immedi- 
ately over  her  head,  and  tucking  her  toes  in  the  invisible 
niches  where  the  mortar  had  crumbled  from  between  the 
stones,  she  went  hand  over  hand,  up  and  up. 

So  furious  had  been  her  onslaught  on  that  sheer  surface, 
and  such  had  been  the  quickness  with  which  she  had  over- 
come it,  that  now  she  swung  a  truly  dangerous  height 
above  him,  more  than  two- thirds  of  the  way  towards  the 
platform  at  the  top.  And  it  may  have  been  that  the 
terror-stricken  tones  of  the  young  man's  entreaties  pene- 
trated to  her,  for  here  suddenly  she  paused  for  the  first 
time.  She  turned  an  instant  to  look  back.  In  that  instant 
she  was  lost. 

Swinging  in  mid-air  between  earth  and  sky,  the  impulse 
that  had  carried  her  so  far  went  from  her  as  suddenly  as  it 
came.  The  power  to  move  in  one  direction  or  the  other 
ran  out  of  her  in  that  brief  but  fatal  moment  of  her  looking 
back.  She  had  no  longer  the  self-possession  or  the  courage 
to  pursue  her  upward  course  ;  and  the  sense  she  now  had 
of  an  abyss  yawning  underneath  completely  bereft  her  o 
the  power  to  descend.  She  fluttered  impotent  as  a  leal 
ot  autumn,  some  seventy  feet  in  mid  air. 

It  needed  not  the  cry  of  her  despair  nor  her  face  of  snow 
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for  the  horrified  spectator  to  comprehend  that  a  paralvaia 
hadoveitakenher.  As  she  swung  and  swayed  outwSrS^Sto 
space  It  looked  hat  any  moment  she  woidd  growtoTf Jint 

f^t.    The  dreadful  imminence  of  her  danger  had  the  effect 

of  restoring  his  presence  of  mind.    Portir  was noathlete 

but  he  had  an  all-powerful  inteUigence.    He  cried  out 

to  her  in  great  confident  tones  of  reassurance- 

Hold  on  a  mmute,  and  I  will  come  to  you." 

HpJfh     T?f.  *^%^,Si'J"i"«  of  a  struggle  between  life  and 

ofA;  J      ^*  ^^^  I*'**  penetrated  the  consciousn«« 

of  the  young  man  was  that  to  climb  up  the  tower  dkSuv 

from  the  mound  of  earth  on  which  he  st^od  was  impSt 

He  must  go  to  the  farther  end  of  the  waU.  where  SHSeni 

0  the  copmg  was  comparatively  easy  to  an  active  oerson 

Porter  could  not  caU  himself  th'at.  bJJt  under  the  g^aTof 

InothPr  '^""^^''i  "P  t°  the  top  of  the  wall  as  quickly  m 

another.    Once  there  he  had  to  proceed  a)  ng  the  narrow 

and,  to  hun,  unnervmg  parapet  that  led  to  thl  base  of  the 

tower.    He  could  not  trust  himself  to  walk  across  it,  there- 

fore  he  went  down  on  aU-fours,  and  made  his  p^e^Ss 

way  upon  his  hands  and  knees.    This  mode  was  much  the 

surer,  although  it  cut  the  palms  of  his  hands  ^^erced 

the  knees  of  his  trousers.  piercea 

« Jnl  JT^*^^^^  i'^'y^  .still  clinging  half  senseless  to  the 
ade  of  the  tower  by  the  time  Porter  fomid  himself  beneaS 
It.  She  hung  now  some  fifty  feet  above  him  ;  he  had  the 
peculiar  physicaf  awkwardness  that  nature  inflicteu,Sn 
Sn.fi"^fi*^'  ^^^te  physical  cowardice  which  is  toe 
penalty  of  the  imaginative  gift;  his  heart  Vrat  .ruellv' 
his  breast  rose  and  fell  in  the  painful  e.^or^  to  \Se 
breath  ;  the  sweat  leapt  out  of  every  por.  ;  Ms  hmb  w"e 
as  paper ;  and  yet  if  the  child  was  not  incontinerSy  to  b^ 
dashed  m  pieces  without  his  lifting  a  finger  for  her  delive^ 
Mce.  he  would  be  compelled  to  swing  his  Ie,v?en  bnll;  hi^ 
space,  and  ascend  the  sheer  face  of  the  tower. 

He  did  not  hesitate.  In  an  obscure  fashion  he  realizoc: 
^e  gnm  significaiice  of  the  adage,  "He  who  hesitates  is 
lost.  An  mstant  for  reflection  ;  an  instant  for  .  as-n  to 
approve,  for  conimonsense  to  sanction,  and  his  effort  wo'  'd 
not  be  made.    A  moment's  tarrying  while  he  reviewed  hi^ 
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80  grievous  physical  limitations  and  the  appalling  ma^itude 
of  the  task  and  the  creature  would  be  dead  upon  th?  green 
ground.  He  was  content  wit';  a  single  idea:  If  she,  a 
child,  can  cUmb  up  there,  I,  Alfred  Porter,  can  climb 
there  too. 

It  came  over  the  young  man  even  in  the  moment  he 
took  his  resolve  that  his  flesh,  his  brain,  his  nerves  had 
the  consistency  of  pap ;  but  the  indomitable  will  was 
stronger  in  him  than  the  clay.  He  forced  himself  to  rise 
from  his  bleeding  hands  and  knees,  attacked  the  crevices 
before  him  with  his  feet  and  made  a  convulsive  clutch  at 
the  moss  and  ivy  above  his  head.  He  raised  himself  up 
with  his  one  idea.  Mechanically  he  began  to  draw  his 
body  up  the  clifi-like  surface,  precisely  in  the  fashion  which 
five  minutes  before  had  been  revealed  to  him  while  the 
blood  ran  cold  in  his  veins.  He  would  have  had  no  idea 
as  to  the  manner  in  which  he  should  attempt  the  chmb  had 
the  means  been  left  to  his  own  invention.  But  he  had  seen 
Delia  gripping  with  her  fingers  and  thrusting  at  the  ivy 
with  her  feet.  He  found  himself  doing  the  same,  by 
the  mechanical  force  of  imitation.  Inunediately  he 
found  his  toes  running  into  nooks  capable  of  affording  foot- 
hold, and  his  hands  cleaving  to  re  ts  sufficiently  tenacious 
to  support  his  weight.  It  wa^  then  borne  in  upon 
him  that  he  was  ascending  into  space  with  surprising 
rapidity  and  miraculous  ease.  It  seemed  no  mora  diffi- 
cult, no  more  precarious  than  ascending  a  ladder.  Like 
many  another  act  of  hardihood,  it  was  the  inception  that 
made  the  supreme  demand.  Resolution  is  the  talisman. 
It  is  the  gathering  of  the  reluctant  forces,  the  making  up  of 
the  mind  in  the  face  of  the  protest  of  reason,  the  determina- 
tion to  flout  Failure's  mocking  assurances  that  taxes  the 
Trojan  energies.  Once  launched  upon  the  grim  enterprise, 
and  the  sensibility  to  risk  is  merged  in  the  overmastering 
physical  effort,  in  the  sudden  splendid  lust  to  achieve. 

Porter's  first  steps  had  been  involuntary.  But  finding 
himself  borne  onwards  and  upwards  so  Ughtly,  so  easily, 
a  rare  sense  of  exhilaration  was  kindled  in  him.  The 
sporting  instinct  asserted  itself  in  his  pulses  for  the  first 
time  in  his  life.  And  with  it  came  that  intrepid  insouciana 
which  is  the  hallmark  and  the  birthright  of  the  bom  sports- 
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man,  which  he  exhibits  in  the  criaes  of  the  games  he  happens 
to  be  playing :  the  leader  of  cavaky  recovering  the  Juns  • 
the  foxhunter  taking  his  own  line  across  a  bUnd  country ' 
the  three-quarter  getting  over  on  the  stroke  of  the 
clock.  His  hmbs  performed  their  motions  instinctively  • 
his  whole  bemg  was  surrendered  to  an  idea.  A  pair  of 
unstable  feet  faltered  in  a  niche  high  above  his  head  If 
he  burst  his  heart  he  would  not  be  able  to  breathe  acain 
until  he  felt  them  in  his  hands.  ^ 

Moving  upwards  through  space  he  was  consciotis  of 
nothing  but  that.  Danger  and  insecurity  did  not  exist. 
Flesh  and  blood,  sunlight  and  green  fields  did  not  exist 
Time  there  was  not,  nor  place.  At  last  he  was  up  to  her  • 
he  was  touching  the  hem  of  her  skirt.  Releasing  one  hand 
from  the  ivy,  he  encircled  her  tightly  with  his  unencum- 
bered arm.  He  became  superhuman  as  he  did  so  At 
that  mstant  he  was  suddenly  endowed  with  the  strength  of 
Samson  and  the  heroes  of  fable.  Hoarsely  he  told  her  to 
fold  her  arms  round  his  throat.  She  obeyed  with  two 
bttle  throbbing  wrists,  as  cold  as  stone. 

How  they  got  down  ahve  neither  of  them  could  ever 
say.  Afterwards  they  could  only  point  to  the  fact  that 
they  hved  to  teU  the  tale.  The  descent  was  a  marvellous 
business,  but  that  was  a  moment  when  our  young  man 
wielded  marveUous  qualiiies.  He  carried  the  talisman  in 
his  spint  that  performs  the  miracles  of  which  we  read 
Your  one  idea  men  ;  your  men  who  have  the  capacity  to 
resolve  their  souls  in  their  desires  seldom  fail.  Porter  was 
surrendered  whoUy  to  the  gods  of  his  enormous  resolution 
and  step  by  step  they  brought  him  and  the  shivering  cower- 
mg  burden  that  he  carried  in  complete  safety  to  the 
coping  of  the  wall. 

"  I  am  all  right  now,  I  can  walk  now,"  said  Delia  faintly 
the  moment  her  feet  touched  soUd  bricks  and  mortar 

You  are  sure  ?  "  he  said.aUowing  her  to  slide  off  his 
shoulders  on  to  it. 

Finding  herself  on  familiar  territory,  she  made  an  effort 
to  regain  her  self-possession  and  was  able  to  do  so.  Almost 
directly  the  clear  tone  of  her  voice  advised  her  dehverer  of 
the  fact,  and  he  allowed  her  to  make  her  own  practised  way 
along  the  parapet  tc  the  far  end  of  the  wall  where  the 
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descent  to  mother  earth  was  easiest.  He  laboured  after  her 
in  the  decidedly  less  dignified  and  less  comfortable  fashion 
in  which  he  had  crossed  it  before.  .     ,    ^ 

When  the  green  earth  at  last  received  them  again, 
Porter's  first  act  was  to  prostrate  himself  at  full  length  and 
bury  his  face  in  the  grass.  For  about  a  minute  he  lay  mute 
and  panting  Uke  a  dog,  and  then  began  to  sob  hystencally. 
Directly  afterwards  the  agitated  creature  bending  over 
him  was  terrified  to  find  that  he  was  become  insensible. 
She  pulled  him  by  the  shoulder  but  he  gave  no  sign.  She 
called  his  name,  but  he  made  no  answer.  She  knelt  down 
at  his  side,  aiid  tried  to  raise  him  up,  but  puttmg  forth  all 
herUttle  strength  she  fraud  he  did  not  yield.  Great  was 
her  alarm,  but  she  managed  to  retain  her  presence  of  mmd. 
She  remembered  tliat  a  clear  stream  of  water  babbled 
over  stones  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill.  Runmng  down 
to  it  as  fast  as  she  could,  she  took  off  her  straw  hat,  and 
filled  the  crown  of  it  with  water.  To  return  with  this 
specific  up  the  steep  incUne  was  not  easy,  but  so  qmck  and 
deUcate  was  she  of  foot,  that,  without  spiUing  a  drop  of  it, 
she  was  back  at  the  side  of  her  friend  in  qmte  a  short 

To  her  immense  relief  she  discovered  him  to  be  sitting  up 
with  his  head  resting  against  the  ruin.    He  was  very  pale. 

"Water,"  he  gasped  at  the  sight  of  her  beanng  it 
gravely  in  front  of  her. 

She  gave  the  hat  to  him  with  a  stiU  greater  gravity.    He 

drank  greedily.  , ,  „ 

"  Ha !  "  he  said,  drawing  a  deep  breath,    how  good ! 
"  Can  you  ever  forgive  me  ? "  said  DeUa,  very  white  and 

frightened. 

He  looked  unflinchingly  upon  her  distress. 

"  I  don't  know  that  you  deserve  to  be  forgiven,  he  said, 
with  a  deUberation  that  made  her  wince. 

"  You  wiU  forgive  me,"  she  said,  very  near  to  tears. 

"  It  was  incredibly  fooUsh.  TeU  me  what  devU  it  was 
that  possessed  you." 

She  burst  into  tears. 

"  ion  might  have  been  killed,"  she  said. 

"  And  you  ? " 

"  I  wish  I  had  been,"  she  said  bitterly. 
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Her  distress  was  rather  painfvU   in  its  realness,  but  he 
kept  his  pity  under  control. 

"  You  must  tell  me  what  made  you  do  it," 

Delia's  face  burnt  with  shame; 

"I  am  waiting,"  he  said. 

Finding  him  as  implacable  as  ever,  and  herself  as  com- 
pletely  under  his  dominion  here  as  in  all  things  since  she  had 
known  him,  she  prepared  to  submit.  She  would  have  bitten 
off  her  tongue  rather  than  make  the  confession  he  was 
forcing  out  of  her.  But  there  was  no  help  for  it.  As  he 
sat  there  with  his  deadly  pale  face,  the  knees  of  his  trousers 
cut,  and  blood  visible  on  the  palms  of  his  hands,  he  was  as 
inexorable  as  the  piece  of  stone  against  which  he  leant. 
Tremblmg  violently,  she  stifled  her  tears,  and  gathered 
every  crumb  of  her  resolution.  After  all,  Uke  her  sisters' 
hers  was  a  sufficiently  Spartan  character.  ' 

"  I  knew  myself  to  be  despicable,"  she  said,  not  flinching 
from  her  punishment  now  she  was  called  on  to  undergo  it, 
nor  sparing  herself  a  single  stroke  of  humiliation,  "  in 
almost  all  things  compared  with  you.  But  when  you  were 
so  much  out  of  breath  coming  up  the  hill,  it  made  me  glad 
to  think  there  was  just  one  thing,  ^'^wever  silly  ar.  1  small 
it  was,  in  which  I  should  not  havt  co  acknowledge  myself 
beaten.  I  thought  it  would  be  delightful  to  let  you  see 
I  was  not  altogether  good  for  nothing,  and  that  there  were 
some  things  I  could  do.    This  is  the  consequence." 

But  his  compassion  was  still  withheld.  His  attitude 
was  not  what  she  had  been  led  to  look  for  in  one  so  kind 

"I  deserve  my  fate,"  she  said  humbly.  "  I  deserve 
it  all." 

"  It  may  be  salutary." 

"  I  shall  never  be  vainglorious  again,"  said  the  child. 

"  Suppose  we  try  to  forget  ?  " 

"  You  will  forgive  me." 

"  There  is  nothing  to  forgive,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned 
personaUy,  although  you  did  juggle  with  two  lives  I  esteems 
The  real  offence  was  committed  against  yourself." 

"  But  you  are  angry  with  me." 

"  ^9-  ^*  '^*y  hurt  me  a  httle  to  find  you  acting  u'- 
worthdy.  I  have  not  passed  it  over  lightly,  even  at  the 
nsk  of  bemg  a  prig  who  ought  to  be  kicked,  because  you 
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have  a  character  that  is  worth  taking  a  few  risks  over, 
Had  you  been  of  another  sex,  I  am  not  sure  that  it  would 
not  have  been  my  painful  duty  to  emphasize  what  I  mean 
in  the  robust  English  fashion." 

By  now  amusement  had  softened  his  eyes. 

Delia  struggled  against  a  renewal  of  her  tears. 

"  How  stupid  and  foolish  I  must  seem  1 "  she  said 
bitterly.  "  How  weak  you  must  think  me  !  I  do  try  so 
hard  not  to  be,  and  yet  the  more  I  try  the  more  hopeless  do 
I  become.  You  seem  so  strong  and  sure.  Everything 
you  do  seems  to  be  wise  and  right,  while  I  do  nothing  but 
expose  my  folly.  I  wish  you  had  not  come  up  to  me  at 
all.    I  wish  you  had  let  me  stay  there  and  kill  myself !  " 

Delia  stamped  her  foot,  and  again  the  tears  appeared. 
She  was  a  woman  ivho  saw  herself  degraded  in  the  eyes  of 
one  whose  poor  opinion  was  unendurable. 

"  I  suppose  when  the  truth  comes  out,"  she  went  on, 
"  you  can  ride  better  than  I,  although  you  told  me  you 
had  never  mounted  a  horse  in  your  Ufe." 

"  Or  stand  on  my  head  better,  or  play  cricket  better," 
said  he,  laughing. 

"No,  I  don't  mean  it  like  that,"  said  poor  Delia.  "It 
is  because  everything  you  do  inflicts  me  so  much  with 
my  own  weakness.  You  know  I  began  by  hating 
you  ;  and  I  am  afraid  I  shall  end  by  hating  you.  It  does 
make  me  so  miserable." 

"  SVe  must  learn  not  to  underrate  ourselves,"  said  her 
friend  with  great  simplicity.  He  could  see  now  how  over- 
come she  was  by  what  had  happened,  and  felt  the  necessity 
of  being  more  gentle.  "  We  creatures  of  moods  suffer  in- 
tensely ;  none  but  ourselves  know  what  we  suffer;  but 
we  must  learn  to  be  strong,  we  must  learn  not  to  yield. 
In  time  we  may  think  of  ourselves  much  less  meanly." 

"  But  others  will  not." 

"If  we  strive  ever  to  be  brave  we  shall  cease  to  care  what 
others  think  of  us.  The  opinion  of  others  about  ourselves 
ought  not  to  count.  Our  own  minds  are  the  highest  tri- 
bunals before  which  we  can  be  brought.  Those  are  the 
only  courts  that  can  weigh  the  mass  of  evidence." 

"  It  is  easy  for  you  to  disregard  the  opinion  of  others, 
you  who  are  so  powerful,  so  self-reliant,  but  you  do  not 
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know  how  difficult  it  is  for  me.    I  have  no  confidence  in 
myself  at  aU.    I_I  am  not  like  you  and  my  sis^or  Joan 
You  have  strong  char-  ^rs  that  never  falter;  and  go  right 
always.    I-I  don't  know  which  way  to  turn  or  what  to 

Sobs  broke  out  of  the  distressed  UtUe  creature,  and  in 
her  despair  she  covered  her  eyes.  No  words  from  her 
fnend,  however  wise,  however  sohcitous,  were  able  to 
soften  the  sense  of  inferiority  by  which  she  was  over- 
powered,  my  she  should  be  suffering  so  acutely  at  that 
moment  he  did  not  know.  Far  was  he  from  suspecting 
that  his  own  too-potent  personality  was  the  cause  The 
knowledge  that  she  was  humihated  in  his  eyes  had  over- 
borne  her.  She  felt  it  would  not  be  possible  to  hold  uo 
her  head  any  more.  She  was  disgraced  for  ever  in  the  eves 
ot  him  whose  fair  opinion  she  valued  above  that  o*  all  the 
world.  "^ 

Recognizing  at  last  how  hopeless  was  the  task  of  nealing 
her  wounded  self-esteem,  her  companion  rose  from  his  tus- 
sock  of  earth,  and  suggested  that  they  should  retrace  their 
steps  to  the  house.  Little  passed  between  them  as  they 
went  It  was  too  plain  that  Delia  had  surrendered  herseS 
to  the  luxury  of  being  miserable.  Mis-reading  the  main 
cause  of  her  unhappmess,  he  was  inclined  to  believe  that 
her  present  mood  would  be  medicinal.  The  cast  of  his 
mmd  was  naturally  not  lenient.  He  could  not  help  feeling 
that  her  recent  conduct  merited  severe  retribution  She 
was  engaged  no.  •  in  meting  it  out  to  herself,  and  he  could 
hardly  bring  himself  to  deplore  that  she  suffered  under  it  so 
intensely. 

Her  distress  gave  him  an  even  finer  sense  of  her  delicacy 

hn^L^  /^.?  ^^^°'^-  ^"'^^  ^  ^'•^eility  could  easily 
A  ,  Evidently  women  were  fearfully  and  wonderfully 
made  although  to  be  sure  this  frail  little  thing  could  hardly 
be  called  a  woman  yet.  He  found  himself  speculating 
on  her  fate  as  he  walked  beside  her.  The  spectre  of  the 
average  man  rose  again  before  his  eyes.  Too  palpably 
was  she  the  pre-destined  victim  of  some  rough  and  ready 
emmently  well-meaning  savage.  He  pitied  her  profoundly! 
Poor  httle  devil,  some  honest  rogue  would  see  to  it  that  she 
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He  left  her  in  the  drive.  She  stood  wistfuUy  to  watch 
his  insignificant  figure  recede  out  of  sight  among  the  trees. 
She  then  turned  her  steps  towards  a  thicket  which  lay 
beyond  a  lawn  behind  the  house.  Penetrating  to  the 
heart  of  it,  she  flung  herself  upon  her  face  beneath  a  great 
tree,  and  wept  the  bitterest  tears  she  had  ever  shed. 
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CHAPTER    XX 
Preparations  for  Comedy 

ALL  this  time  cyr  leading  comic   female   personaee 
^hpr  .^^  gathering  her  forces  for  what  lay  bdore  hS 

Ld  SZni  ^'?r  ^"r  •  ^"  '^^  ^"^  endowment  of  courage 
and  msdom.  The  nature  of  the  calamity  that  had  faufn 
upon  her  was  a  tax  upon  them  both.  It  is  a  pity  that  the 
conjunction  of  these  qualities  is  not  a  pur?r  source  of 
f:^^uZ  th?nr""^^^°!.*^^  °"«  *-  of  ten  impUes'thi 
rclea/«;thf  ^'''  y^'^^"?  '"^"^^^^  ^  ^^  measure 
CouraS  on  fli  ^K^'^P^f  "*/  .*°  ^°°^  ^"^^^^^  and  ahead, 
tourage.  on  the  oth^r  hand,  is  required  to  support  such  a 
bold  proceedmg.  Under  the  glare  of  the  coW  light  of 
eason.  or  the  sj^U  of  a  sage  anticipation,  it  dSs  not  get 

to  h^.'t»rt,,  ^  "^^'^y"  ^°^^  h^'-dly  Consent  to  walk 
to^the^take  if  he  were  not  convinced  of  the  immortality  of 

^nl*     v^^^  believed  that  as  a  family  they  Hved  in  a 
moment  when  every  ounce  of  social  prestige  thev  could 

the  stream.    They  had  enemies.    There  would  be  no  lack 

£atch  ''"t^  *^'  "^^"^^^  '^^^y  °f  performing  the  Sappy 
dispatch.  There  were  persons  only  too  anxious  too 
«?lling  to  undertake  the  hmnane  office  of  iSng  a 
piece  0  lead  xn  their  shoes,  so  that  once  in  the  wSer  they 
Sn.r  %*^°'^  *°.?^^  J°"^^  "  i°  the  most  effectu^ 
^rZl\-  7  ^^"°*  ^  P"^^'^'^  ^"d  exclusive,  and  have 
?riS  of  Thil°l- 7^"^'  ^■^*^°'^*  ^^^g  encumbered  v^S 
S:  gltht'  '"''■    "^'""'"^^  ^'^'■^  ^^  ^  ^ying  lion  the 
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However,  in  the  stoicism  of  her  spirit  she  did  not  flinch 
from  the  couf  de  grdce  of  the  outside  world  so  much  as 
another  might  have  done.  She  valued  power  not  so  much 
as  a  mere  possession,  but  rather  for  what  it  could  do. 
The  grave  difficulties,  when  all  was  said,  rose  in  her  domestic 
circle.  Turning  the  matter  over  in  her  mind  during  the 
watches  of  the  night,  she  had  to  make  the  confession  that, 
allowing  for  all  the  inestimable  advantages  her  courage 
and  wisdom  conferred  upon  her,  there  was  one  point  in 
which  she  went  in  terror  of  that  simple  hear*y  mediaevalist, 
her  husband. 

She  had  made  a  comprehensive  and  exhaustive  study  of 
that  immaculate  gentleman.  In  any  given  situation  she 
was  tolerably  sure  of  how  he  would  act.  She  had  made  an 
inventory  of  his  "character  and  ideas.  But  there  were  just 
two  clauses  in  it  that  foreshadowed  the  gravity  of  the  issue  at 
present  besetting  him.  Sense  of  humour,  nil ;  Pride,  the 
algebraic  figure,  x.  This  eternal  unknown  quantity  baffled 
her.  That  apart  he  stood  forth  a  lusty  beef-eating,  beer- 
drinking  British  farmer ;  a  consummately  amenable  animal, 
provided  you  did  not  keep  him  waiting  for  his  meals.  Up 
to  that  point  he  was  as  simple,  as  honest  as  a  horse  ;  up 
to  that  point  his  emotional  system  had  been  tabulated 
with  a  highly  sagacious  nicety.  But  this  pride  of  his,  this 
survival  of  other  ages  in  him,  was  different.  Its  depths  had 
not  been  plumbed.  They  were  a  littl"  terrible,  a  little 
legendary.  And  they  derived  an  additional  reputation  for 
profundity  owing  to  their  hmpidity  of  surface. 

Sleeping  and  awake,  the  problem  gave  her  no  peace. 
The  longer  she  put  off  the  evil  hour,  the  more  difficult  it 
grew.  It  was  imperative  that  all  should  be  confessed 
without  delay,  lest  he  find  out  by  other  means.  It  was 
unlike  her  to  shirk  an  ordeal,  but  in  this  matter  again 
and  again  was  she  confronted  by  her  vacillation.  She 
would  go  to  bed  with  the  determination  hot  upon  her 
to  tell  him  the  first  thing  in  the  morning.  She  would  rise 
with  the  resolution  to  tell  him  immediately  after  luncheon. 
She  would  dress  for  dinner,  and  vow  to  tell  h'  i  the  last 
thing  before  retiring.  She  began  to  grow  a  little 
despicable  in  her  own  eyes.  Such  weakness  was  no  part  of 
her  character. 
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MiM  Wayling  also  was  a  person  whom  it  was  vital  to 
♦k"^  •:  C5">n»fn  equity  forbade  delay.  In  this  case 
the  task  did  not  daunt  her,  although  she  was  keenly 
desirous  to  spare  her  all  avoidable  pain.  To  this  end  she 
waited  until  BiUy's  wife  and  her  au^nt.  Miss  SpaLw  had 
been  installed  quietly  in  the  small  cottage  on  the  hill.  She 
made  no  secret  of  their  coming.  She  took  an  early  oppor- 
tunity  of  saying —  '  "i^i~» 

"  Two  very  dear  people  in  whom  I  am  interested  are 
coming  to  hve  in  the  old  empty  cottage  on  the  hill.  You 
hav-e  had  no  one  for  it,  Edmund,  since  old  Duffin  the 
Sd  rot "  ""'^^^  ^^  "^^^  ^  occupied  as  lie  idle 

On  a  gracious  morning  of  spring  when  the  rapturously 
happy  women  from  the  purlieus  of  Hampden  Road  had 

,^?h^°S  . '"  *^'.K  "'^  ^^^l'  ^''-  ^'""^^  "^^de  a  journey 
up  the  hill  to  see  them.    She  had  Miss  Waylinp  to  accom- 

^n"^  i^^/u  ^^  ^''^'■^^*  ^""^^^  ^elt  that  if  t..  girl  was 
aUowed  the  opportunity  of  viewing  aunt  and  m%  with 
prfectly  dismteicsted  eyes,  the  impression  she  was  likelv 
mwfri  fKXi''°"J?  stand  her  in  good  stead  when  she 
rev.eived  the  blow  that  unwittingly  thev  were  condemned 
to  deal  ner. 

n^"*?^'-  '■^*'^"'  consciously  refreshed  in  spirit  by  a 
walk  bathed  in  sweet  airs  and  the  scent  of  the  young  spring 
flowers,  they  talked  without  reserve.     It  was  iot  the  least 

Lf%  ?'°^^  '  ^^*?  **^^*  "°  °"^  ^°"ld  l°"g  inhabit  the 
zone  of  her  energetic  gaze  without  revealing  much  that 

LiXl  TK^'l^'i^l'^S^"*^^  ^^"^'l  have  been  content  to 
overlook.  She  had  become  one  of  the  few,  the  singularly 
few  who  could  be  said  to  have  an  insight  into  the  nature 
of  M^s  Wayling  To  the  adulating  mob  which  formed  her 
world  she  passed  as  cold,  proud,  formal,  and  exclusive, 
a  person  with  whom  it  was  neither  a  light  task  nor  a 
p  easant  to  have  to  do.  Mrs.  Broke  wen^t  dee^r.  Her 
habit  of  minute  ob-.-^rvation  had  enabled  her  to  form  a 

nIIS.T^^^^*™^t--  ,-",  ^^^  ^^^hngs  with  the  world  she 
nught  not  be  particularly  scrupulous,  but  she  loved  her  son 
too  tenderly  to  sacnfice  wantonly  his  happiness  for  a  mess 
of  pottage.  She  now  felt  that  having  taken  the  precaution 
to  mitigate  the  blow  as  far  as  lay  in  her  power,  she  could 
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deal  It  with  a  moderately  definite  knowledge  of  the  manner 
in  which  it  would  be  accepted. 

"  What  did  you  think  of  my  pensioners,  my  dear  Maud  ? " 
she  said,  in  the  privacy  of  her  own  room.  "  Are  they 
not  charming  ?  Are  they  not  wholly  delightful,  single- 
minded,  and  fresh  ?  " 

"  They  are,  indeed,"  said  Miss  Wayling.  with  a  little  more 
animation  in  ht;r  eyes  than  was  usual.  "  Oh,  if  one  could 
only  be  like  them  1  It  nearly  overcame  me  to  see  them  so 
happy.  I  think  Alice  is  the  fairest,  sweetest  creature  I 
have  ever  seen." 

"  And  the  old  aunt  ?  " 

"  The  old  aunt  is  a  dear.  That  sweet,  old-fashioned 
curtsey  I  And  the  way  her  voice  shook  when  she  so 
timidly  gave  yolt  the  handful  of  flowers  she  had  picked 
out  of  the  garden.  I  would  like  to  steal  half  of  them  if  I 
may.  And  that  beautiful  haunted  old  face  that  seems 
almost  frightened  to  find  itself  so  happy." 

"  They  are  very  moving  and  beautiful.  There  is  hardly 
a  name  for  such  a  surpassing  simplicity.  I  should  say  it  is 
even  more  difficult  for  people  like  ourselves  to  achieve  such 
a  simpHcity  as  that  than  it  is  for  the  rich  man  to  achieve 
the  kingdom  of  heaven." 

"  Not  forgetting  the  rich  woman,"  said  Miss  Wayling, 
with  a  wan  laugh. 

"  True,  my  poor  child  I  " 

"  But  these  dear  people  do  seem  to  have  achieved  it." 

"  Yes  ;  I  think  +hey  have  after  long  intolerable  years  of 
misery.  But  I  took  you  to  see  them  because  there  is  a 
story,  a  rather  remarkable  story,  I  v/ant  to  tell  you.  It 
involves  us  both ;  but  however  and  in  what  manner  we 
may  be  disposed  to  i  osent  the  outrage  of  our  own  personal 
feelings,  I  can  only  pray  that  we  spare  one  another.  Whai 
you  will  suffer,  I  shall  suffer  too.  We  shall  be  a  pair  of 
lacerated  women.  I  only  pray  that  in  our  torment  we  do 
not  turn  and  rend  each  other." 

The  dramatic  change  in  the  voice  of  Ihe  elder  woman 
startled  the  girl.  E^ery  word  was  charged  with  meaning. 
Yet  she  could  not  conceive  how  the  two  poor  v/omen  at  the 
cottage  could  have  a  tragic  bearing  on  her  life.  Mrs.  Broke 
did  not  allow  her  perplexity  to  remain  unresolved.    Briefly 
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she  outlined  the  lameniable  history.  She  took  the  ffirl'. 
shrinking  hands  in  her  own.  ^'  * 

"  I  do  not  ask  you  to  forgive  him."  she  said.  "  but  in  the 
name  of  that  wretched  innocent  whom  we  hive  i^ei  thS 
morning,  I  ask  you  to  pardon  him." 

"  There  is  nothing  for  me  to  forgive  ;  there  is  nothinir 
for  me  to  pardon,"  said  Miss  WayliSg.  in  a  voice  thrtwJf 

^:V^V'r  °^  P"^'°"-  "  ^'^^  the  firsThe  ^^J  n^ 
care  fo  me.  I  as  conscious  of  that.  And  if  he  ever 
shov-  a  me  any  favour-and  I  cannot  recall  that  he  ev« 
did-it  was  never  more  than  a  formal  and  tardy  conceS 
to  circumstances.  I  had  come  to  see  all  that  lately  " 
Ah,  but  you  my  dear,  poor,  brave  child  !  " 

AA  u^  ?!y  *h.^  ^°^^  shrinking  fingers  firmer.  With 
a  sudden  effor  the  girl  dre-  them  away?  and  turned  them 
desolately  against  her  heart.  Her  whit^  face  had  becS 
pinched  ;  her  cheeks  had  fallen  in. 

"  I  wanted  but  this,"  she  said,  in  a  voice  that  had  grown 
metallic  in  its  hardness.  "  I.  the  despised,  the  rejecSdTf 
women,  have  my  mockery  complete  :  I  knew  from  thi 
first  I  could  not  hold  him  ;  I  knew  I  could  noT  draw  h£j 
to  me ;  I  felt  myself  to  be  repeUing  him.  as  I  reiS  1^1  tS 

SJrsl  Eith^T^r  .^'^'Jl  ^^^  ^J^''  ^^'•^  bftter  r^d 
^T^'.J'  J I  ^^  ^^"^^^^  "P°"  ^y  a  host  of  parasites, 
orl  am  shunned  because  of  the  distaste  I  breed  in  thS 

^f  rt7  IV^J^y  friends.  I  knew  I  shoSd  iS 
T«l  V  .rt  tht  ;T^  ^  T  ^"'"lihere  was  something  hSe 
in  »v     ^rt  that  told  me  he  could  never  be  mine  " 

\fnf  i  1,  overwhelming  anguish  of  the  girl's  position 
Mrs.  1  ,ke  made  no  attempt  to  console.  She  had  judged 
^as  to  the  rtanner  in  which  it  would  be  receiVed. 
m  of  wo  inded  self-love  were  stinging  »--r  beyond 
?iere  are  no  half-cours^-,  with  s  n  natures 
*■  ■■  oly  once  or  twice  in  a  Ufetime  that  their  pride 
^m  to  utter  a  complaint.  ;nd  when  bleeding 
-.  4ted  past  all  suffering  it  does,  no  voice  cryine 
l^nl  emess  can  sound  more  wailfuUy  to  human  eL  I 
stdir  Lf.""g>t'^^  harrowed  by  it.  She  under- 
aooG  It.  -niiig.  There  were  fibres  in  that  sensitive 
orgamsmib.     «  wrerrhed  oi.t  by  the  roots. 

The  lasi    ^  we  .;«t,'   *he  went  on,  "  I  could  see  he 
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meant  to  get  free.  And  if  I  had  not  been  so  selfish  I  l  aid 
have  made  it  easier  for  iiin..  If  I  had  not  been  so  absorl>ed 
in  myself  he  would  have  been  helped  to  a  release.  But 
I  cou] '  not  do  it ;  I  am  not  of  the  clay  that  is  capable  of 
self-sacrifice.  The  effect  I  have  had  on  his  sisters  has  only 
been  the  reflection  of  that  I  have  had  on  him.  From  the 
first  they  have  shunned  me  and  distrusted  me,  as  all  really 
Tiice  people  do.  There  are  so  man*  2ople  who  are  not 
nice  at  all  who  court  me  because  ' .  i  .  unfortunate  posi- 
tion, that  it  makes  indifference  fr  ->  ,  eople  I  would  like 
to  be  my  friends  so  much  harder  to  bear.  Perhaps  it  is 
because  I  am  so  weary  of  everything,  so  weary  of  my  gil  led 
cage,  that  I  am  thrown  back  upon  the  contemplation  of 
myself.  I  know  I  devote  too  much  thought  to  myself. 
I  am  doing  so  now,  I  know  I  am,  when,  dear  Mrs.  Broke,  I 
ought  to  be  thinking  of  you.  After  all,  it  falls  so  very  much 
harder  on  you.  How  do  you  bear  it  I  I  do  feel  for  you, 
dear  Mrs.  Broke.    How  good  and  brave  you  are  t  " 

The  elder  woman  received  her  in  her  arms,  and  kissed 
her  Uke  a  mother. 

"  I  at  least  understand  you,  my  poor,  poor  child,"  she 
said.  "  And  if  you  were  stung  to  make  these  confidenca 
oftener  you  wou'-i  be  more  happy.  It  does  not  pay  for 
us  women  to  h  yo  reserved.  It  is  not  always  wise  to 
wait  until  a  su)  ne  momenc  compels  us  to  expose  the 
thoughts  that  have  gathered  in  our  hearts.  They  may 
congeal  so  easily  if  we  do  not  relieve  them  now  and  then. 
It  is  noble  of  you  to  accept  this  blow  so  stedfastly  ;  I  am 
sure  it  makes  my  task  so  much  less  full  of  pain." 

They  remained  a  long  time  together,  offering  to  each 
other  a  consolation  that  helped  them  to  forget  their  private 
torment.  It  is  said  their  sex  can  be  supremely  tender 
when  their  suffering  is  on  a  conunon  ground ;  when  eye 
to  eye  they  look  upon  the  gashes  the  same  beloved  object 
has  dealt  with  his  impartial  steel.  In  such  cases,  they 
have  nothing  to  fear  from  one  another  when  they  show 
their  wounds. 

From  that  hour  Mrs.  Broke  nerved  herself  anew  for  the 
greater  task.  It  grew  each  day ;  each  day  increased  the 
guilt  of  her  connivance. 

"  It  L  unperative  that  I  should  tell  Bir.  fooke,"  she  cod- 
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I(  he  made  the  discovery  himself  he  would  not  forri'v. 

ta^.n  r„rbe%Ja^£.?"  ^'"^  °"  *""  '  "-« 
.■JL>"'JS''  "'""""  ""■   »«■  'o  'Wv"  Wore  on. 
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CHAPTER  XXI 

In  which  our  First  Comedian  makes  his  Bow 
before  an  appreciative  Audience 

IN  the  course  of  that  afternoon  Mrs.  Broke  took  the 
plunge  under  the  spur  of  necessity.  She  could  no 
longer  afford  to  run  the  risk  of  the  secret  leaking  out.  She 
was  too  familiar  with  her  husband's  Draconian  cast  to 
continue  to  incur  so  great  a  danger.  She  must  away  with 
all  cowardice,  lest  she  should  be  implicated  in  her  son's  act. 

Broke,  as  usual,  entered  the  library  wearily,  under 
protest,  to  engage  as  he  believed  in  a  futile  discussion  of 
their  financial  state. 

"  Money,  money,  money ! "  he  said,  smkmg,  as  was 
his  wont  during  these  periods  of  boredom,  into  his  customary 
chair  at  the  side  of  the  fire. 

"  Something  new,"  said  Mrs.  Broke,  "  and  something 

worse." 

Her  brevity  was  electrical.  Broke  sat  up  suddenly, 
galvanised  by  her  tone. 

"  I_ah,  can  hardly  conceive  anything  worse  than  our 
need  of  money,  our  attempts  to  make  bricks  without 
straw." 

"  Try,"  said  the  laconic  woman. 

"  That  fellow  has  not  been  playing  tricks  ?  " 

"  Your  guess  is  excellent." 

"  They  have  not— ah,  fallen  out  ?  " 

"  No  ;  but  Billy  has  married  another." 

Broke's  shout  rang  through  the  room  like  the  firing  of 
a  shot. 
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?Zt^''^^%'^  calculated.    She  had  carefully  thought 
him.    Expedience  was  hardly  ever  divorced   from   that 

Stion'^  SS^'S  "^"^--in  moments'Tsel^e 
amicuon.  bhe  had  come  to  see  that  in  this  case  all 
attempts  at  breaking  the  news.  aU  verbiage,  dl  th^ieS 
to  coat  he  bitter  pUl.  would  not  only  fail  of  its  effS 
tlZ°^^  ^T  ^*«"d«"^y  to  aggravate.  Your  bl^Uy-' 
aSSt  oti'"  '^''Sf^^  ^  P^*"!^*"^  ^^ibition  onSt 
^  S  BroUc  ck''-.  f  ""^'nery  is  not  for  them. 
fhJ  r^rjr  *1  ^  '^P"*,°*  amazement  his  wife  responded  with 
the  perfMtly  calm  lustre  of  her  eyes. 

Udmund.     she  said.  "  you  may  find  it  the  least  hit 

Sourkev  'r^^*  y°^,  astokhment  in%hf  t?! 
mendous  key.  It  may  result  n  anti-climax  Beraii«. 
you  have  yet  to  hear  the  worst.  Billy  is  nSy  m^^ 
but  he  IS  married  to  a  person  who  has  not  a  pS^-  a 
^^Zi'  T  S?od^^ough  to  take  out  of  PeS^^d 
Zu£?"  '^°P  '"  ^°^^  ^''''''    «^  t°°k  her  from ^e 

UD^d  dolT  ?"*  °^  ^'  '^^*'-  «^  proceeded  to  stagger 
up  and  down  the  large  room  with  both  hands  pressed  tiehtlv 
gainst  the  sides  of  his  head.  He  was  as^one  sSj 
t^thS?  "'  ^  'P""'"«  "^"'•^^Sia  or  an  excSSSf 

ffisTf?'^^^'  ^"^r'^iWe  I "  he  said  at  intervals. 
w^oveT    T?'!"^  "*?"■  ^  'y"^^^^  "'^t"  this  P^<»^ysni 
TneJ^e  has  i.n  . ''' *° ?k^ "l*'^ *° '^ ^^^™ thImomS 
?ectirstSf  J^H      T/"?*  ^y.*h^  '■°°ts-    She  stood  per- 

ihTSe?r|u7t?r.^^*'  ^^^^^  J""^  may^l^^ln^'a? 

"  I^?nn°f\^^'  *?t  ^'*^"''  ^^'^°<*  ?  "  She  said  at  last. 
I  don  t  know,"  he  said  in  an  impotent  voice. 

i,nH»«*    !J-^"*'"''^*  P^^ses.  unsoftened  to  that  wounded 
tTe  S  en??f  r-"""^  *.°  *^°^  devastated  ears.TlS^ga^ 
hL     S  ^""^'^  »n  so  far  as  she  was  acquainted  ^th 
them     She  concluded  her  recital  in  these  words- 

tdmund.  here  is  the  outline  of  the  affair  as  it  exists 
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We  are  ruined  and  mocked ;  do  not  let  us  conceal  those 
facts  from  ourselves ;  but,  acting  on  a  true  conception  of 
our  position,  I  would  ask  you  to  display  wisdom  as  well 
as  fortitude.  You  will,  Edmund,  I  am  sure,  do  the  nght 
thing."  ^   ^ 

He  stopped  a  moment  in  his  peregnnation  of  the  room, 
but  his  reply  was  inarticulate. 

"  I  ask  you,  Edmund,  to  give  me  your  shoulder.  I 
suffer  as  intensely  as  you.  We  cannot  piece  together 
that  which  is  broken  ;  we  cannot  undo  that  which  is  done ; 
but  mitigate  the  consequences  of  this  disaster  we  can  and 
must.  I  have  already  taken  them  into  my  consideration, 
and  stand  persuaded  that  we  shall  serve  our  interests 
privately  and  as  a  family  by  being  just.  Suffer  as  we  may, 
we  must  not  fail  in  our  first  duty.  We  must  give  this 
wretched  tool  of  Providence  the  sanction  of  our  recog- 
nition." 

She  breathed  heavily  as  she  spoke  these  words.  They 
were  not  easy  to  utter.  Stoical  she  might  be,  but  they 
galled  her  cruelly.    Broke  lifted  his  chin  in  perplexity. 

"  I  can't  understand,"  he  said  dully. 

Our  sagacious  lady,  in  the  midst  of  the  anguish  that  was 
shaking  her,  showed  him  a  half-humorous  gleam  of  teeth. 

"  I  appreciate  your  difficulty.  But  I  see  the  duty 
which  lies  before  you,  and  I  cannot  too  earnestly  entreat 
you  to  perform  it.  You  may  agree  with  me,  Edmund,  or 
you  may  not,  but  I  am  persuaded  that  in  all  circum- 
stances our  duty,  however  irksome,  indicates  the  path 
along  which  is  to  be  found  our  highest  personal  welfare. 
However  you  may  be  moved  to  visit  your  resentment 
upon  Billy— and  as  his  mother  and  with  my  heart  bleeding 
I  am  the  first  to  admit  that  he  has  incurred  it— I  ask  you 
to  use  perfect  equity  in  your  deaUngs  with  his  wife.  I 
am  looking  ahead." 

"You  are  talking,  woman,  as  though  you  were  m- 

sane ! "  ,  ,      l 

In  her  husband's  present  state  of  mental  anarchy  she 
saw  it  would  be  futile  to  proceed.  She  fell  back  upon 
silence,  therefore.  But  she  continued  to  regard  him  with 
a  self-possession  that  had  a  considerable  degree  of  pity  m 
it.    He  was  still  walking  up  and  down  in  his  rather  sorry 
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manner.    He  was  bewildered.    He  kept  clutchin?  at  his 

head,  as  if  he  desired  to  pluck  out  with  his  two  hand^ 

he  jagged  thoughts  that  were  ploughing  it  in  ?un-o^ 

n  their  present  shape  he  could  not  endurl  them.  TtT^ 

l^^if^^"  ^''^"^  t°  ^^^  them  bodily  from  that  ittb? 
which  had  overthrown  his  brain,  denude  them  ofthe"? 

tf^  ^J°°^'  ^"'^  ^°^^  "'^"^  "P  before  his  e^es  as  cold 
and  sober  documents  printed  in  large  type. 

I  am  only— ah— just  making  myself— ah— beein  to 
reahze  the  meaning  of  all  that  you  say,"  he  said  a?"ast 
with  a  change  of  tone  which  his  wife  found  very  welcome 

It  sounds  so  unnatural  at  first  that  it  rather  knocks 
you  down.    Do  you  think  the  fellow  is  mad  ?  " 

In  a  sense  I  do  }  but  it  is  not  the  sort  of  madness  vou 
could  prove  before  a  jury."  "tuucbb  you 

f  J'oc*i*  ^"''^  ^  cruel  cold-blooded,  selfish  thing  to  do  as 
far  a^we  are  concerned.    He  has  not  thought  of  us  at  all/' 

S  hL^TooiSe^ir^'^.^  ^^^  -'  '^'  ^-^  ^  ^^^^^ 

bri'^Sm^^'tgLr  "^  "^''    ^"'  ^°  ^"  *^^  -^  i* 

nJ.^/'T  S"'*^  ^^*^'y  ^°^^  *°  see  that  men  of  his  type 
need  to  be  trained  with  unfaltering  care  if  they  are  to 
prove  the  equa  of  their  responsibilities.  I  ha^  Ln  o^? 
poor  boy's  misfortune  to  be  born  into  a  class  wS  hL 

hundreds  of  years.    And  it  has  an  hereditary  apS 
^^.  because  as  a  consequence  it  has  become  the  moS 
self-indulgent  class  in  the  world." 
"I  deny  that,"  said  the  hardened  aristocrat  vehemently 
His  wife  expected  that  he  would,  and  indeed  hadSen 

^w'tiifn^d'f  T'  '""^  •'"*  '""^'^  °^  the  wounSTs  : 
SL        f^  °^  administering  an  anaesthetic  to  lull  the 

S^.t?SerT7-     "^"^  ,s."^aU  diversion  from  the  imme! 

charit^  "^^^  ""^  *°  P'^""^'  '^""''^  ^  * 

will  I^\S!^/^^>'  '^'  Edmund,  but  I  do  not  think  you 
will  be  able  to  disprove  it.    One  shudders  torecaU  the 
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host  of  impartial  witnesses  one  could  put   in  evidence 
against  us." 

"  There  are  no  impartial  witnesses  m  our  case.    The  ,e 
who  are  not  on  our  level  would  always  pull  us  down." 

"  Why  ?  " 

"  Because — ah— they  do  not  Uke  us." 

"  My  dear  Edmund,  has  it  not  struck  you  that  they 
may  have  reasons,  very  excellent  reasons,  for  not  liking 
us  ?  There  is  not  a  lust,  not  a  whim,  which  place  and 
power  have  enabled  us  to  gratify,  that  we  have  scrupled 
to  gratify  at  th^ir  expense.  Are  we  not  one  and  all 
brought  up  on  the  dogma  that  the  world  is  to  ourselves 
and  our  kindred  .'  Do  not  we  in  turn  imbue  our  children 
with  it  ?  Do  we  ever  hesitate,  I  ask  you,  Edmund,  to 
abuse  our  privileges  to  gain  our  ends  ?  Come  what  may, 
everything  is  for  the  best  in  the  best  of  all  possible  worlds, 
so  long  as  we  dine  off  silver  plate.  All  is  well,  provided 
we  do  not  defile  the  sources  whence  we  obtain  our  purple 
and  fine  linen  1  They  may  well  not  hke  our  idleness,  our 
arrogance,  our  laissez  faire,  our  complete  insensibility  to 
any  interests  outside  our  own." 

^'  I  have  not  the  patience  to  listen.  You— ah— an«&y 
me.  You  might  be  one  of  those  orators  in  Hyde  Park. 
I  will  not  believe  we  are  so  bad  as  that.  If  we  are,  how 
have  we  got  our  position  and  how  have  we  kept  it  for  so 

long?" 

"  We  have  never  found  it  very  easy  to  keep,  Edmund ; 
and  perhaps  you  will  admit  we  are  not  finding  it  easy 
now.  And  I  suspect  in  the  first  place  we  did  not 
find  it  very  easy  to  come  by  ;  and  the  means  by  which  we 
did  come  by  it  might  not  strike  us  as  particularly  nice  if 
revealed  at  the  present  time." 

"  Why— ah— this  Radical  Socialist  i  >  " 
"  My  eyes  have  been  unsealed  a  lii  A  late.  If  you, 
Edmund,  could  have  come  with  me  to  me  noisome  place 
in  the  north  of  London  in  which  these  poor  women  have 
lived  their  Uves ;  if  you  could  have  heard  them  talk  with 
perfect  candour  of  the  squalor,  hardship  and  disease  to 
which  they  have  been  bred,  to  which  generations  of  their 
forbears  have  been  bred  before  them ;  if,  Edmund,  you 
could  have  seen  the  expression  on  their  faces,  it  might 
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have  unsealed  your  eyes  too.    Not  again  am  I  going  to 
permit  myself  a  judgment  of  people  of  this  sort.    It  is  a 

TtZ^f  ?n  fif  •  ^  "'^^^''^  *^^^  ^""^  "^  *°  l^y  their  mis- 
fortunes  to  their  own  doors  ;  but  when  we  do  so,  Edmund 

we  are  guilty  of  injustice,  and  we  ought  to  be  made  to  pay 
for  It  Their  pnvations  are  no  more  the  fruit  of  their 
essential  viciousness  than  our  luxuries  and  privileges  are 
the  fruits  of  our  essential  excellence.  I  say  it  might  have 
unsealed  your  eyes,  Edmund;  and,  pondering  over  it 
and  meditating  on  it,  I  have  almost  come  to  believe  that 
It  IS  a  tardy  act  of  justice  on  the  part  of  the  god,  Circum- 
stance, ironical  ruffian  that  he  is !  which  has  caused  our 
rum  to  be  identified  with  these  unhappy  creatures  who 
have  suffered  at  the  hands  of  us  and  ouriike  these  man? 
hundreds  of  years.  "»»"/ 

J'  X°"— ^5t"^^^"  .*°,^y  h^  ^i'^ed  his  people  because 
01— ah— such  fantastical  notions  as  these  ?  " 
Broke  flung  up  his  head  and  snuffed  the  air. 
I  repeat,  Edmund,  that  I  am  not  sure  that  we  do  not 
deserve  to  be  rmned.  I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  not  just 
that  all  persons  such  as  we  have  proved  ourselves  to  be 
should  not  ultimately  go  to  the  wall.  As  a  body  we  have 
done  less  than  nothing  to  justify  our  existence.  We  may 
on  occasion  have  strenuously  opposed  projects  of  ameliora- 
tion  and  enhghtenment  for  our  weaker  brethren,  but,  as  far 

^.f^^"  °^^^7^'  I  do  not  think  we  have  gone  beyond  that." 
Good  God,  woman,  this  is  cant,  Radical  cant  I    If  we 
have  not  been  the  backbone  of  this  country,  if  we  have 
not  kept  It  together,  and  shall  do  again,   I  would  ask 
who  has  done  and  will  ?  "  ' 

"  The  classes  below  us,  whom  it  generally  'suits  our 
purpose  to  ignore-the  workers,  the  thinkers,  the  traders. 
^l^?P^^         "^""^^  ^^*  *^^''"  ^""^^^  ^"  *h^  sweat  of  theL' 

"  You— ah— should  go  into  Parliament  as  the— ah— 
representative  of  Labour."  ^^ 

«,o^!.i'*^x/"^"'',f°n*^"'?t  f*''^  th^  polemical  faculty  of 
woman.    He  could  allow  her  a  free  hand  to  deal  with  the 

ZtrA  ^'"y  ^^''  "^  ^^^'i  «^«"  admit  thaHature 
had  fitted  her  se.x  to  cope  with  small  things,  for  were  they 
not  m  keepmg  with  the  feminine  order  of  mind  ?    But  oh 
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really  large  affairs,  on  political  questions,  on  questions  of 
preced«.nt  and  tradition,  she  must  not  be  permitted  to 
hold  an  opinion.  No  woman,  however  wise  in  her  way, 
could  be  trusted  there.  If  any  better  illustration  of  that 
incontrovertible  truth  could  be  furnished  than  his  wife's 
attitude  towards  the  marriage  of  her  son,  and  her  advocacy 
of  socialism  and  democracy  in  order  to  justify  it,  he  should 
be  grateful  to  be  shown  it. 

"  This  is  what  you  women  do,"  he  said.  "  You  find 
a  grain  of  something  that  you— ah— persuade  yourselves 
is  truth,  and  you  make  a  peck  of  nonsense  out  of  it.  Let 
us  have  no  more  of  it,  please  !  " 

Mrs.  Broke  gave  him  no  more  for  the  time  being.  She 
was  not  sure  that  she  had  spoken  with  any  depth  of  con- 
viction. There  had  been  an  ulterior  motive  underlying 
her  argument,  which  at  least  in  a  measure  it  might  be 
said  to  have  fulfilled.  Mercifully  it  had  diverted  his 
mind  from  the  calamity  assailing  it.  And  if  the  tempest 
of  his  anger  could  be  divorced  for  the  time  being  from  t);c 
subject  that  had  called  it  forth,  there  was  the  hope,  per- 
haps too  slender  to  be  named,  that  the  first  furious  force 
of  it  might  pass. 

By  nature,  however,  he  was  a  man  with  a  great  power 
of  resentment.  In  the  metaphor  of  his  brother-in-law, 
"he  was  a  stayer."  He  could  brood  upon  a  private 
wrong.  And  by  taking  thought  his  sense  of  outrage  was 
not  likely  to  grow  less.  When  one  of  his  few  primary 
ideas  was  touched  he  was  ind  ed  formidable.  Reason 
could  not  reach  him  then.  The  .ndeiest  or  most  burning 
appeal  would  leave  him  as  ston*.  And  if  it  seemed  neces- 
sary to  arm  his  heart  against  the  first  object  of  its  affec- 
tion, he  was  the  man  for  the  deed.  He  could  be  very 
hard,  very  pitiless  at  the  dictation  of  justice. 

At  dinner  that  evening  the  first  evidence  occurred  of 
his  drastic  temper.  The  girls  were  talking  across  the 
table  among  themselves,  and  the  name  of  their  brother, 
which  was  oftener  on  their  lips  perhaps  than  any  other, 
was  being  freely  interchanged. 

"Joan,"  said  their  father,  in  a  tone  that  was  to  dwell  m 
their  ears  for  evermore,  "  oblige  me  by  never  mentioning 
that  name  again  when  I  am  present." 
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The  startled  creatures  shot  bewildered  glances  at  one 
another,   and   then  at   their  mother.    There    was     the 
blankest  stupefaction  in  their  faces ;  but  their  mother 
replied  to  them  with  the  peculiar  inscrutabihty  that  was 
hers  always.    As  usual  she  was  a  closed  book;  of  which 
not  a  line  could  be  read.    But  the  blow  had  fallen  from 
the  hand  of  one  who  was  a  friend,  a  comrade ;  from  the 
hand  of  one  whose  natural  accessibiUty  rendered  it  tragic 
He  had  never  used  such  a  tone  to  them  before.    It  was 
terrible.    It  probably  distressed  them  more  than  he  was 
aware  ;  a  single  word  from  him  had  the  power  to  lacerate 
Even  as  it  was  he  saw  their  startled  scarlet  faces,  and  his 
overweening  tenderness  for  them  came  to  their  aid. 
Somethmg    has    happened,"    he    said    less    harshly. 
You— ah— must  get  your  mother  to  explain  it  to  you.'' 
Again  they  turned  their  covert  glances  to  their  mother 
but  her  face  was  masked  with  a  meek  smile. 

Afterwards,  in  privacy,  husband  and  wife  sat  late  into 
the  night.  Broke,  with  a  premeditation  unusual  in  him 
waited  until  he  had  dined,  with  the  aid  of  a  bottle  of 
sound  claret,  before  he  i.ut  forth  the  attempt  to  enter 
into  definite  dealmgs  with  the  matter.  He  wished  to 
gird  himself  in  the  security  of  a  right  and  reasonable 
mind  . "«  wanted  to  grapple  with  the  thing,  to  look  all 
round  It  before  he  acted ;  and  when  act  he  did  he  felt  it 
must  not  be  said  that  he  was  moved  to  do  so  in  a  moment 
ot  passion  or  imperfect  sanity. 

Upon  taking  thought  he  sat  down  after  dinner  and 
composed  a  letter  with  compressed  lips.  He  composed  it 
with  a  slowness  and  a  deliberation  of  spirit  that  sealed  the 
doom  of  himself  as  well  as  that  of  his  son.  The  soundim? 
ot  the  last  trump  could  not  have  been  more  final.  It  was 
a  bitter  and  unworthy  production,  but  mercifully  short. 
Ihere  was  not  a  word  in  it  that  a  father  is  not  entiUed  to 
employ  to  his  offspring;  not  a  word,  not  a  phrase,  en- 
croached beyond  the  bald  truth  and  the  dictates  of  poHte- 
ness;  but  the  tone  was  vigour  without  warmth,  brutality 
without  vehemence.  It  was  absolutely  frigid  and  un- 
emotional ;  m  it  the  furiously  outraged  pride  of  the  writer 
was  cloaked  less  effectually  than  he  thought. 
In  effect  he  informed  him  that,  in  consideration  of  his 
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recent  act,  he  was  his  son  no  more  except  in  name.  He 
regretted  it  was  not  in  his  puwer  to  denude  him  of  that 
sole  identification  of  what  he  had  been  formerly.  Had  it 
been  possible  he  would  hb./e  done  so,  since  he  had  been 
at  such  paine  to  prove  his  unfitness  for  the  custody  of  so 
high  and  fair  a  thing.  He  proceeded  to  pass  a  sentence 
of  banishment.  His  act  had  put  him  outside  the  pale  of 
his  friends ;  irrevocably  it  had  cut  him  off  from  his  kind. 
Not  again  was  he  to  set  foot  in  that  house ;  his  name  was 
not  to  be  spoken  in  it ;  and  on  the  understanding  that 
he  was  not  to  attempt  the  contamination  of  his  sisters, 
and  that  he  did  not  prejudice  his  family  by  a;  pearances  in 
the  neighbourhoods  he  was  to  be  in  receipt  of  two  hundred 
pounds  a  year,  it  was  suggested  that  he  should  obtain  an 
exchang'>.  from  his  present  regiment  of  the  Household 
Cavalry  to  a  less  expensive  branch  of  the  service  at  the 
earliest  opportunity,  as  under  no  circumstances  would 
the  sum  in  question  be  augmented.  Sacrifices  had  for- 
merly been  made  to  maintain  him  in  a  state  of  decency, 
Since  he  had  now  ceased  to  have  a  regard  for  decency, 
they  would  be  discontinued.  He  was  also  to  understand 
that  even  the  sum  of  two  hundred  pounds  a  year  was 
provisional.  It  was  in  the  power  of  his  future  conduct 
to  forfeit  it.  The  writer  went  the  length  of  conveying  a 
not  very  obscure  hint  to  the  effect  that  tlu?  allowance, 
meagre  as  it  was,  would  not  have  been  made  had  there 
been  another  bearer  of  his  name  in  the  male  line  to  per- 
petuate  it. 

Mrs.  Broke  read  this  unfortunate  production  with  a 
flushed  face  aiid  a  very  odd  expression.  When  she  had 
finished  she  stood  a  moment  irresolutely  looking  at  her 
husband. 

"  Fortunately,  you  cannot  send  it  to-night.    It  is  well 
that  you  will  be  able  to  sleep  upon  it." 
"  I  do  not  give  another  thought  to  it." 
"  Not  to  do  so  will  be  very  injudicious." 
"  I  cannot  agree  witi>  you.    No  amount  of  reflection 
would  lead  me  to  alter  a  word.    It  quite  expresses  whit 
I  wish  to  say.' 


But  it  is  irrevocable. 
It  is  intended  to  be.' 
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The  mother  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm. 

m^an""  "°*  *^'"''  y°"  '■«^««  what  it 

]]  He  will,"  said  the  father  coldly. 

"  Tt°!iff "° -/^^^  how  wrong,  how  inhuman  it  is  I  " 
It  may  or  it  may  not  be  as  you  say,  but  I  fancv  as 
far  as  our  peace  of  mind  is  concerned,  we  shai  do  wefl  to 
consider  the  matter  closed  once  and  or  all     We  cT^  it 
now  with  your  permission.  " 

a  Htie^^iJ^y.^"'  '*'  ^  ^^""°*  «>^<^  »* '  "  ^^  the  mother 

Broke  sealed  the  letter  carefully  without  ofJerine  a 
reply.    H,s  wife  took  him  by  the  arm.  ^ 

she  sa  d   tZ'inTv.'*°  "°*  appreciate  all  that  is  involved," 
you  h^ve  lef?.^^  ^'^  "^^''^  ^^'^  ^P  *°  ^im.    "  He  is  ill 

his  mintLrc?"  '  "°"^'  "°*  ^"'^^^^^^^  ^  ^-th-g  to 
The  mother  flushed. 

groan.°"  '^^^   "^^  *  '^''^S"'"  *^«  ^^^d'  strangling  a 

daSirfL?nVromVtf  ^'  ^'^^  ^°^^  ^^^^^-^^  -»  h, 
voi J°"'?tTl1  en  J*;  ^^'"""^'''^he  said  in  a  rather  thin 
Xt'it  meaS" '°'*  *°°  ™"^'-  ^^^^^  '^  "°  «ther.  Think 
Broke  presented  a  stony  disregard.  His  eesture  nr 
IJther  his  absence    of  gesture,  was  outlined  ?o  su«^[ 

^d  tt  r^-  f'f^y  "  "*.*^^  ^«^^y-    ExhibSs  o?  emS 
ajd  that  krnd  of  neurotic  display  were  apt  soon  to  Come 

innTufginf  In  f:^.'""'  '''  '^^  ^'^  -'  -*  -  th^S^aS? 

Edmu'id,  I  beseech  you  to  listen  "—there  w-s  a  note 

£r  1?M  T'':r>^^"  ^"  ^^  ^id,  he  is  com^iative^ 
'  ify;  -'.^hild     He  did  not  know  what  he  did."  ^ 

The  mother  permitted  herself  a  palpable  lie. 
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"  He  was  thinking  of  poor  Maud,"  she  said,  flushing 
again  and  turning  away  her  face.  "  He  would  have  done 
it  openly  had  not  her  name  been  associated  with  his  so 
Liublicly.  I  blame  myself  for  that.  He  wanted  to  si)are 
her  as  much  as  he  could.    It  is  to  his  credit." 

Broke  having  suppressed  a  yawn,  forced  himself  to  take 
a  renewed  interest  in  the  discussion  at  this  original  twist 
to  it.  He  opened  his  eyes  very  wide,  and  his  somewhat 
cruel  smile  sank  into  her. 

"  I — ah— don't  believe  you,"  he  said.  "  I — ah— don't 
believe  any  of  you  women.  You  stick  at  nothing  at  a  pi.ich. 
You  have  a  brief  to  patch  up  the  best  peace  you  can,  and 
this  is  how  you  do  it." 

"  And  if  I  do,"  said  his  wife,  a  little  stung. 

"  Ha,  there  you  go  !  Now  suppose  I  give  you  a  word  of 
advice.  Do  not  interfere.  You  cannot  understand.  You 
will  be  wise  to  close  the  matter  here  and  now." 

It  could  not  be  said  oi  Mrs.  Broke  that  she  was  deficient 
in  spirit.  A  grim  light  burnt  in  her  eyes.  It  generally 
portended  mischief,  as  her  daughters  were  so  well  aware. 

"  When  will  you  understand,  Edmund,"  she  said  with 
a  calmness  that  was  memorable^  "  that  you  are  not  a 
mediaeval  baron  Uving  in  the  eleventh  century.  You 
must  please  forget  your  lance  and  your  poleaxe.and  re- 
member this  is  a  civiUsed  age." 

She  was  beginning  to  feel  that  she  was  in  imminent 
danger  of  losing  her  temper.  The  tactician  was  already 
merged  in  the  woma'.  and  the  mother.  But  she  knew 
that  the  moment  she  did  so  she  might  at  once  renounce 
her  cause.  To  lead  Broke  was  possible  under  some  con- 
ditions, but  any  attempt  at  force  must  mean  disaster. 
The  instant  she  set  up  her  own  indomitable  will  against 
his  she  must  be  overthrown,  for  granting  that  they  were 
of  an  equal  calibre,  the  man's  inalienable  prerogative  still 
remained  to  him  of  knocking  her  down. 

Once  again  she  had  to  make  the  admission  that  he  was 
a  terrible  creature  when  his  blood  was  up.  The  survival 
of  the  savage  in  him  made  it  no  woman's  work  to  tackle 
him.  Moral  suasion  and  the  mysterious  attribute  of  sex, 
her  chief  weapons  in  our  elder  civilisation  for  her  dealings 
wir         .   jnster,  had  little  sway  with  these  brute  natures. 
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She  might  make  tacit  appeals  to  :us  sense  of  chivalry  • 
but  they  are    ikely  to  be  disrega   led  by   your   sTvaL 

T^eZ^"l  ^"  ^'?°?  ''.  "P-u  ^^'  "^«»>^  ^  incomparable 
m  finesse    accomplished  in  thrust  and  parry  work  •  but 

I'^^nTl;"'""'''''  ^'^  "  ^^"^«"^y  ^°  "d«  into   baUte 
swinging  heavier  weapons.    The  'apier  of  the   wittiest 

She  was  conscious  o 
in  her  heart.    To  her  ^ 
over  emotion,  such  a  scr 
If  she  lost  her  self-m;- 
yet  never  had  it  been  s^ 

"You    don't    under^*     |." 
most  piercing  of  her  a       js. 
understand.    I— ah— d.i.  ^y  it 
mother.    I — ^ah— presur x  then 
Headed  and  irrational  iia  being  . 
and  say  no  more." 

"I  cannot ;  beUeve  me,  Edm       i,  I  cannot." 

«w  ?  f!^r  if^^  "'  "''"*>      ^'^   ^^'  "«t  time  Broke 
siw  a  tear.     It  was  tot  easy  for  h«r  f  .  weeo     Tears  nf 

ners  had  to  be  distil.,  f  drop  I    ^      .ut  oThe^r"  un^elding 

spint     Broke  was      ockec      i.  '  a  reverential  tender? 

ness  for  her.  deep  _.  wn.    b^    ,m  vecy   lear  to  him  •  she 

was  a  part  of  himself.    He  -         .r  cold  hand.        ' 

You  must  bear  up,  old  said.    "  I  know  it  is 

a  facer  for  you,  but  you- ah  4  try  to  keep  T  stiff 

upper  ip.    You  don't  und.rsta.,     .nd  it  Ts  no^ood  my 

™  to  make  you.    But  it  i.  >  facer  for  me  tooia  de^^ 

kl^h''    /,^oP!-ah-you  .  iU  do  me  »hat  justice?" 

Uur  hero  fetched  a  groan. 

"  I  do,  I  do,"  said  his  wife.    "  If  I  dici  not  I  would  not 

Z  S  t:fr''  ^"'  r.'^"  y°"  P^' '  -^  to^stSke  off 
your  left  hand  to  avenge  the  misdeeds  of  your  right,  I 
cannot  stand  by  and  see  you  do  it."  ^    ' 

"  It  is  the  sign  of  our  decadence.  We  only  half  meet 
t^  "r-  J^r^  '^°"^^  ^  "°  half  measures  ^th 
e^S;moVr?Ll^^^^"^*  *'^^^  ''''■    '  ^^^^  -*  °« 

Despair  was  beginning  slowly  to  overspread  th      ,gged 
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ipirit.  Appeals  to  hia  humanity,  his  paternal  instinct,  his 
sense  of  justice  were  vain.  There  was  nothing  she  could  do. 
The  indomitable  woman  made  the  admission  to  herself  in 
a  sudden  grinding  spasm  of  agony.  He  had  got  his  back 
against  the  wall  of  his  reason,  and  nothing— nothing 
could  induce  him  to  budge.  It  made  him  bleed  to  see 
his  wife  suffer,  for  at  heart  there  was  none  more  chivalrous, 
however  little  it  was  to  be  suspected  of  him.  But  he  was 
of  an  unfortunate  constitution  that  enabled  him  to  trace 
in  his  own  distress  a  justification  for  the  indulgence  of  his 
prejudice.  Had  he  loved  his  son  less  and  his  wife  less 
there  would  have  been  a  better  chance  for  all.  His  own 
personal  pain  removed  the  last  doubt  as  to  whether  ne  was 
acting  worthily. 

"  I  suffer  too,"  he  said ;  and  in  that  statement  he  felt 
the  guarantee  of  a  lofty  disinterestedness. 

Mrs.  Broke  had  one  quality,  however,  that  we  like  to 
think  the  first  Napoleon  attributed  to  her  countrymen. 
She  did  not  know  when  to  give  in.  Strand  by  strand  she 
felt  the  rope  of  unreason  coiling  around  her.  Hand  and 
foot  it  was  fettering  her.  It  was  like  a  great  snake  pressing 
out  her  life.  She  could  no  longer  raise  a  finger  to  help 
her  son.  Brokf  had  sealed  the  letter,  and  the  light  of 
reason  was  not  ■:.  him.  A  desperation  came  upon  her. 
The  pole-star  of  her  Ufe  had  been  her  reticence.  In  all 
crises,  all  dilemmas,  that  honest  guide  had  lifted  her 
upwards  and  on.  It  had  been  an  illimitable  source  of 
strength  in  her  combats  with  the  world.  It  would  be 
so  agaii..  But  in  this,  the  sharpest  pass  in  which  she  had 
ever  found  herself,  it  did  not  count. 

That  being  the  case  she  would  do  without  it.  She  would 
cast  off  its  fetters,  and  see  if  untrammellea  nature  could 

avail.  ,        ... 

"  Edmund,"  she  said,  "  it  sounds  a  little  theatrical  for 
you  and  me  to  refer  to  the  number  of  years  we  have  pulled 
together,  but  you  force  me  to  remind  you  that  long  as  we 
have,  this  is  the  first  occasion  I  have  begged  a  favour. 
On  those  grounds  I  ask  you  not  to  send  that  letter. 

Such  words,  proceeding  from  those  chaste  Ups,  drovea 
tremor  through  Broke's  unexpressive  features.  She 
clutched  at  it  hungrily. 
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"I  have  fought  your  battles,  Edmund,  for  I  almost  shudder 
to  thmk  how  long ;  I  have  wrestled  with  your  bitter  poverty 
I  have  pared  cheese  for  you  that  you  might  still  hold  on! 
in  the  hope  of  better  times ;  and— and  never  before  to- 
Mht  have  I  asked  anything  in  return.  And  it  is  a  Uttle 
thing  enough,  now  that  I  have  asked  it.  Do  not  tell  me, 
Edmund,  that  I  am  askmg  too  much." 

"You  don't  understand,  you  don't  understand,"  Broke 
muttered,  turnmg  away  his  face. 

"  ifes  I  do,  perfectly.  Do  you  suppose  you  have  a 
monopoly  of  even  a  common  degree  of  intelligence  ? 
It  is  your  pnde,  your  ungovernable  pride,  and  that 
only,  intervening  between  us." 

Her  sudden  flare  into  vehemence  seemed  to  strengthen 
his  hand.  ° 

"  Put  what  name  you  like  to  it,  but  the  matter  is  closed  " 
he  said,  coming  back  to  his  air  of  finality.  "  And  as  you 
choose  to  caU  it  pride,  a  man  worth  his  salt  has  a  right  to 

Si  uld  '"*'"'  '*  ^^  ^^^"'*  '*'  ***  "°*  ^°'^*^  ^^®  ^°**  *°  ^*' 

"Its  intrinsic  value  does  not  justify  one  in  pandering 
to  It  until  It  becomes  a  lust."  *'  5 

"  That  is  unjust,"  said  Broke,  feeling  the  barb.  "  I  am 
as  much  knocked  about  as  you  are— probably  more.  Do 
you  think  It  gives  me  pleasure  ?  He  is  mine  as  much  as  he 
IS  yours.  He  has  my  name  to  him.  And  yet  you  talk 
about  my  pnde  being  a  lust.     It  is  the  most  unfair  thing 

cl^^u^^""         **  y°"  ^^y-    ^*  ^s  "°t  like  you." 

She  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  *hat  she  had  drawn 

K"  u?"*  u^\'■""^'^  ^^^^^  *"  ^'S^^^y-  She  held  her 
hand  although  the  opportunity  was  open  to  her  of  hitting 

yoy  hard.  Nor  was  it  policy  that  dictated  the  act  of 
Klf-denial.  Judge  the  man  as  she  might,  he  was  her  lord, 
ihe  person  for  whom  she  was  pledged  to  entertain  the  most 
unequivocal  respect,  the  most  unflinching  fidelity, 
ihar  she,  at  that  moment,  her  sex  could  exhibit  nothine 
wortiiier.  ° 

.  "  We  wiU  not  throw  stones  at  one  another,"  she  rejoined 
m  a  lower  voice.  "  We  are  too  well  acquainted  for  that. 
Bit  you  must  not  wonder  that  I  complain  when  I  find 
myselt  denied  the  smaUest  thing  I  have  a  right  to  look  for." 
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Broke  carried  her  hand  to  his  lips  reverently. 

"  My  dear  girl,"  he  said  huskily,  "  anything— anything 
but  that.  I  will  give  you  anything  but  that.  If  you  feel 
I  am  ungrateful  ask  me  for  something  else.  Do  you  think 
I  don't  recognize  what  you  have  done  for  us  all— what  you 
have  done  all  these  years  for  me  and  mine.  Do  you  think 
I  don't  know !  There  is  not  your  like  anywhere ;  and  if 
it  could  give  you  pleasure  I  would  go  out  and  shout  it  ;n 
the  street.  You  have  been  the  pilot  that  has  kept  us  off 
the  rocks  all  these  years.  You  have  been  the  best,  the 
truest  friend  man  ever  had.  If  you  consider  me  ungrateful, 
you— ah— wrong  me  deeply.  Come,  we  will  say  no  more. 
We  are  not  the  people  to  throw  hard  names  at  one  another. 

My  God.  they  hurt!"  .  j,..    17^        ^  t 

"  For  the  first  time  m  our  mamed  life,  Edmund,  I  crave  a 

boon  of  you."  ..,  ,  •   i.     j  / 

Our  first  comedian  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  tor  an 
instant,  and  when  he  removed  them  it  had  seemed  to 

turn  gray.  ,        ,  ..1. 

"  I  will  go  down  on  my  knees,  Edmund,  and  crave  it. 
Our  first  comedian  took  away  his  haggard  eyes. 
"  It  is  a  quarter-past  three,"  he  said.    "  Time  we  were 

in  bed." 

She  was  trembUng  violently. 

"  You  deny  it  to  me,  Edmund." 

"  If  you  will  go  first,"  he  said,  opening  the  door  of  the 
room,  "  I  will  turn  out  the  lights." 

While  he  was  in  the  act,  the  first  faint  salvo  of  applause 
from  the  Olympian  theatre  might  have  saluted  the  ear  of 
the  attentive  listener. 
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CHAPTER  XXII 
The  Jumping  of  the  Lesser  Wits 

FOR  several  days  after  the  news  had  been  communicated 
to  those  whom  it  most  immediately  concerned  Mrs. 
Broke  hesitated  as  to  the  course  she  should  pursue  in  regard 
to  others.    Her  husband  and  Maud  Wayling  were  the  only 
people  who  knew  at  present.     So  clearly  did  she  foresee 
the  comphcations  that  must  attend  on  secrecy  that  she 
was  keenly  desirous  that  the  chUd  at  the  cottage  should  be 
Ktabhshed  on  the  footing  which  belonged  to  her  position. 
Ui  course  it  would  be  easy  to  repudiate  her  altogether, 
and  m  the  eyes  of  many  it  would  be  hailed  as  the  only 
possible  course.     But  nature  fitted  her  to  take  her  place 
among  the  strong.     Emphatically,  she  belonged  to  the 
category  of  those  who  dictate  public  opinion,  not  to  the 
larger  category  of  the  humble  subscnbers  to  it.     It  would 
be  supremely  easy  to  relegate  the  wretched  child  to  the 
iimbo  from  whence  she  had  been  so  recently  evolved.     But 
she  saw  that  as  soon  as  this  was  done  the  only  hope  re- 
maining of  a  reconciliation  between  father  and  son  was 
lorfeited. 

At  the  same  time  if  the  child's  identity  was  published 
at  once,  very  little  good  would  be  done  to  her  or  to  Billy 
and  It  would  certainly  be  out  of  all  proportion  to  the  harm 
that  must  accrue  to  them  as  a  family.  Not  only  would  it 
provide  a  nine  days'  wonder  for  the  neighbourhood ;  but 
raaesmen,  the  most  importunate  and  easilv  alarmed  race 
under  heaven,  might  see  in  it  a  pretext  for  pressing  their 
aemands.  And  again,  even  a  resolution  that  declined  to  be 
oaunted  and  a  sapience  that  never  slept  yet  had  a  tincture 
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of  delicacy.  The  desire  to  stave  off  the  dread  hour  of  bank- 
ruptcy as  long  as  possible  was  very  real.  The  innuendo  of 
cause  and  effect  would  be  too  sharp,  too  indelible,  to  be 
borne,  even  by  a  woman  of  the  world. 

After  much  taking  of  thought,  Mrs.  Broke  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  for  a  time  it  would  be  expedient  to  keep 
the  catastrophe  the  public  knowledge.    She  deemed 

it  right,  howeve  her  politic— and  with  her  policy  was 

the  higher  foi  .-  righteousness— that  the  girls  should 
know.  Their  training  had  been  so  stern  that  she  felt  they 
could  be  trusted  with  a  secret  which  it  was  vitally  necessary 
to  the  well-being  of  all  should  so  remain.  Their  precep- 
tress saw  a  terrible  object  lesson  for  the  dutiful  creatures 
in  the  gruesome  sttory  she  had  to  unfold. 

Fright  froze  their  white  hps  when  they  heard  that  briet 

but  fantastic  history.    To  these  sophisticated  children. 

raised  in  a  very  hot-house  of  class  prejudice,  with  full  many 

a  generation  of  the  spirit  it  induces  wantoning  in  their 

veins,  the  thing  was  as  dreadful,  as  garish,  as  ghoul-hke  as 

the  most  inordinate  nightmare  out  of  Poe.    At  first  they 

could  accord  no  more  credence  to  it  than  if  it  had  been  the 

wUdest  of  all  the  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.    But 

it  hardly  called  for  a  moment's  reflection  to  teach  them 

that  for  once  the  inconceivable  had  come  to  pass.    Their 

mother  was  the  last  person  in  the  world  hkely  to  regale 

their  minds  ii;  v.uch  a  deplorable  manner.    Besides,  their 

father's  speech  at  the  dinner  table  at  which  they  had  not 

yet  ceased  to  shiver.  stiU  rang  in  their  ears.    And  for  the 

la.  t  three  days  a  strange  pinched  look  had  been  observed 

hi  the  white  marble  face  of  Miss  Wayling. 

In  their  own  domain  they  foregathered  to  talk  mtc 
gloomy  excitement.  Also  they  would  have  wept ;  only, 
with  the  exception  of  DeUa,  they  all  had  their  mothers 
constitutional  frugality  in  the  matter  of  tears.  Compared 
with  the  rest  DeUa  was  allowed  to  be  a  great  adept  \vitti 
the  waterworks;  but  this  black  afternoon,  strangely 
enough,  she  was  the  onlv  one  who  betrayed  no  disposition 
to  utiUze  her  undoubted  abilities  in  this  kind.  They  even 
grew  a  little  angry  with  her  indifference  on  the  present 
Occasion  to  the  value  of  her  gift.  They  would  have  shed 
fountains  had  not  nature  been  so  austere.    But  Delia,  who 
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could  have  done  so,  was  seen  to  refrain.  She  had  the  power 
to  weep  copious  tears  over  the  commonest  circumstance  ■ 
but  now  when  they  were  expected  of  her,  and  in  a  sens^ 
demanded,  as  an  acknowledgment  of  the  poignant  dis- 
tress the  desperate  sorrow,  of  one  and  all,  she  ^t  looking 
frightened  indeed,  like  the  rest,  but  ^vithout  so  much  as  one 
in  her  eye.  It  was  inconsistent ;  and  in  one  who  could  weeo 
It  was  unfeeling,  not  to  say  an  exhibition  of  bad  form 

,      u\    said  Joan,  "  I  don't  think  you  quite  appre- 
ciate what  has  happened.    I  am  sure  you  would  take  it 
more  to  heart  if  you  did." 
."I  don't  see  why  we  should  be  so  gloomy."  said  Delia, 
if  they  were  really  in  love."  ' 

"If  you  talk  like  that."  said  Joan.  "  you  must  go  out 
of  the  room.  &    "ui 

Delia  looked  bewildered. 

nf'li^  ?^^  "^^'I  '^u"X  '"  ^.?''^'"  '^^  persisted,  with  a  shake 
of  the  head,  and  a  half-smile  to  herself 

At  once  they  fell  upon  Delia.  With  enormous  gusto  they 
eU  upon  her.  They  rent  her  in  pieces.  They  proved  to 
their  own  sombre  satisfaction  that  her  point  of  view  was 
outrageous.  Deha,  however,  seemed  quite  incapable  of 
apprehending  the  nature  of  the  position  she  had  taken  up 
ITiat  subtle  twist  in  her  youthful  mind  to  which  their 
attention  had  been  directed  several  times  had  never  been  so 
painfully  in  evidence. 

hpr3??  S?""^  what  father  once  said  of  you,"  they  reminded 
her  mth  the  mournful  tnumph  of  despair.  • '  You  have  not 
forgotten,  Deha,  that  father  said  once  that  had  you  been  a 
boy  you  might  have  grown  up  to  be  a  Radical." 

I  don't  quite  know  what  a  Radical  is,  bu*  -^rhaps  it  is 
something  that  is  rather  nice,"  said  their  youngest  sister 
with  a  perfectly  horrid  impenitence.  KC!>i  sisier, 

"  Delia  !  "  they  sang  together. 
I  know  I  don't  see  things  as  you  see  them,  and  I  sup- 
pose I  am  very  wicked  because  I  don't ;  but  it  would  not  be 
honest  to  say  I  do  if  I  do  not,  would  it  ?  " 

'We  are  all  very  much  ashamed  of  you,"  said  loan 

^viff'ff""!^/^**'"^^^  ^^"^  ^^J  ^ery  frightened! 
You  talk  ]ust  like  a  person  out  of  a  common  family." 
I  feel  hke  one,"  said  Delia. 
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"  Delia !  "  they  gasped. 

"  I  know  I  ought  to  feel  myself  to  be  above  others,  but  I 
don't  at  all.  I  feel  just  the  meanest  and  weakest,  the  most 
small  and  most  wretched  person  you  can  find  anywhere. 
I  don't  feel  a  bit  better  than  anybody  else,  although  my 
name  is  Broke.     In  fact  I  would  rather  be  anybody  than 

who  I  am." 

"  Delia  !  "  they  shouted. 

Here  was  anarchy.  .  ,    j      j  i 

"  I  can't  help  it.  I  know  I  am  very  wicked  and  low- 
soirited.  but  that  is  how  I  feel.  There  is  no  pleasure  in 
trving  to  persuade  yourself  that  you  are  important  if  you 
k^w  you  are  not.  I  never  could  make-believe.  I  daresay 
that  is  why  kings  and  queens  are  so  miserable.  Everybody 
bows  down  to  therii,  and  says  nice  things  to  them  and 
pretends  that  they  are  different  from  others;  but  the  kings 
and  queens  know  all  the  time  that  they  are  not.  That  is 
what  makes  them  so  unhappy." 

••  Do  you  mean  to  tell  us  that  Billy  is  no  lan- 

than  this  person  out  of  a  shop  that  he  has  mamea  .      J  can 
demanded  with  a  fierceness  that  made  Delia  quaU. 

''  Yes,  Joan,  I  do,"  said  DeUa,  trembling  at  a  piece  of 
effrontery  she  knew  to  be  without  a  parallel. 

"  I  shall  tell  your  father  what  you  say,"  said  Joan,  wither- 
ine  her  vouneer  sister  with  her  eyes.  

'•  No,  you  must  not  do  that,"  interposed  Philippa.     You 
remember  what  father  said,  you  know,  Joan  ?  " 
^Then  I  shaU  tell  her  mother,"  said  the  Roman-hearted 

^'^^''l  don't  care,"  said  Delia  drearUy.  She  clasped  her 
hands  round  her  knees  and  fixed  her  eyes  on  the  celebrated 
nicture  of  her  -.acle  Charles.  "  I  cannot  help  it  It  b 
Srong  and  wicked  of  me.  but  I  cannot  help  it.  When  you 
are  unhappy  your  long  descent  does  not  comfort  you. 

Large  teis^  filled  her  eyes  suddenly.    They  complete^^ 
obUterated  the  coloured  outline  of  her  uncle  Charles  on  the 

wall  before  them.  ,   ♦„,„," 

"  You  don't  deserv^e  to  have  any  descent  whatever, 

said  Joan  with  a  snort. 

"  I  wish  I  had  not,"  said  Deha  through  her  sobs. 

•'  Y^  are  what  father  calls  a-a "    Joan  paused 

306 


THE   LESSER   WITS 

to^^^'^SeS'  ^.  V?*y  °'  selection  to  hunt  the  one  word 
to  wipe  her  out.  You  are  what  father  would  call  a  Glarf 
stonian  Liberal.  You  bring  U3  into  disgraced  1 1  s  Jelfish 
and  debasing  and  weak-minded  to  talk?s  you  talk  You 
are  unworthy  to  be  one  of  us.  Do  you  think  father  wnnM 
have  forbidden  us  to  speak  of  Billy  rWsTreseneeif^^^^^^ 

'•  S^n'^nJ  ^'"/  ""l^^  ^''  °^  *^"^ble  wi^ckeS     "     ^ 

Don  t  please  don't,"  said  her  youngest  sister  piteouslv 

I  cannot  bear  any  more-indeed  I  can't  "     '"P"^°"^^y- 

mercTl^.         "°*  ^  '^^''^'"  '^'^  J°^"  ''^  ^  ^°i^«  that  was 

Jl  ^^^^^^  ^'1^''^  ^^'^  the  power  to  slav  it  is  to  be  feared 
that  Deha  would  not  have  survived  her  present  ignominy 

Sher    the'oM  aT'  !?°,<l"^i"tJy  the  children^?XS 
father  .  the  old  Adam  that  animated  him  animated  them 
They  also  were  subscribers  to  very  few  ideaT  W  +k1 
that  had  once  received  their  sanctSn^w:  'e  uppSrted  Jj^r^ 
fimmess.  an  absence  of  compromise,  that  became  a  relSn 
Such  heresy  as  this  of  their  youngest  sister's  thevSf^n 
the  bitterness  of  the  hour  to  be  a  stain  up^n   he  fafr  tie 
unsullied  e^utcheon  of  their  fidelity.    It  impeacheTiheir 
sacred  loyalty.    What  would  their  father  Ta^f  he  could 
hm  her  ?  was  the  thought  that   harrowed  their  nSs 
Offic  ally  and  by  accident  of  birth  Delia  was  one  ofTem 
The  tie  of  blood  was  too  inviolable  to  be  broken     The  cT; 
was  on  themselves.    It  was  one  of  the  disadvantages  aril^ 
from  the  grand  hereditary  principle.  ^^^^^^S^^  arising 

selJeJ^'said  Vin'^^H^^i^^V^^"^^  '"^"'  that  horrid  book- 
seuer  said  Joan  who  had  been  taking  thought  whore  to 
have  the  offender  for  the  last  two  minutes     ^ 

b|ie%:v^t?ii\-f^^  S^^^n  b-t.    Her  fa. 

ISl'conif  °*'  "'•  ?""^^^^  *°  *^«^^  tender  mSs  K 
S  it?n  ?fSr"'^'"'"*rT'^*"^  "^°^«  Signally.  Noronfy 
J^it  m  Itself  a  cnm^  of  the  deepest  dye  to  be  euiltv  of 
tovang  an  emotion  for  a  man  sich  as  he,  but  th^yLw 

s4k  ?o  thfr^f^  T.^!"^-  ^'^''y'^'y  t°  themselves.  U 
sOTick  to  the  roots  of  their  ascet  c  .irincinlps      A  t«;c^1 

meanour  of  this  magnitude  must' 4  stam^d1,ur'u 
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threatened  to  poison  the  weU  spring  whence  gushed  their 
few  but  wholly^cred  tenets  m  all  their  virgin  purity  Joan, 
Sd  Joan  only,  the  high  and  inflexible  the  one  having 
authority,  their  father's  deputy,  must  take  up  this  matter 
!aone"nd  in  person.  She  must  administer  the  extreme 
rigour  of  the  Ikw,  because  if  such  an  mtolerable  spmt  was 
Slowed  to  manifest  itself  without  check  in  one  so  young 
there  was  no  saying  to  what  it  might  lead.  One  and  all 
leU  back  in  silence  before  this  august  »n?t^";f  "^J^^^^-^^, 
"  Deha,"  said  Joan  very  slowly.  Your  words  and 
conduct  are  disgraceful.  We  are  so  ashamed  of  you  that 
we  wish  you  were  not  our  sister. 

The  other  four  huddled  together  with  awe-s^ncken  looks, 
but  there  was  a  fullmeasure  of  approval  in  their  fierce  eyes. 
An  Uncle  Charles  kind  of  look  came  over  Peha  When 
it  appeared  in  him  it  never  failed  to  arouse  their  pity ;  but 
now  ?n  their  young  sister  it  seemed  merely  contemptible^ 
?t  was  a  look  of  dispair  which  you  sometimes  saw  in  th 
eyes  of  a  hound  when  it  was  going  to  be  beaten.    But  Joan 

-'^^1:^sS:TJ'.^^^^U.    .;  you  are  everything 

*'^^^  am  nS/^sai^^^^^^^^^  STs'Jdden  but  totaUy  inde- 
fensible  flutter  of  spirit. 

"Yesvouare!"  they  shouted  m  chorus. 

Women  are  like  the  baser  animals:  they  grow  mad  with 
valour  when  opposed  to  those  who  cannot  defend  them- 
Sves  These  were  high-hearted  and  fear  ess  crea  ures 
hulas  soon  as  they  had  their  young  sister  delivered  vatuou 
weapons  into  their  hands,  their  sex  urged  them  to  fall 

^^\'ou  iTfSndr^th  that  bookseller  you  know  ycjj 
are"  thev  shouted.  "We  believe  you  have  hardly  lett 
SfcrS  since  he  went  away  to  London.  You  are  ^■ 
SacS^  us  all.  It  is  quite  true  what  Joan  says  :  you  ^ 
fvervthing  that  is  horrid,  wicked,  and  impossible.  You 
are  a  Radical,  a  Socialist,  and  a  Democrat.  You  know  yoj 
Se  and  you  cannot  deny  it.  Your  father  has  known  J 
Sr'a  kmg  time,  only  he  is  too  kind  to  say ;o.  We  don  t 
know  h^l  you  dare  I  cry  about  that  low  and  shabby  b^^; 
seller.    If  you  must  cry  over  somethmg  you  might  at  least 

308 


THE   LESSER   WITS 

have  the  decency  to  reserve  your   tears    for  a  gentle- 
man." 

"  Or  why  not  a  dog  or  a  tame  pheasant,"  said  Philippa 
the  ever-practical,  "  if  you  feel  you  must  cry  over  some- 
thing." 

Delia  had  been  crushed  to  silence  as  long  as  their  taunts 
were  levelled  at  her  alone.  Her  private  opinion  of  herself 
was  so  mean  that  she  felt  she  must  deserve  them.  But  now 
they  were  hurled  at  one  whose  personal  character  she  was 
convinced  was  unassailable,  she  felt  her  feet  on  ground 
sufficiently  firm  to  take  a  stand  upon  it. 

"  You  shall  not  talk  of  him  like  that,"  she  whimpered, 
with  her  blue  eyes  flashing,  and  a  tear  running  along  her 
nose.  "  He  is  as  much  a  gentleman  as  father,  or  Billy,  or 
Uncle  'harlcs  is.  He  could  not  be  guilty  of  a  mean  action 
if  he  ed  ;  I  don't  think  he  could  be  capable  of  a  mean 
thought ;  and  if  you  think  it  is  a  disgrace  for  him  to  be 
poor,  the  disgrace  is  yours  for  having  such  ideas.  It 
would  be  impossible  for  him  to  have  such  opinions 
and  to  speak  as  horridly  as  you  are  speaking  now.  His 
mind  is  too  high  to  find  room  for  such  cruel  and  vulgar 
thoughts.  He  would  not  know  what  you  meant.  He  did 
not  know  what  mother  meant  when  she  once  talked  to  him 
as  you  are  talking  now." 

"AHttle  horror  of  a  bookseller!  A  shabby  and  under- 
sized little  man  !  "  they  snorted. 

Their  youngest  sister  was  not  qu.ie  so  defenceless  as  they 
had  supposed.  She  was  getting  in  one  or  two  shrewd 
knocks  of  her  own,  and  feeling  them  when  they  least  ex- 
pected, they  began  in  a  fury  of  retaliation  to  hit  out  wildly, 
with  poor  and  uncertain  aim. 

Delia  was  exulting  in  new  courage  because  desperation 
had  found  weapons  for  her.  And  she  knew  they  were  far 
more  formidable  than  any  in  their  possession.  She  had 
greater  resources  of  vocabulary  than  had  they,  a  Uvelier 
imagination,  and  a  much  finer  array  of  ancient  and  modern 
^aUels  with  which  to  assault  them.  They  had  always 
roasted  of  their  tremendous  contempt  for  books ;  they 
should  now  see  how  nice  it  was  to  have  them  for  your  friends 
when  it  came  to  fighting. 

"  You  do  not  deserve  to  be  argued  with,"  said  Delia, 
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valiant  in  this  thought.  "  Your  minds  are  so  poor  and 
wretched  that  they  are  not  worthy  of  notice.  But  I  will 
just  say  this.  I  was  reading  the  other  day  a  book  by  a  great 
author  that  you  have  not  even  heard  of,  so  it  is  no  use  to 
tell  you  his  name.  The  book  was  called  The  Book  of  Snobs, 
and  the  people  in  it  were  so  cruel  and  horrid  and  low- 
minded  that  I  felt  sure  they  did  not  exist  out  of  the  writer's 
imagination.  But  I  now  find  that  they  do.  You  are 
those  people.  The  author  meant  you,  I  am  certain,  and  I 
am  quite  ashamed  to  be  connected  with  you.  I  don't  sup- 
pose you  know  what  a  snob  is.  I  will  tell  you  :  a  snob  is 
a  mean  admirer  of  mean  things.  Say  that  over  to  your- 
selves ;  and  I  wish  you  would  read  the  book.  Then  you 
would  see  just  what  you  look  like." 

They  were  quite  taken  aback  for  the  moment.  This  was 
not  the  Delia  they  knew ;  the  DeUa  they  could  srub  and 
bully  with  impunity.  This  was  an  armed  and  courageous 
Delia ;  an  Amazonian  Delia  who  would  engage  and  pum- 
mel the  whole  five  of  them  singlehanded  at  once.  They 
had  never  been  so  astonished,  so  confounded  in  all  their 
young  lives.  Fancy  a  silly  little  kid  with  filmy  blue  eyes 
with  lashes  to  them  that  curled  up  at  the  ends  in  a  most 
foolish  manner,  a  silly  little  kid  who  wept  when  she  pored 
with  her  legs  crossed  over  a  fairy  story,  to  be  capable  oi 
giving  such  a  display  as  that.  For  the  moment  their 
several  breaths  were  completely  taken  away  by  it ;  and 
one  and  all  were  smarting  in  various  places. 

As  usual  in  moments  of  crisis  they  paused  and  waited 
for  their  natural  leader.  The  intrepid  and  redoubtable 
gathered  herself  for  the  greatest  intellectual  effort  she  had 
ever  fei.  it  needful  to  achieve. 

"  Books,  always  books  now,"  said  Joan  at  a  magnifi- 
cently forensic  leisure.  "  What  do  books  matter  ?  They 
are  written  by  vulgar  people,  as  a  rule,  and  it  is  generally 
vulgar  people  who  take  notice  of  what  is  written  in  them. 
They  are  no  use  after  leaving  school,  and  they  are  not  much 
use  before  one  leaves.  I  never  learnt  anything  from  a  single 
one  myself,  except  from  the  Badminton  hunting  book 
that  father  has  got  in  the  library.  They  make  nice  pieces 
of  furniture  in  pretty  bindings  in  mother's  room  ;  and  one 
or  two  on  the  tables  in  the  drawing  room  look  all  right, 

310 


THE   LESSER    WITS 
but  what  good  are  they?    I  always  did  despise  them, 

Sfr  wf  T-  •  *7  ^u  !  '^^  ^''^^o'"'  *n  author  who  write^ 
for  his  hving,  I  shaU  despise  them  more.  We  knew  that 
professional  authors-aunt  Emma  is  not  a  professional 
auhor-were  generally  poor  and  dirty  and  low.  and  did 
no  cut  their  hair ;  but  until  I  had  seen  your  friend  the  book- 
seller,  a  real  live  one  I  didn't  know  what  reaUy  wretched 
things  they  were.  By  comparison  Wilkins  looks  respect- 
f.^iM'!?        '°.u  ^  ^'/^l^  gentleman.    Why.  ShakespSare. 

and  if  he  had  come  before  father  at  the  Sessions  h^  would 
have  had  to  go  to  prison." 
;'  You  are  beneath  contempt,"  said  Delia. 
So  Aunt  Emma  says,"  chimed  the  other  four  eagerly 
Joanspassmg  allusion  to  thatladyhadgiven  them  an  inspi- 

i^t\  ^?^'  -^^^  ^^"^  y^^'^S  "^*"  has  taught  you  to  be 
bookish  you  begin  to  give  yourself  airs  like  she  does.  You 
are  learning  the  same  trick  of  talking  at  us.  although  you 
have  not  got  your  voice  quite  so  high  up  at  present     But 

cheeky  little  kid  because  we  shall  not,  Joan,  shall  we  ?  " 

No,  indeed,"  said  Joan. 
^^^  I  hate  Aunt  Emma,  too.    She  is  beneath  contempt 

"  But  you  try  to  talk  like  her." 

"  I  don't !  " 

"  Yes,  you  do." 

Their  unlucky  reference  to  Aunt  Emma  had  taken  the 
wind  out  of  Delia's  sails  suddenly.  The  tables  were  turned 
tl?  t"  }t^'^  ^f  ^^'"^  moments  harder  to  support  than 
that  when  the  noble  cause  we  have  so  gallantly  espoused 
before  the  niob  provokes  a  revulsion  of  feeling  within  our 

rTuf  .\!  ^l  *^^  ^'*^*'°"  °^  the  charlatan.  Could  it  be 
possible  that  her  conduct  at  all  resembled  Aunt  Emma's  ? 

.,rff  vf  Patronized  than  she  had  for  anything  elsl  in 
h^Xtl  tT  ^"*  '?J^''^'  ^''  sisters  sec  that  was 
a  KinnvJ  f  ^  '^u?u  °^  ''°°^'  ^^^  t°  he  an  Aunt  Emma  : 
Sre  ^""^  pretentious,  small-minded. 

In  the  end  they  routed  Delia  utterly  and  completely 
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She  struck  her  colours  altogether  before  this  unlucky  men- 
tion of  the  author  of  Poses  in  the  Opaque.  The  fervour  of 
the  prophet  preaching  a  strange  splendid  gospel  to  Israel 
ran  out  of  her  as  suddenly  as  it  had  come.  She  was  beaten 
out  of  the  field ;  and  put  to  flight  to  her  bedroom,  that 
sanctuary  whither  she  could  take  refuge  in  tears. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 
A  Descent  into  the  Avernus  of  Broad  Farce 

MANY  hours  of  late  had  Delia  spent  coiled  up  on  her 
counterpane.    In  the  very  moment  of  her  friend's 
departure  she  had  been  overcome  by  her  sense  of  loss.    She 
would  look  on  him  no  more.    The  fact  seemed  too  harsh, 
too  mexorable.    Was  it  not  terrible  that  a  spectre  should 
gbde  across  her    hfe,  only    to    vanish    after    she    had 
g^  on  It  for  one  brief  but  fatal  instant,  and  that  she 
should  be   left  haunted  for  ever  in  the  manner  of  the 
unhappy  knight  of  La  Belle  Dame  Sans  Merci  ?    He  had 
cast  a  fell  disease  upon  her  which  he  alone  had  the  power 
to  assuage  ;  and  without  even  a  recognition  of  her  '--ss  he 
rode  away  mto  those  immeasurable  mountain  fasi..<rsses 
in  which  he  would  be  lost  completely.    He  was  gone  from 
Her,  leaving  only  a  memory.    He  could  never  return.    An 
unpitying  introspection  had  taught  her  that  she  was  too 
poor  a  specimen  of  her  kind  to  arouse   an   emotion  in 
tbat  splendid  austere  spirit.    The  knowledge  did  but  render 
the  craving  to  do  so  more  consuming,  more  over-mastering. 
10  have  no  existence  in   the  bosom  of  the  gods  is  not 
humiliation  so  much  as  torment.      If  only  she  could  have 
given  him  a  faint  sense  of  what  her  great  devof        j  him 
was ;  if  only  she  could  have  kindle^       st  one  littlp  spark 
in  him  of  recognition  of  her  entity  ;  if  onlv      r  nature 
nad  possessed  the  requisite  scope,  the  requisii.  j.ower,  to 
have  impo^d  itself  on  his  in  the  meanest  wav,  she  would 
nave  asked   no  more !    it  was  the  knowledge  that  she 
nad   been  unable  to  pr.ject  even  a   shadow  upon  that 
unsuUied  consciousness  that  made  her  lot  so  forlorn,  so 
hopeless  beyond  expression. 
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He  could  not  know  now,an«l  would  not  ever.  He  had 
gone  from  her  without  a  sign,  leaving  her  to  mourn 
the  day  on  which  he  had  come  into  her  Hfe.  She 
would  read  his  name  in  the  London  newspajiers,  but 
of  her  existence  he  would  have  no  record.    In  a  year  or 

Esrhaps  less  he  would  not  remember  that  she  had  l)een. 
ven  now  he  might  be  wiping  all  trace  of  her  out  of  the 
tablets  of  his  mind,  as  a  page  of  his  early  and  chequered 
history  which  he  was  eager  to  erase.  In  the  sharp  pangs  of 
bereavement  she  foresaw  that  from  year  to  year  she  must 
continue  to  bear  her  devout  adoration  to  the  grave,  without 
hope  of  honour,  without  hope  of  recompense.  He  would 
never  guess  what  she  endured  for  him.  The  candles  she 
would  keep  burning  before  the  altar  of  his  splendid  memory 
would  have  not  even  the  sanction  of  his  pity. 

Against  the  instinct  that  pleaded  with  her  ;  against 
reason,  modesty,  reticence,  decency,  and  all  the  fetishes 
of  the  feminine  heart  she  had  clung  to  the  hope  that  1 
would  not  leave  her  desolate.  Right  up  to  that  ast  du\ 
had  she  clung  with  a  frantic  fearing  spirit  to  the  thought 
that  was  hardly  more  than  a  wish,  to  the  hope  that  was 
hardly  more  than  a  desire,  that  he  would  permit  her  just 
one  evidence  by  which  she  might  recognize  that  she  actually 
counted  in  the  sum  of  things.  But  not  a  crumb  did  he 
vouchsafe.  He  bade  her  good-bye  with  the  slightly  tender 
ironicdl  simplicity  that  was  his  cloak,  his  external  mode. 
There  was  no  more  than  that  between  them.  There  was 
nothing  that  the  most  hungry  nature  could  accept  in  the 
dreary  years  that  had  to  come. 

A  thousand  times  did  she  recall  the  chords  of  his  voice ; 
a  thousand  times  did  she  review  his  chance  phrases  and 
words ;  a  thousand  times  did  she  re-paint  the  least  pre- 
meditated expressions  on  his  face.  It  was  in  vain  :  they 
did  not  offer  a  crumb.  "  I  am  not  so  much  to  hini  now 
as  the  cover  of  a  book,  nor  have  been  ever  I  "  was  the  in- 
tolerable reflection  that  changed  the  burning  tears  of  her 

heart  into  ice.  . ,      , ,  cu 

The  child  had  hardly  the  stoical  pride  of  her  race,  bte 
could  not  cover  the  ravages  in  her  callow  breast,  and  wea: 
an  outward  smile  before  her  little  world.  She  could  not 
conceal  the  keenest  bites  of  the  serpent  proudly.      Her 
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heaviness  oflook.  her  listlcssness.  the  black  rings  round  her 
eyes  were  there  for  all  to  read  who  were  c^ious  Hw 
sisters    read     fiercely,     and    requited    her    wSth    th!Jr 

ors*scof:%H'^^  ^^'  '"^'^•*'  a  fuiien^'u?: 

of  their  scorn.  They  threatened  to  bar  the  door  of 
their  common  room  against  her.  Her  mother  waTt^S 
much  occupied  with  graver  matters  toTo^ke  her  17- 
happiness  Besides,  their  ailments  were  so  few  that 
they  hardly  ever  troubled  her;  and  when  they  d^  we?e 
always  so  little  complex  that  the  most  primitive  and  homely 

E;tl7Srt'J?'^K''^''l^'"  right.  ^  Her  father  wa,  t^ 
httle  addicted  to  the  habit  of  observing  anything  to 
penetrate  to  the  subtle  nature  of  her  malady^  Beside 

!!!.■;  1^  L'"-  ".*^^y  ^^°^^  a  limb  it  was  well  and 
good;  It  could  be  set  in  splints  ;  but  you  do  not  ask  a 
horse  doctor  to  diagnose  a  disease  of  the  mind 

Strangely  it  was  her  uncle  Charles,  a  person  entirely 
given  over  body  and  soul  to  the  drinking  ff  whisky  and 
wa  er.  who  first  engaged  the  public  attention  t-  -.0  -hifd's 
distress.  One  rainy  afternoon,  when  thev  ■ 
tea  in  the  drawing-room  with  their  mother".  t'hc 
their  Aunt  Emma,  who  had  come  on  a  missi-  ■' 
table  nature,  their  Uncle  Charles,  who  al.>  l^.r 
pened  to  look  m  not  knowing  that  aunt  Emma  w.. 
took  Delias  chm  between  his  finger  and  thumb  '  and 
Cne  side  '  ^°"^  *''"'  ''''^  ^^  ^'^^  cocke?funni"y 

H.'l  w"  r"  "^^^I'u  ^^  '^'^'  "  *h«  li"J«  fi"y's  off  her  feed. 
Has  been  for  more  than  a  week.    At  first  I  thought  I  might 

a  bran  S.''  ^"'^    '  ^"*  "°^  ^'"^  ^'"^  ^"^^  ^  ^"^-     ^S 
This  solicitude  drew  down  a  great  deal  more  of  the  nublir 

regard  upon  Delia  than  she  felt  able  to  rupport.      ^ 
•'  TK  *  u^^*  enough,"  said  her  father. 

c,^ii      ?""^  has  probably  been   over-eating  hertelf " 

£g£et""*  '^""''  ''*"  '  steady  examinatio'n  though 
Her  mother  gave  her  the  benefit  of  a  patient  scrutiny 
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"  I  teU  you  I  don't  like  the  looks  of  the  tit,"  said  her 
Uncle  Charles,  having  waited  in  vain  for  a  confirmation  of 
his  opinion.    "  I  should  let  her  see  the  vet. 

"  Nonsense,  my  dear  Charles,"  said  her  mother  amiably. 
"  He  would  only  give  her  a  ball.  There  is  really  nothing 
the  matter.  Her  studies  have  perhaps  excited  her  a  little. 
But  they  are  over  now  for  a  time.  Her  tutor  has  very 
inconsiderately  run  away  and  left  hei." 

Instead  of  looking  at  her  brother  when  she  gave  this 
piece  of  information,  she  placidly  scrutinized  the  mobile 
face  of  her  youngest  daughter.  .    . 

"  It  is  an  act  of  inconsideration,  not  to  say  incivility. 
not  to  say  impertinence,"  said  Lady  Bosket,  winding  her- 
self up  word  by  word,  into  a  state  of  indignation  and  in 
the  letter  I  wrote  to  him  on  the  subject  I  took  the  oppor- 
tunity of  expressing  my  displeasure.  If  a  person  under- 
takes a  particular  task  one  expects  him  not  to  relinquish 
that  task  until  it  has  been  fulfilled." 

"But  the  circumstances  were  somewhat  exceptional, 
were  they  not?"  said  Mrs.  Broke,  with  an  instinct  for 
justice  it  occasionally  amused  her  to  betray.  Had  he  not 
to  take  up  a  more  important  post  ?  I  understood  so,  at 
least  In  the  circumstances  one  can  hardly  expect  a  man 
of  ability  to  waste  his  time  over  a  dull  and  backward 
•1  »> 

"He  did  not  hold  it  to  be  a  waste  of  time  before  he  obtained 
this  post  of  which  you  speak,  when  he  had  hardly  a  coat 
to  his  back.  And  I  would  venture  to  ask  by  whose  agency 
he  has  obtained  this  appointment  ?  " 

"  By  yours  ?  "  suggested  Mrs.  Broke  modestly. 
"  In  so  many  words,  perhaps,  I  do  not  choose  to  say. 
But  you  rather  force  one  to  admit  that  the  importance 
that  is  now  attached  to  one's  name  in  the  literary  world 
has  reacted  to  his  advantage.  If  one  may  say  it  without 
appearing  presumptuous,  one's  personal  sanction  is  the 
highest  credential  he  can  seek  with  editors  and  that  sort  of 

^"Vliat  is  to  say,  Emma,  in  plain  terms,  that  you  were 
indirectlv  responsible  for  his  promotion  ?  " 

"  Indirectly  or  directly,  whichever  you  choose. 

"  Truly  an  interesting,  one  might  say  an  tnformtng,  side- 
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light  on  the  way  in  which  things  are  managed  in  the  world 
of  letters.  Singular,  is  it  not,  how  the  floodtide  of  one  great 
reputation  carries  smaller  ones  irresistibly  forward  upon 
its  wave  ?  ^ 

"It  is  always  so,  my  dear ;  always  has  been;  always 
mil  be,    purred  the  authoress,  whose  formidable  absence 
of  humour  made  her  the  predestined  victim  of  her  sister- 
in-law  who  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  "  drawing  "  her  when- 
ever she  chose  without  having  to  pay  for  her  entertainment. 
Believe  me,  my  dear,  one  never  obtains  an  overtopping 
reputation  in  letters  but  what  one's  imitators  and  hangers- 
on  reap  the  benefit.     There  are  writing  people  nowadays 
of  both  sexes,  they  can  be  counted  by  the  dozen,  who  by 
an  imitation  of  my  style  and  manner,  who  by  vulgarizing 
and  cheapening  it,  make  it  more  acceptable  to  the  market 
place,  and  thereby  are  in  the  habit    of  obtaining  larger 
sums    for  their  debased  copies  than  I  am  in  the  habit  of 
obtaining  for  the  original.    The  fact  is  a  painful  and  sordid 
one,  but  oh  !  so  true.     In  the  last  conversation  I  had  with 
my  old  and  dear  friend  the  late  Mr.  Gladstone,  just  before 
his  decease,  the  dear  man,  he  commiserated  with  me  upon 
this  point     Although,  of  course,  as  I  told  him,  mere  money 
IS  always  the  last  thing  rne  cares  to  consider  in  a  matter  of 
this  nature. 

"  So  the  poor  devils  the  publishers  think  when  you  hawk 
your  prose  round  to  every  house  in  London  to  squeeze  the 

SJera  ^e^""^'  ^°^''^*'  *^^'"^  ^  ^'P  °*  ^'^  favourite 

"Charles,  what  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  the  authoress 

raising  her  glasses,  and  preening  her  plumage  in  the  manner 

01  an  extremely  aggressive  cockatoo. 
]'  Beg  pardon,  my  mistake,"  said  the  culprit  humbly. 
As  usual,  a  prophet  is  without  honour  in  one's  own 

country,     said  the  authoress,  seeking  to  pass  over  this 

t^bJ^-^uiar"*  "^'^^  ^  *^^"  ^"'"^'  ^"'^  ^  laboured  attempt 

,in'7°\'"^^,-^  f-  ■P''°?*  ^"  y^"""  o^  country,  but  you 
am  t  a  bare  hvm'  in  theirs,"  said  Lord  Bosket.  "  You 
haven  t   forgotten   that   last   letter   Newton    &   Faraday 

!/!r  ^'"u  u°  ^^y  *^*^*  '*  y°"  would  insist  on  a  royalty 
ot  three  bob  on  a  volume  four  and  six  net  they  might  as 
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well  draw  down  the  blinds,  and  look  about  for  an  honest 

Uvin'."  ^       ^. 

"  Charles,  I  forbid  you  to  discuss  these  disgusting  com- 
mercial details  in  my  presence." 

"  Wrong  again,"  murmured  Lord  Bosket  soiio  voce  to  his 
nieces.  'O  ^  '■•ed  again.  Never  open  my  mouth  but 
what  i  put        .oot  in  it." 

"  Has  your  last  beautiful  and  ennobling  volume  been  a 
success  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Broke,  pouring  out  fresh  cups  of 

tea. 

"  Not  half,"  said  Lord  Bosket.  "  I  read  in  the  Sportin' 
Times  that  it  has  stirred  the  great  heart  of  the  American 
Continent  to  its  profoundest  depths.  The  missis  and 
Matthew  Arnold  are  going  to  divide  the  cake.  Or  I  may 
have  seen  it  in  ^  the  riwes— same  thing.  Anyhow,  they 
want  her  to  cross  the  Pond  and  give  'em  a  series  of  lectures. 
So  do  I.  If  she  takes  out  the  same  series  as  she  has  given 
me  at  home  she'll  be  a  success.  I  don't  mind  layin'  even 
money  that  the  great  heart  of  the  American  Continent 
is  stirred  a  bit  more.      They  don't  know  what  they  are 

askin'." 

The  valour  that  was  in  Lord  Bosket  this  afternoon  was 
unusual.  As  meek  as  a  mouse  as  a  rule  in  the  presence  of 
his  lady  wife  he  seldom  went  out  of  his  way  to  court  her 
displeasure.  But  when  the  last  spark  of  a  masculine  spirit 
did  happen  to  reassert  itself  in  him  it  was  generally  in  the 
presence  of  others.  He  knew  that  he  was  then  compara- 
tively safe  for  the  time  being,  for  the  last  thing  his  lady  wfe 
cared  to  do  was  to  make  a  public  display  of  her  prowess. 
A  scene  was  vulgar  ;  it  was  therefore  reserved  for  the  domes- 
tic hearth.  On  those  occasions  when  her  degraded  lord  had 
partaken  of  just  the  right  quantity  of  whisky  to  enable 
him  to  merge  a  proper  discretion  and  decency  in  a  natural 
love  of  chaff,  she  waited,  in  the  phrase  of  ladies  in  a 
less  exalted  station  in  hfe,  "  she  waited  until  she  got  him 

home." 

Probably  the  tiue  reason  for  Lord  Bosket  s  intrepidity 
on  this  occasion  was  that  he  suffered  an  acute  ag^' ation  of 
mind.  Knowledge  recently  come  into  his  possession  had 
done  not  a  Uttle  to  disquiet  him.  He  was  distressed  not  so 
much  on  his  o^vn  account,  because  he  was  too  oblivious  ol 
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the  world  to  have  a  shadow  of  trepidation  for  the  figure  he 
might  cut  before  it ;  but  rather  because  he  suspectid  how 
irksome  It  must  prove  to  his  brother-in-law.  whose  character 
could  brook  no  public  ignominy.     With  his  customary 
solicitude  for  others,  he  felt  himself  already  to  be  in  a 
measure  responsible  for  the  galling  of  that  proud  spirit 
He  could  not  forget  that  he  had  been  a  prime  instrumen 
"I  "^^"g  Broke  to  accept  a  seat  on  the  Board  of  Directorate 
of  the  Thames  Valley  Goldfields  Syndicate.     With  his  own 
J^T/rl^if  TJ^%^''?  with  powerful  aid  from  his  sister 
he  had  mduced  iJroke  to  pledge  himself  to  that  concern. 
He  had  seen  in  it  a  golden  opportunity  for  a  beautiful  in- 
elfectual  angel  of  commerce  to  profit  in  a  financial  sense 
vvithout  nsking  one  of  the  pennies  he  could  so  ill  afford 
0  gamble  with     He  was  there  that  afternoon,  however 

faUen  to  the  ground ;  and  not  only  so,  but  it  was  his  dis- 
agreeable duty  to  have  to  prepare  the  nice  mind  of  this 
(hlettante  in  trade  for  something  that  could  be  trusted  to 
shock  It  terribly.  Developments  were  expected  that  might 
totally  discredit  the  Board  of  Directors.  ^ 

"I  saw  Salmon  this  morning,  Edmund,  and  he  tells  me 
we  have  got  to  face  the  music." 

Broke's  bewlderment  was  so  frank  that  Lord  Bosket 
felt  It  necessary  to  be  a  little  more  lucid 

"  Salmon  says  you  know  that  there  is  no  gold  in  the 
Thames  Valley  after  all.  and  that  those  experts  were  all 
wrong.  And  he  says  the  shareholders  are  kickin'  up  a  dust 
and  are  askin'  for  their  money  to  be  returned  Salmon 
^^y^they  won't  get  it.    All  the^.ewspapers  are  agalnsTus 

Sedtt  ^llt'f  "^frt  'T  *^^^^^^"  ^hrmattS 
IS  sitted  it  will  be  found  to  be  about  the  biggest  take-in 

of  the  century.    Nice  for  us  directors,   what?   A  publ " 

inquiry  has  been  ordered,  and  they  are  sayin'  in  town  that 

jf  we  directors  get  our  deserts  we  sLu  find^ourselver?olw 

the  hne  in  the  dock  on  a  charge  of  conspiracy."  ^ 

col  nn?  ?f  ^'i  !i^^  P^^"*'1  ^  ^"'"b  0"  the  carpet  he 
Muld  not  have  had  a  more  electrical  effect  upon  Broke 

2?i  ''°wi  "P  •"  ^'^  ''^^''  ^th  a  painfully  stS^tled  face' 
when  she  broke  the  news  to  him  of  his  son's  marriage.    But 
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on  this  occasion  he  did  not  vent  his  feelings  in  words. 
beyond  the  monosyllable — 

"  Oh !  " 

Lord  Bosket  at  once  put  forth  an  effort  to  soften  tnc 
rather  tragic  ir.ipression  he  had  made.  He  felt  a  pang ; 
indeed.  Broke's  distress  was  so  great  that  it  would  have 
made  Its  appeal  to  a  harder  heart. 

"  I  would  not  think  too  much  about  it,  Edmund,  if  I  were 
vou  Salmon  is  a  tricky  fish  and  knows  his  way  about 
under  the  water.  He'll  hnd  a  way  out,  don't  you  worry. 
He  says  if  anybody  is  to  blame  it  is  the  experts  ;  and  it  is 
not  likely  that  we  directors  would  be  holding  shares  if  we 
had  not  been  taken  in." 

"  But  I  don't  hold  any,"  said  Broke  m  a  hollow  voice. 

"  Fishy  transferred  some  of  his  to  you  in  case  of  accident." 

Suddenly  Lord  Bosket's  jaw  dropped. 

"  Yes  •  and  that  reminds  me  he's  parted  with  em  too ! 
He  unloaded  three  weeks  ago  and  gave  us  all  the  office  to  do 
likewise.  He  sold  above  par-lord  knows  how  jnuch  .- 
and  now  you  can  have  Thames  Valley  Goldfields  at  one 
and  fourpence  a  hundred  i:  you  want  em.  But  Salmon  is 
as  clever  as  the  deuce  ;  although  it  does  look  a  bit  off, 
what  ?       I  don't  wonder  that  we  have  got  to  face  the 

"™lSor  Broke  sat  in  a  huddle.  The  startled  look  that  still 
haunted  his  face  made  it  appear  that  he  had  just  had  an 
encounter  with  a  ghost.  ^    ■,     r  «   ^-a 

"  Surely  here  is  a  sequel  that  was  to  be  foreseen,  said 
Lady  Bosket.  "  I  confess  that  I  predicted  it  from  tne 
first  People  who  associate  themselves  with  such  atrocious 
persons  as  this  Lord  Salmon  should  be  prepared  to  take 
the  consequences.  You  might  at  least  have  had  the  decency 
to  respect  my  feelings,  Charles.  Not  only  do  you  bring  your 
own  name  into  disrepute,  but,  what  is  far  graver,  you  bring 
mine.  Why  should  /  strive  to  er>^ance  it  and  keep  it 
fragrant  among  our  fellow  creatures  xf  your  one  idea  is  o 
debase  it  and  to  cause  it  to  stink  in  their  nostrils.  I  on! 
ask,  Charles,  that  you  should  have  a  little  respect  for  wy 
feeUngs.  but  this,  apparently,  is  asking  too  much  As  tor 
Edmund,  I  am  sure  he  is  the  last  man  m  the  wor  d  to  be 
able  to  afford  to  bring  his  name  lower  than  it  is  already. 
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;'  Here,  kennel  missis  !  "  said  Lord  Bosket.    "  You  let 
Edmund  alone     Don't  you  mind  her.  my  boy     It"s  all 
my  fault.    But  Salmon  will  find  out  a  way  aU  right       I 
may  be  a  bit  awkward  for  us  at  first,  now  that  thSe  share 
holders  and  people  are  showing  their  teeth,  but  we  sha] 
come  .ut  top  dog  in  the  end  I'll  lay  a  monkey      ?fshv  is 
"  ..  w  '  *\^^  "^y  *'P  ^"^  have  a  bit  on  Saul."  ^ 

said  Br^e.  '*  ''^""^  "^'""y  ^^'■*'^'"g  °f  their  money." 

of"Lts'tra".r"'  "  *'°"^'*'  ^"^  ^^'^  --  the  result 
Bo'sk^t""iVI^u^^u"'■  "'""°""  sterling,"  said  Lord 
b^la^lesoJthatlort'-^  *°  '''  ^'^^^  -^-^-«  -- 
;;  It  must  be  done,"  said  Broke  firmly.  "  Every  oennv  " 
in  fh^'"'  T  ^°y'  ''"  y°"^  house  and  furni^^re  and  thr^w 

make  CSit  "Th^^^  '^\'  ^"'  "  "^  ^-h  * haT 
maKes   owards  it.     The  affair  has  a  r^m    .o'-   I'll  admit  • 

but,  as  Salmon  says,  these  shareholders  and  ^ .  ople  had  the 

opinion  of  the  experts  to  work  by  the  same  S  we  had 

fotTrin'  h'P"'"*'  ^r'  P^°^^^  *°  he  wrong  they  a^e  going 
to  turn  round  on  us  because  we  had  the  good  sense  to  let 
go  before  we  burnt  our  fingers.  Salmon  says  there  is 
no  law  m  the  world  that  can  touch  us" 

There  is  one  in  heaven,"  said  Lady  Bosket      "  It  is 

•■rn  ny^'"'  ^:'''  °^  scoundrehsm  I  ever  heard  " 
•       Jdnt  prevent  you  clearing  a  cool  three  thousand 
miss.,  by  selling  at  the  proper  timl     Hullo,  here's  Son 

..?^  announcement  at  this  moment  of  the  promoter  was 
sufficiently  dramatic.     His  entrance  was  no  lesT  so    ^e 
marched  m  with  his  habitual  air  of  victory     sTgnsol 
dejection,  of  hesitancy,  of  self-distrust   which  the  cSum 
stances  might  have  been  expected  to  induce   were  L  T^ 

a  ffte  an°d\ti?^niT^^"^^.''"*^y-     "  ^hey  have  arranged 
a  lete  and  gala  for  the  meeting  on  Monday."  he  beean  "  hut 

Lft'them"  ^ir  "'^°  '^"^^  ^^  sh'all  beXio  pS 
crows  it's  Tnitv     r'^"  J  "'""^^"  *^^*  P^'"^^^  ^^  'halves  Tnd 
r,,T  Ki    f  P  /•    C?"ntry  parsons  mostly  and  widows  in 
rusty  black.     I  wonder  if  they  think  we  are  goinTtoTake 
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any  of  their  sauce.  They  had  the  prospect!^  to  go  by  the 
same  as  we  had ;  there  were  the  reports  of  the  experts: 
Goodlifle's  analysis  of  the  mud  taken  from  under  Batter- 
sea  Bridge ;  Thomson's  Theory  of  the  Precious  Metal 
Deposits  found  on  the  foreshore  at  the  Welsh  Harp; 
Wikon's  article  on  Bimetjilism,  and  God  knows  wha  ; 
and  now  they've  put  their  money  down  they  ask  calmly 
to  take  it  up  again.  I  wonder  what  they  think  we  are- 
philanthropists  ?  Do  they  think  we  play  at  this  game 
merely  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  our  names  in  print  ?  II 
they  had  had  the  common  sense  to  clear  out  when  we  did. 
I  wonder  if  they  would  be  wanting  now  to  repudiate  their 
shares.  Their  game  is,  heads  I  win,  tails  you  lose ;  but 
that's  not  good  enough  for  Salmon,  thank  you. 

"Hear,  hear,  and  applause,"  said  Lord  Bosket.       I 

must  sav  as  a  member  of  the  Board,  the  Promoter  of  tbe 

Company  talks  like  a  cock-angel  with  wings  and  a  white 

nightshirt.    I'm  not  what  you  call  a  bettm'  man.  Fishy, 

as  you  know,  but  if  I  were  I  should  place  a  monkey  en  you, 

my  son.  and  back  you  both  ways/'  „^i^n-.r^,. 

"  You  would  not  be  wrong,  my  boy,  if  you  did,   said  Lord 

Salmon  warmly.     "  You  would  not  be  wrong.     I  lie 

them  see  on  Monday.     I  wonder  if  a  jury  of  matrons  think 

the V  are  going  to  heckle  me."  j  t    j 

"Yes   I  think  they  are  on  the  wrong  boss,    said  Lord 

Bosket  'with  a  quaintly  reflective  glance  at  his  glass. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  Broke  was  seen  to  draw  him- 
self up  stonily  to  regard  his  unwelcome  visitor. 

"  Lord  Salmon,  I  should  like  to  say  a  word  I  wish  in 
the— ah— fullest  manner  to— ah— repudiate  the  whole  ot 
this  transaction."  ,  ., 

"  So  do  several  other  people,"  said  Lord  Salmon  drily. 
"  In  the  most  unconditional  way  I  wash  my  hands  oi 
what  I  do  not  hesitate  to  caU  a-ah-a  shady  business. 

"  Don't  hesitate  to  call  it  what  you  like  my  boy;  bu 
we  are  all  in  the  same  boat.    You  are  one  of  the  crew,  the 

"^Brote'Tfa^e  turned  a  deep  tawny.    There  was  a  powei^ 
ful  gleam  of  anger  burning  m  him  which  he  tned  hard  to 

'^^^Hever  intended  to  go  on  this  Board  of  Directors. 
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I  was  led  and-^nd-ah-cajoled  into  so  doing  against 
my  better  jddgment.  I  don't-ah-hesitate-ah-to-- 
,ji_ah~.ay  that  my  hand  was  forced  by-ah-circum- 
stances.  At  the  time  I  did  not  know  precisely— ah— what 
I  was-^-undertaking.  I  can  only  regret  my  ignorance 
and— and  my— ah— carelessness." 

fin^LJ^tK-'""-^  our  powerfully  agitated  gentleman  had 
finished  this  impassioned  confession  his  face  was  even 
darker  than  when  he  began  it. 
"  Woa-easy,  Edmund."  said  Lord  Bosket,  in  accents 

>  P'-^r  11    ^°"  *  *^/"^  ^^°"*  **'  there's  a  good  feller,  and 
U  will  all  come  right  by-and-bye.    It  will.  Fishy,  won't 

"  Not  much  doubt  about  that,  my  boy,"  said  Lord 
Salmon,  accepting  a  cup  of  tea  from  the  excessively  gra- 
cious hands  of  Mrs.  Broke.  ^  ^ 

"  Sugar.  Lord  Salmon  ?  " 

The  inordinate  sweetness  of  the  smile  she  lifted  up  to 
him  was  such  that  the  delighted  financier  said— 

Look  mto  the  cup.  ma'am,  and  it  won't  be  needed  " 

Lady  Bosket  took  up  her  glasses  and  stared  at  the 
epigrammatist,  while  her  eldest  niece  seated  opposite  to 
her  counted  mentally  as  far  as  one  hundred  and  seven. 
Lord  Salmon,     said  Broke,  whose  agitation  was  in- 

ZTi'ii  ^.  f^T  T'^  ^^  ""^'■^d'  while  his  face  grew  so 
black  that  It  looked  convulsed.    "  Lord  Salmon,  to  be-ah 

i2  7>,^?^^*'^,,P^^\"  ^^^  y°"'  I  cannot-ah-T  cannot 

help  thinking  that  I  have  been  hoodwinked,  and-ah- 

hat  I  have  been  made  your  tool.     I  am  a  plain  man 

and^speak  on-ah-these  occasions  what  is  in-ah-my 

r^^kaV'^u^'f"^  ^""y'  *1"\*^  "§^ht,"  said  Lord  Salmon. 

llt'you  fort."  'PP""^-     "  "^^^  *^^  h^^^^  -y-"' 

Salmn„^°°T*  f'^,for,your-ah-your  admiration.  Lord 
Salmon.  In  fax:t-ah-I  would-ah-rather  be  ^;ithout 
LL  ^^  •  ^^''^y  that-ah-my  criminal-ah-foUy  has 
Sol?  'V^f  P^^"""'  J-ah-can  never  sufficiently 
pbre  It.    But  I  may  say,  Lord  Salmon-ah-I  maysay 

r^^r^^^k*^^*-^-^  '^"^  '^°'^"i^e  it  my  duty  to- 
an-attend  this  meeting  on  Monday,  when— ah— I—ah— 
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shall  make  a  statement  to  the  unfortunate  shareholders  to 

—ah— that  effect."  ^         .       j       •*>  ♦v-  ,^«c* 

Our  hero  concluded  the  longest  and  quite  the  most 
impassioned  address  he  had  delivered  extempore  m  the 
whole  of  his  life  by  pulling  a  huge  handkerchief  .it  of  his 
St  and  wiping  his  head  with  tremendous  vigour 
^LordSdmon  could  not  forbear  to  IfgV  t'^'^J' R^^t^ 
so  doing  chose  to  ignore  the  signals  of  Lord  Bosket, 
who  wagged  his  head  at  him  in  a  series  of  energetic 

'^^''To?  ought  to  go  on  the  stage,  my  dear  Broke."  said 
Lord  Salmon.    "  You  are  too  funny  for  words     A  humons 
you  are  and  no  mistake !    Here  am  I  out  of  sheer  respect 
for  you.  doing  alll  can  to  put  you  m  for  a  good  thing  and 
h°  re  are  you  turning  round  to  bite  the  hand  of  friendship 
mv  my  boy,  do  you  know  what  I  did  ?   Said  I  to  mysdf. 
there  ingoing  to  be  a  bit  of  picking  here ;  old  Broke,  who 
has  not  enough  about  him  to  see  these  things  for  himself 
musrhave  a  Inger  in  this  pie.    He  --^^  ma  this 
will  do  him  good.     And  what  do  I  do  ?    I  aaresay  our 
Wend  Bosket  has  told  you.     No?    Well.  I  transfer  five 
hindred  pounds  worth  of  script  from  my  name  to  yours ; 
mrtlv   my  boy,  because  I  want  to  do  you  a  good  turn, 
SdparuJ  because  it  looks  well  for  the  directors  to  pledge 
?henSlves  to  the  concern.     And  when  the  psychological 
rnoSStt  turned  up  a  week  or  two  ago  I  converted  that  five 
3red  pounds  worth  of  shares  into  a  little  matter  of  four 
thousand  pounds  odd.    There  is  a  cheque  for  that  amount 
nTy  ^S  book.    And  yet,  my  dear  fellow,  on  the  top 
of  Si  thJyou  sit  there  and  give  me  the  rough  side  of  you 
tongue     Still  I  don't  bear  malice  ;    others  might   don 
vou^now  but  personally  I  understand  you  and  I  like  yea 
Cu  oM^kshioned  country  big-wigs  are  a  fjjnny-tempe  e 
lot     But  I  want  you  to  understand,  my  boy,  that,  as  a 
mere  matter  of  principle,  I  wsh  you  well.  „ 

"  I-ah-dissociate  myself  entirely  from  Y^"'^  schern   , 
said  Broke.     "  I-ah-decline  to-ah-discuss  the  matter 
v^th  yoffurther.     I_ah-repudiate  the-ah-^Jole  ran. 
Action,  and-ah-on  Monday  at-ah-the  meeting  I-ah 
-sS    say  so  to  the  shareholders.      I-ah-shall  ma 
-ah-a  statement  tc  them  in  regard  to  my  position.    In 
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-ah— the    meantime— ah— Lord    Salmon— the— ah— 
matter  is  closed.     I-ah— wash-my-ah-hands  of  it." 

You  wash  yoiir  hands  of  this  ?  "  said  Lord  Salmon, 
with  an  air  of  keen  enjoyment.  ' 

He  took  out  his  pocket  book,  and  produced  a  cheque 
for  four  thousand  three  hundred  and  thirty-five  pouJds 
made  out  m  Broke's  favour.  He  rose  from  his  chair  and 
earned  It  over  to  our  hero.  With  a  quizzical  smile  he 
dropped  it  into  his  astonished  hands. 

"  This— ah— for  me,"  said  Broke. 

His  bewilderment  seemed  extreme. 

'•  Of  course  my  boy.  of  course,"  said  Lord  Salmon 
indulgenti:'.  'Pon  my  soul  you  are  funny !  You  are 
patter  tnan  one  of  those  comic  operas  at  the  Savoy  "  He 
burst  again  into  uncontrollable  laughter. 

In  the  meantime  Broke  had  looked  at  the  document 

WiJh'^^i..  V r?'''?^'  \^  l"Perhuman  effort,  its  nature! 
With  great  deliberation  he  began  to  tear  the  paper  into 
very  small  pieces,  and  in  that  act  his  fingers  trembled  so 
violently  that  many  of  the  fragments  fluttered  on  to  the 
Ccirpct* 

A  silence  intervened  that  could  be  felt.  It  was  broken 
by  the  protesting  voice  of  Lord  Bosket. 

Edmund,  you  are  a  fool.     I  should  ha"  thought  vou 
had  more  sense  than  to  throw  good  money  down  the  gutter 
Us  an  expensive  luxury ;    not   many   fellers  can  afford 

wh'l  hi^^"  ^°°1'''  Charley's  Aunt,"  roared  Lord  Salmon, 
who  had  never  been  so  diverted  in  his  life. 

fh.  1    .°"J  ^u""'!'"^  ^™'^"  *'  """  a  word.  Broke  flung 
the  ast  of  the  fragments  of  the  cheque  on  to  the  carpet 
i^  '•f^d  himself  out  of  his  chair,  and  stalked  fromThe 
E;  ^  door  s  ammed  behind  him.  Lord  Salmon's 

laughter  grew  more  boisterous. 
'I  Splendid  fellow  !  "  he  shouted. 

f«"'^°'"^^^xi"^°"A  P^^^^^  ^^^  '"^  give  you  another  cup  of 
ISn  ft  fin^''--  ^'°^^  melodiously.     Again  she  beamed 
upon  the  financier  m  a  dazzling  manner. 
^  tertainly.  ma'am,  certainly." 

..A  -"f^C  f'^  ^^^y  ^°^^^^  to  the  niece  who  sat  opposite. 
and  who  had  not  once  taken  her  eyes  from  her  face  during 
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the  last  quarter  of  an  hour,  "  I  will  trouble  you  to  ring 
the  bell." 

Joan  did  fo  promptly,  and  with  almost  the  same  prompti- 
tude the  butler  appeared. 

"  Porson,  my  carriage."        ,     ,     ,    ^    „    ,   ,  .    . 

Without  taking  leave  of  anybody,  Lady  Bosket  marched 
out  of  the  room  with  a  stateliness  that  verged  upon  canca- 

Lord  Salmon  turned  to  Lord  Bosket  with  his  laugh 
subsiding  to  a  loud  chuckle.  .    j    •    j    ^u 

"  I've  read  Lady  B.'s  books,  Bos,  and  admired  them, 
but  I  don't  think  I  should  call  her  a  great  hand  at  con- 
versation. She  seems  to  have  a  habit  of  repeatmg  herself. 
Does  she  ever  say  anything  else  than  '  Porson,  my  car- 

riage    ?  J   ,  ^ 

Lord  Salmon  agam  ascended  to  a  roar. 

"  That's  your  luck,"  said  the  husband  of  the  authoress. 
"  Thev  say  you  are  the  luckiest  feller  in  England,  and  they 
are  not  far  wrong.  I  wish  I  was  as  fortunate  myself.  But 
vou  must  take  no  notice  of  the  old  dutch.  Fishy,  you  mustn 
mind  her.  It's  only  her  playf''  little  way.  She  is  not 
such  a  bad  old  thing  when  you  gv    cO  know  her. 

Lord  Bosket  having  made  the  necessary  amende  to  the 
feeUngsof  his  friend,  our  brace  of  peers  conversed  apart  m 
earnest  undertones.  They  were  fain  to  agree  that  they 
would  find  it  easier  to  take  the  Thames  out  of  its  vaUey 
than  to  divorce  our  hero  from  a  conviction  at  which  he  had 

""  He'll  do  it,  you  know,"  said  Lord  Bosket.  "  He's  as 
stubborn  as  a  colt  if  he  gets  an  idea  into  his  great  fat  head. 
He  don't  get  many,  but  when  they  come  they  take  a 

lease  " 

"  If  he  talks  at  the  meeting  as  he's  talked  to  me,"  said 
Lord  Salmon,  "he  will  be  the  laughing-stock  of  England. 
He  must  be  stopped.  I  don't  hke  to  see  a  man  like  that 
making  a  fool  of  himself ." 

"  I'd  like  to  t^e  the  man  who  could  stop  him. 

feller !  " 

"  A  thousand  pities,"  said   Lord  Salmon, 
wonder  that  he's  coming  to  want  and  beggary, 
won't  move  with  the  times,  even  if  he  is  the  descendant 
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of  kings  and  vikings,  there  is  only  the  workhouse  for  him. 
We  are  no  respecters  of  persons  at  this  time  of  day.  That's 
what  these  blue-blooded  old  swells  have  got  to  learn.  Most 
of  them  have  learnt  it,  I  will  do  them  that  credit.  They 
know  now  that  they  can't  stand  before  the  cad  with  the 
moneybags.  Sooner  or  later  they  have  to  get  on  to  their 
damned  old  knees.  Old  Broke  is  having  a  longer  run  t.^jan 
THMt,  but  you  and  I  will  live  to  see  him  brought  to  it. 
He  s  as  good  as  down  now,  although  he  doesn't  know  " 

'•  He  wouldn't  own  it  if  he  did." 

"You  are  right  my  boy  ;  but  mark  me,  sooner  or  later 
he  U  be  made.  Vv  len  Saul  Salmon,  as  a  very  young  man 
first  came  out  of  the  east  and  put  up  his  plate  in  the  Lane 
the  nobocracy  would  not  turn  their  heads  to  look  at  him 
But  now.  my  boy,  now  he  holds  them  like  this  in  his  two 
hands— 90  I  they  lick  his  boots  when  he  wants  them  clean- 
ing. How  do  you  think  I  got  the  handle  I  wear  to  my 
name  for  advertising  purposes?  Simply,  my  boy,  by 
taking  them  so,  in  my  two  rough  and  grimy  paws,  and  half 
choking  the  life  out  of  their  nice  white  throats.  I  make 
them  writhe  and  grovel  now  just  when  it  pleases  me,  just 
for  my  own  amusement.  Without  my  purse  I  am  a  Cad, 
with  't  I  am  a  God.     And  don't  you  forget  it,  Bosket." 

There  was  lust,  there  was  arrogance  in  the  face  of  the 
millionaire,  and  his  companion  was  not  too  obtuse  to 
notice  it. 

"  You  must  be  kind  to  poor  Edmund,  Fishy,"  he  said 
humbly.  "^ 

»k  ^x*"*'  '"y  ^"y*  ^°''  ^°^^  reason  I  took  to  him  from 
the  start.  I  Uke  the  bulldog  in  him;  he  doesn't  know 
when  he  s  beat ;  he's  a  man  after  my  own  heart.  I  began 
Ufc  without  a  rag  to  my  back  ;  he's  finishing  without  one. 
tJut  we  are  both  of  us  sand.  It  made  me,  and  it  might 
save  him.  Edmund  Broke  cares  for  nothing  and  nobody  ; 
neither  do  I.  Give  me  that  sort,  and  instead  of  licking  my 
boots  they  shall  feed  at  my  table." 
"  You  are  right,  Fishy  ;'  the  poor  devil  is  broke,  stoney, 

"^n  '         ^^'^  ^^"*^-    ^  ^°^^  *^6  feller  myself." 
All  the  same,  Bos,  he  will  have  to  come  to  it,  mind  you. 
He  tears  up  my  cheque  and  throws  it  in  my  face,  just  as 
people  who  are  as  good  as  he  have  done  before  him.    Now 
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they  pick  the  crumbs  out  of  my  hand  Hke  sparrows. 
Edmmd  Broke  will  have  to  do  tne  same  one  of  these  fine 
mornings.  If  you  saw  the  letters  I  get  from  the  Aristocracy 
—with  a  capital  '  A  '—from  peeresses  on  the  look  out  for 
pin-money,  and  peers  wanting  pipelights,  it  would  make 
you  laugh.  Take  this  morning :  five  direct  applications 
for  company  tips  from  women  with  titles— not  all  in  the 
bcerage  either.  Six  invitations  for  dinner  ;  three  for  a 
Saturday-to-Monday  in  the  country  ;  and  as  for  at-homes, 
parties,  God  knows  what,  if  Phoebus  Apollo  came  driving 
down  Piccadilly  in  a  golden  automobile  he  could  not  Iv 
more  deuced  popular.  Ar.l  why  is  it,  do  you  think' 
Would  you  say  it  is  for  my  beaux  yeux,  my  boy  ?  Tchah  ! 
Catch  them  kissing  the  hem  of  the  garment  of  a  fat  and 
greasy  and  rather  elderly  Jew  who  does  not  disguise  his 
hereditary  weakness  for  garlic,  if  there  was  not  to  be  a  few- 
shekels  at  the  end.  They  want  something,  Bosket,  hut 
between  you  and  me.  Bosket,  they  don't  always  get  it. 
I  pick  and  I  choose,  and  as  a  rule  i  give  to  the  deserving 
poor.  And  now  and  again,  if  it  amuses  me,  I  employ  the 
prerogative  of  my  race  and  exact  my  pound  of  flesh.  I 
have  one  or  two  anecdotes  of  my  dealings  with  these  fool? 
and  harpies  that  would  make  you  stare.  And  sometimes 
when  I  find  myself  overworked  and  craving  for  relaxation, 
I  grind  some  wretched  devil  with  my  heel." 

"  But  not  poor  Edmund,  Fishy." 

"  No,  my  boy,  you've  got  my  word.  And  I  sometimes 
keep  it.'  I  deplore  his  stand-off  ways  for  his  own  sake ;  but 
I  like  them.  He's  a  non-squealer.  I  like  your  man  who  is 
such  devilish  good  form  that  he  chooses  to  be  knocked 
down  and  killed  rather  than  turn  his  stiff  neck  to  see  which 
way  the  traffic's  running.  But  there  is  no  hope  for  that 
man  in  these  days.  He  might  as  well  give  up  the  game  li 
he  doesn't  know  how  to  play  it." 

"  So  I  tell  him.  I  tell  him  that  every  day  of  his  hie. 
But,  bless  you,  what  does  he  care  ?  Tell  me.  Fishy,  what 
can  a  feller  do  with  a  feller  who  is  born  eight  hundred  years 

out  of  his  time  ? "  ^  i  ♦k 

"  You  can  watch  him  rot,"  said  Lord  Salmon,  witn 

gusto. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 
In  which  Mr.  Burchell  cries  "  Fudge  !  " 

BROKE,  in  the  stress  oi  this  new  turn  to  his  affairs 
had  recourse  to  that  sage  counstUor,  brUhant  man 
of  business  and  great  niaster  „f  the  theory  ot  commercia" 
hi^t  principles,  Mr.  Joseph  Brefiit.  So  rapidly  w^  ha 
to  Z  ?nT"  ^PP^'.-'^hin,  the  term  of  existence  allotted 
to  man,  and  in  such  a  remarkable  degree  had  fortune 

STntnK  '  ^"'P"^>"S  talents  had  been  directed,  that  to 
aU  intents  and  purposes  he  had  jv.ssed  into  an  elegant 
couIH^'f  l""'"  '"^  retirement  wherein  his  declining  year 

caUy  he  liked  to  call     the  life  of  a  gentleman     in  the  great 
house  in  the  county  he  had  purchased  for  and  pkcS  a 
the  disposal  of  his  son.  1"ai.-u  ai 

The  business  he  carried  on  now  was  no   so  exacting  not 

SrSyf  "^',r.  *'^*  ''  ^'^  ^^>-^  -'  CuttXm^^H'e  stil 
permitted  himself  to  supervise  the  estates  and  in  a  general 

Rn  H°rj'"^°°''  ^^^  ^^^'''  °^  ^^'•tain  among  his  client^ 
But  he  had  contrived  to  let  these  favoured  Arsons  know 

nterest'TriThl"  "^'^n'^l  condescension  in  S!s  continued 
unctTon  tn  fH  •  ^"'IJ^^*  *^'>  ^''"^^  d°  ^«"  to  lay  the 
S  stanHW  '°R  '  'iT*  ''  ^^^^  ^  ^^"^^^^e  tribute  to  their 
Em  t  K  ^y  ^^^^  favourites  of  fortune,  among 
whom  was  our  hero,  needless  to  say,  the  great  man  cou"d 

Uv  ttt  tr^*l^  ^V^'''"  r^^"^  ^^^^'^-^  ^t  became  unpera 
sto  el  o   h^!^^      "  "^Z™  themselves  with  the  accumulated 
hSTof  thl    T  7^'fe  ^"^  "^^^"ty-     S"t  he  hked  even 

wSthU  .f      *'  ?^  l^'  '""^''  ^i'^^^'  t°  f^^l  that  he  was 
somethmg  of  a  potentate  now;    that  no  longer  did  he 
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scurry  hither  and  thither  over  the  shire  at  the  beck  of  this 
landowner  and  that ;  and  that  they  could  not  dej^nd  on 
finding  him  at  his  office  at  Cuttisham  so  many  days  in 
the  week,  year  in,  year  out,  between  the  hours  of  ten  and 

° Those  who  now  desired  to  confer  with  Mr.  Joseph  Breffit 
must  seek  audience  in  all  humility  at  his  seat  m  the  county, 
Tufton  HaU,  lately  in  the  occupation  of  Lord  Algernon 
Ravnes     It  was  become  the  theme  of  conversation  among 
his  cUents  that  old  Joe  Breffit  was  a  great  man  now  he  had 
taken  it  into  his  head  to  live  at  poor  Algernons  place. 
But  however  they  might  laugh  and  look  at  one  another 
meaningly,  and  shrug  their  shoulders,  and  shake  thar 
hlads  archly,  it  was  not  always  possible  to  do  without  old 
T  oe     A  time  seemed  to  come  to  them  all  when  they  mus 
have  his  services  at  any  cost.    "  Old  Joe  is  the  knowingest 
fellow  in  England,  I  don't  care  where  you  look  for  the 
others,"  was  the  verdict  of  one  blunt  old  squire;  and  with 
rather  mournful  unanimity  that  was  allowed  to  be  about 

To"this  paragon  of  wisdom  and  rectitude  came  Broke 
on  the  morning  following  the  revelations  in  the  matter 
of  the  Thames  Valley  Goldfields  Syndicate.  Grim  and 
bitter  were  the  pangs  of  the  feudal  gentleman  to  reflect 
that  he  should  live  to  see  old  Breffit,  of  all  people  in  the 
world,  installed  here  in  poor  Algernon  s  place,  in  the  home 
a  foriiier  duke  of  poor  Algernon  s  line  had  built,  on  a  day 
scarcely  legible  in  the  dim  scroll  of  antiquity.  Our  here 
had  something  of  the  feelings  of  a  man  of  the  stone  age 
could  he  have  awoke  to  find  himself  m  the  age  of  iron. 
All  the  old  landmarks  and  fingerposts  by  which  one  was 
wont  to  gauge  men  and  things  seemed  to  have  disappeared 
A  succession  of  Gladstonian  ministries  too  surely  had  told 

*^There  was  no  end  to  Trade's  ruthless  ravages.  Nothing 
was  sacred  from  it.  The  fair  spots  of  earth  dedicated 
from  immemorial  time  by  usage  and  custom  to  ummjjach- 
able  gentlemen  of  feudal  tastes  were  being  ^ched  awayby 
this  race  of  cunning  capitahsts  and  greedy  nianufactum^ 
mat  would  his  fither  have  thought  the  staunch  and 
foursquare  old  Tory  who  twice  refused  a  peerage  because 
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that  one-time  worthy  institution  had  fallen  into  the  hands 
of  the  middle-classes,  what  would  this  fine  old  Englishman 
have  thought  to  find  motor  cars  superseding  horseflesh, 
and  a  man  of  business,  a  tradesman,  taking  up  his  residence 
at  Tufton  Hall ! 

When  our  hero  found  himself  on  the  terrace  under  the 
shadows  of  a  gloomy  facade  that  had  obtained  for  the 
place  its  reputation  as  one  of  the  show  houses  of  England, 
he  felt  himself  shiver  in  the  involuntary  manner  which  in 
the  popular  mind  is  held  to  portend  that  someone  is 
engaged  in  walking  across  your  grave.  The  fate  of  this 
sombre  pile  struck  home.  His  own  decay  was  projected 
across  his  imagination  in  the  form  of  a  sinister  parallel. 
Vividly  it  foreshadowed  the  day  when  Covenden  itself, 
the  home  of  an  elder  race  than  even  that  of  Raynes,  should 
fall  a  victim  to  Commerce,  that  insatiate  monster  with  the 
all-devouring  maw.  "  Upon  my  word  !  "  mused  our  hero 
"  It  is  sacrilege  for  old  Breffit  to  set  his  foot  here.  We  have 
'Arrys  in  the  hunting  field ;  tradesmen  at  the  covert-side  ; 
now  we  have  come  to  this." 

A  splendid  gentleman,  faultless  in  pose  and  appointment, 
conducted  our  hero  across  the  tiled  hall,  embellished  above 
with  a  gallery  and  a  priceless  ceiling ;  and  below  with 
rescued  tapestries  from  Spain,  Louis  Quinze  furniture, 
every  piece  of  which  was  believed  to  have  enjoyed  the 
sanction  of  La  Pompadour ;  while  round  the  walls  were 
a  particularly  comprehensive  set  of  ancestral  portraits 
from  Holbein  to  Watts,  with  Vandycks  and  an  occasional 
Lely,  Kneller,  Reynolds,  Gainsborough  and  Raebum  by 
the  way. 

The  proprietor  of  these  objects  was  discovered  in  a 
spacious  apartment  on  the  ground  floor.  His  nether  man 
was  clothed  in  a  bran-new  pair  of  riding  breeches  by  a 
^ialist  of  Savile  Row,  but  being  discovered  in  a  moment 
01  elegant  undress  or  neglig6,  other  details  of  his  attire 
were  pitched  hardly  in  the  same  key.  For  the  sake  of 
ease  he  had  not  donned  either  boots  or  leggings  at  this 
early  hour.  Therefore,  the  parts  they  conceal  were  exposed 
-0  view  in  three  sections,  consisting  in  white  pants,  red 
socks,  and  carpet  slippers  with  cunning  beaded  work  upon 
the  top.   The  white  choker  tie  was  virgin  in  its  purity,  but 
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not  so  the  shirt  and  collar  ;  the  Tattersall  waistcoat  was 
a  thing  of  beauty,  but  a  spot  of  grease  in  the  centre  hardly 
came  within  its  wonderful  and  fearful  scheme  of  colour, 
although,  like  a  middle  tint  in  an  impressionist  landscape, 
the  higher  criticism  might  ^^-^ve  pronounced  it  to  be  an 
embellishment.  As  a  set-oft  v  all  these  superlative  things 
was  a  chin  that  had  not  very  recently  known  the  razor, 
while  a  ragged  smoking  jacket  stained  and  discoloured 
all  hues  save  the  original  of  twenty  years  before,  ^ave  the 
predominant  note  to  an  appearance  which  struck  our  hero 
as  a  Uttle  bizarre. 

On  a  table,  at  which  Mr.  Breffit  was  seated,  lay  a  sheet  of 
notepaper  with  a  row  of  names  in  pencil  thereupon  ;  and 
beside  it  an  open'  book,  over  which,  eye-glasses  on  nose,  he 
had  been  'oring  assiduously.  It  was  a  volume  of  Sir 
Horatio  Hare's  fascinating  if  slightly  cumbersome  work, 
The  Peerage,  Baronetage,  Knightage,  and  Landed  Gentry. 

"  Ha,  Mr.  Broke,"  he  said,  holding  out  his  hand  without 
rising  from  his  chair,  "  dehghted  to  see  you.  Will  you  take 
something  to  drink  ?  Say  a  glass  of  wine  now,  say  a  glass 

of  wine."  ,    ,    ,•      ,   xt. 

Our  hero  accepted  the  br.nd  and  dechned  the  wine 
without  any  display  of  effusion.  Mr.  Breffit  was  frankly 
disappointed. 

"  Say  a  drop  of  port  now.  What  do  you  say  to  a  drop 
of  port  ?  I've  got  some  I  can  recommend.  Forty-seven. 
That  ought  to  be  good  enough  even  for  you,  Mr.  Broke,  eh  ? 
The  old  Duke,  Lord  Algernon's  father,  laid  it  down,  but 
I  take  it  up,  ha !  ha  !  Come  now,  just  one  glass  for  the 
sake  of  old  times,  sir." 

Our  hero  declined  this  offer  also  with  the  same  absence 
of  effusion.  .  ,     „  ^ 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Mr.  Breffit  with  a  sigh,  I  suppose 
you  know  best,  Mr.  Broke.  It  doesn't  agree  with  every- 
body in  the  morning  before  dinner— I  mean  lunch.  It 
doesn't  with  me.  But  if  you  will  you  have  only  to  say, 
you  know.  Or  do  you  prefer  champagne,  sir  ?  Speak, 
if  you  do ;  there  is  plenty  in  the  same  place  as  the  port. 
I've  got  a  nice  dry  wine  you  need  not  be  afraid  of.  In 
fact,  Mr.  Broke,  if  it  comes  to  that,  I  have  got  about  the 
best  cellar  in  the  county.    His  lordship  and  his  father 
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before  him  knew  a  few  things  about  wine.  I  can  tell  you 

See's  SS:-'     ^°^''  ^"'*  ^  '"'*^'  ^""^p  °^ '  b°y '  f°^  °Jd 

Our  hero  remained  equally  impervious  to  the  blandish- 
ments  of  champagne.  Pointedly,  briefly,  he  stated  the 
busmess  that  was  responsible  for  his  presence.  But  this 
morning  it  seemed  a  really  difficult  matter  to  keep  old 
Breffit  down  to  the  prosaic.  It  almost  seemed  as  if  the 
old  feUow  was  a  httle  flushed  by  the  position  in  which  he 
found  himself,  as  if  he  had  been  knocked  off  his  balance 
a  bit  by  his  new  surroundings.  For  the  first  time  in  our 
hero  s  long  experience  of  his  ways  he  discerned  a  retrograde 
^;fff/'-  ^  *!?/*^"<^y  t°  insist  on  his  own  immediate  per- 
r  cnSf'"";,  ^'^  was  even  a  disposition  in  him  to  fofget 
the  subtle  degree  of  homage  that  was  wont  to  oil  the 
wheels  as  it  were,  of  their  intercourse.  It  was  not  always 
d/Rrlffif^'fl""  *°'- that  "latter  ;  there  had  been  times  whJn 
u  ?  i  flummery  had  got  on  our  hero's  nerves  a  little 
He  had  overlooked  that,  however.  Old  Breffit  had  always 
-.  n  a  well-meaning  man,  eminently  well  meaning.  But 
the  suggestion  of  familiarity,  of  off-handedness  that  was  in 
him  this  morning,  jarred  on  his  pontifical  nerves  even 
?!?•  ^u"""  '^^^'^''^*^y  J°ligious  nature  may  occasionaUy 
deplore  the  presence  of  too  much  incense,  but  too  little 
cuts  it  to  the  heart. 

"What  do  you  think  of  my  little  place  ?  "  said  Mr 

Si?V^''°''".f,?'°i^  h^^  furnished  his  succinct  account 
of  the  Thames  Valley  Goldfields  Syndicate  disaster.  ''Not 
a  bad  place  is  it,  sir  ?  "  ^ 

Our  hero  was  not  able  to  exhibit  any  particular  enthu- 
siasm for  the  ittle  place.  The  pride  of  ^wnersSp  whkh 
swelled  the  voice  of  Mr.  Breffit  nTerely  caused  him  to  cock 

Z^lt  ''''*  ^'"'''"^'"'  ^"^  *°  ''^^''^  hfs  chimin  deep 

nul?^''^  '"  everything  here,  you  know,"  said  the  new 
owner,  waxing  on  his  theme.  "  It  would  surprise  you,  it 
would  indeed,  to  see  the  number  of  people  who  come  'ere 

Xf.r?.°^  *?"  ^^'■^^'  ^"^  from  America  es^daUy! 
tnlr  *  T^^i  '''^  r  8^*-  ^^'^  ^^  ^'^^tain  days  a^rt  you 
know  on  which  to  throw  the  'ouse  and  grounds  open  to^Se 
public.    It  is  very  inconvenient,  you  know,  sir,  sometimes 
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to  be  mistaken  for  the  butler,  and  now  and  then  to  get  a 
tip  •  or  when  you  are  sitting  at  dinner— I  mean  lunch— to 
see  them  pressing  their  noses  against  the  wmdows:  it 
rives  you  a  kind  of  feeUng  that  they  'ave  come  to  watch 
the  Uons  feed.  But,  after  all,  these  are  a  part  of  our  responsi- 
bUities.     Noblesse  oblige— I  daresay  you  'ave  felt  the  same 

thing  yourself." 

"  Humph  !  "  said  our  hero. 

"  I  suppose  it  is  only  right.  We  ought  not  to  be  selfish 
in  these  matters.  We  ought  to  do  what  we  can  to  elevate 
the  masses.  If  it  educates  them  and  gives  them  igher 
thoughts  to  look  at  old  oU  paintings,  I  am  not  the  one  to 
say  them  nay.  '  Let  them  aU  come '  is  my  motto.  But  1 
feel  a  great  responsibiUty,  Mr.  Broke,  all  the  same.  You 
see.  Lord  Algernon  was— you  wiU.  ahem  !  pardon  my  frank- 
ness but  it  has  always  been  my  rule  to  speak  out— Lord 
Algernon  was  not  at  aU  particular.  He  'ung  up  pictures 
of  nude  figures  of  both  sexes." 

"  Humph !"  said  our  hero.  .    ^    „    •    ^     „ 

"  They  tell  me  one  of  the  ceilings  is  by  Mane  CorelU- 
the  one  "with  the  little  flying  angels  on  it.  Very  pure  and 
'igh-minded  I  call  it,  considering  the  subject—  Beauty 
in  Distress  '—and  '  Beauty '  is  so  nicely  dressed  that  it 
ought  to  be  a  fine  moral  lesson  to  some  other  artists  I 
could  name.  I  call  that  ceiling  'armless,  sir.  Very  morai 
and  elevating.  But,  personally,  the  landscapes  appeal  to 
Tie  most.  There's  a  genuine  Claude  Duval.  And  that 
httle  thing  in  a  gilt  frame  on  the  right  hand  as  yo 
come  in  is  supposed  to  be  a  genuine  Theodore  Watts 
Dunton.  Said  to  be  very  convincing  and  of  rare  distinc- 
tion." 

"Humph!"  said  our  hero. 

"  Then,  sir,  the  furniture  is  worthy  of  your  attention. 
There  is  a  Chippendale  cabinet,  and  a  Sheridan  sideboard 
with  poker  work  inlaid;  the  chairs  are  mostly  Paul 
Vervuneasy  and  Lewis  Carroll.  The  piano  m  the  blue 
drawing-room  is  an  upright  Stradivarius  on  which 
Ole  Bull  had  the  honour  of  playing  '  'Ome,  Sweet  Ome 
before  her  Majesty  at  Cowes." 

"  Humph  !  "  said  our  hero. 

"  The  grounds  are  worthy  of  attention,  too.    There  are 
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several  trees  planted  by  the  late  Prince    Consort   also 
one  or  two  cut  down  by  the  late  Mr.  Gladstone."  ' 
Humph  !  "  said  our  hero. 
"There  are  aU  things  and  everything.    In  the  cabinet 
m  the  yeUow   room   among    the   curios    there   is   the 
air-cushion  that  was    kept    for    the    Prince  Regent    to 
at  on  when  he  had  the  gout.     There   is  the  identical 
penny  doU  the  Pnnce  of  Wales  wore  in  his  hat  when  he 
went  to  the  Derby  in  '67.    There  is  Queen  Anne's  favourite 
muffbox  ;  and  a  strip  of  the  shift  that  Mother  Brownrice 
was  executed  in.    There  are  the  she  :3  of  a  Derby  winner 
bred  and  owned  by  Lord  Algernon's  father ;    and  the 
pantaloons  worn  by  old  Q.  and  Lord  George  Bentinck  on 
the  memorable  day.    In  fact.  Mr,   Broke,  there  are  a 
thousand  and  one  things  too  numerous  to  refer  to     I 
shaU  be  very  happy,  sir,  personally  to  take  you  on  a  tour 
of  the  house  and  grounds  like  I  do  parties  of  excursionists." 
Humph  !     said  our  hero. 
"But,  you  know,  Mr.  Broke  "—Mr.  Breffit's  excited  voice 
suddenly  grew  pregnant  with  mystery—"  I  have  always 
maintamed  it  is  not  manners  that  maketh  man  so  much 
^  his  surroundmgs.    To-morrow  we  start  our  entertaining. 
There  is  a  ot  of  real  swells  coming  here,  friends  of  my  son's. 
They  would  never  have  thought  of  coming  to  my  pokev 
hole  and  comer  Uttle  house  at  Cuttisham,  but  here,  sir 
you  see  it  s  different.    They  are  all  real  slap-up  people' 
every  one,  sir.    You  would  not  be  ashamed  to  meet  them 
yourself.    I  wish  you  would  name  a  day  on  wnich  you  could 
come  over  and  dine  with  us.    And  we  could  find  you  a 
bed ;  no  end  of  room,  you  know.    I  have  just  been  looking 
put  who  these  friends  of   his  are.     All  their  names  are 
in  Hare  right  enough,  so  they  are  perfectly  safe." 
^  Humph  !  "  said  our  hero. 

"  Every  one  of  their  fathers  is  in  Hare.  And  there  is 
not  one  lower  m  rank  than  a  baronet,  and  he  is  all  right 
Decause  he  is  a  second  cousin  to  the  author.  But  of 
course,  you  and  I,  Mr.  Broke,  understand  the  real  v^ue 
S'^S  a  handle  to  one's  name.  It  is  not  worth  anything, 
tacUy  speaking,  but  the  worid  has  yet  to  find  that  out 
fw  u°.^  "  ^^^'  ^*  ^^^  gi^e  you  a  feeling  of  security 
that  whatever  they  may  say  or  whatever  they  may  do 
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has  tb-  sanction,  as  it  were,  of  their  social  position.  1 
think  it  is  good  for  my  son  to  choose  his  acquamtances 
from  among  the  'ighest  in  the  land.  A  man  is  known  bv 
the  company  he  keeps.  I  am  thankful  to  say.  my  son  has 
early  found  out  for  himself  the  great,  the  immense  value 
of  that  adage." 

"  Humph  !  "  said  our  hero. 

"  You  might  say  that  we  have  got  coming  to-morrow 
the  crime  de  la  crime,  the  real  Vere  de  Vere  as  it  were 
There  is  young  Woole-Sacke.  the  eldest  son  of  the  Earl  of 
Tre  Pol    and  Pen,  who  was  ennobled  for  the  humane 
considerktion  he  extended  to  all  wrong-doers,  no  matter 
how  well-connected  they  might  be,  that  were  brought 
before  'im.     That  is  a  fine  example  of  pecumary  reward 
overtaking  a  humane  and  high-minded  judge  who  never 
Sowed  wealth  and  station  to  interfere  with  his  unfailug 
courtesy.    That  is  a  great  thing  about  England  :  politeness 
costs  nothing,  but  it  may  mean  a  great  deal.    There  is 
also  the  eldeft  son  of  the  Earl  of  Beeston.    His  father  w^ 
ennobled  for  buUding  a  coffee   'ouse   m  which  a  roya^ 
princess  drank  the  first  mug.    He  mov^  in  the  select^ 
Sciety  in  London.    Member  of  the  Royal  Yacht  Squadron 
and  the  Jockey  Club,  and  all  that,  you  know,  and  his  nam 
S^  appeared  in  all  the  most  important  card  scandals  o 
the  last  ten  years.    There  is  no  doubt  about  'im.    Then 
there  is  ySung  Lord  Treadwell.  son  of  the  Marquis  of 
KSSe^minster'-^arpets,  you  know.    His  father  is  a  tnie 
philanthropist,  and  a  great  fnend  of  royalty.    It  k  no 
R  his  name  is  out  of  the  papers.    There  is  no  doub 
about  him  either.    In  fact,  there  is  no  doubt  about  y 
of  them.    Their  social  position,  sir,  is  unassailable.    Don 
vou  think,  Mr.  Broke,  that  my  son  'as  made  the  most  o 
Ws  time  to  collect  and  bring  together  such  a  very  desirable 
set  of  young  men  ?  " 

"  Humph  !  "  said  our  hero. 
At  this  point  the  proud  father  ^toPped.  His  vo  ub.h^, 
touched  with  an  intense  excitement  which  had  provok 
a  few  liberties  with  our  common  tongue,  came  sudden^^ 
to  an  end  just  as  our  hero  had  been  dnven  by  de  pair  to 
the  conclusion  that  it  was  never  gomg  to  end  at  aU.  m^^ 
Breffit  was  seen  to  pull  himself  up  by  a  violent  effort,   ne 
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coughed  in  an  uneasy  fashion,  and  began  to  wriggle  in  his 
chair  without  any  visible  cause  for  such  a  proceeding.  Our 
hero  regarded  him  with  a  stolid  gravity.  Now  he  was 
here  he  would  hear  the  fellow  out  to  the  bitter  end  !  After 
all,  It  threw  an  illuminating  flashlight  on  the  purlieus  of 
human  nature.  One  hardly  realized  into  what  fantastic 
shapes  the  aspirations  and  emotions  that  almost  might 
be  said  to  be  common  to  us  all  could  be  twisted  by  un- 
educated minds.  Breffifs  rather  astounding  revelation 
of  himself  was  not  without  value.  It  would  be  instructive 
to  near  the  fellow  out. 

"You  must  pardon  me.  Mr.  Broke,"  said  the  old  man. 
b^nmng  again  ma  voice  that  had  now  dropped  to  a  hoarse 
whisper,  but  I  think  the  time  is  now  come  when,  without 
impropnety,  I  can  speak  on  a  subject  that  has  been  in 
my  mmd  for  some  little  time  past.  Of  course,  sir,  speaking 
a.  one  man  of  the  world  to  another,  you  will  understand 
aitnost  without  my  calling  attention  to  the  fact,  that  in 
thes?dnyi  every  tub  is  allowed  to  stand  on  its  own  bottom 
as  It  were,  and  that  it  is  every  man  for  himself." 

Humph  !      said  our  hero. 
.^He  did  not  try  to  elucidate  this  piece  of  pregnant  reason- 

ci,  \i^^"i*T*^'"''.  ^  ^^""^  ^"^*^  ^^°^  you  what  I  mean, 
sir.  What  I  want  you  to  understand,  Mr.  Broke,  is  this  • 
wb  n  a  man  gets  to  my  time  of  life,  and  that  life  has  been 
as  successful  as  mine  has  been— I  think  I  may  make  that 
admission  to  you,  sir,  without  being  considered  boastful- 
he  may  begin  to  see  things  in  a  different  light  to  that  in 
which  he  was  inclined  to  look  at  them  when  he  was  younger 
JSlI  vou'^not%'°  "^^^  *°  '*°'  ^"^  "^"^  understand  that.  tit. 
"  Humph  !  "  said  oi-  hero. 

f>,llT  ^^l'  •*^?'"^  '"^  *^**  s°"  of  """e,  sir.     He  has  had 
H^e  best  upbringing  that  a  young  man  can  'ave  ;  he  mixes 

Sk        f  I  P^°P^^  '■    ^^  ^''Joy^  ^"  the  advantages  of 
wealth  ;  not  to  mention  the  minor  blessings  of  'ealth  and 

ofm?n"   M°"2'*V**°"-    ^"^  ^*  h^s  become  a  pet  scheme 
«,?Tk  '*  ux  ^°Hf'  ^y  ^^^  remaining  ambition,  you  might 

Kfl^t^^°''-  ^'J  ^^"" '''  '^^  ^y  °f  ^^^  settled 

m  uie  with  a  wife  whose  antecedents  are  unimpeachable 
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and— er—to  be  quite  frank  with  you.  sir,  who  is  capable 
of  giving  him  a  lift  in  a  social  sense.    It  may  seem  a  wUd 
S^lSme  to  you.  Mr.  Broke,  but  before  I  go  I  *J<>«W  hkc 
to  see  my  son  in-«r-a  fair  way  to-nsr-found  a  family. 
"  Humph  I  "  said  our  hero. 
The  old  man  was  exceeding  all  expectation. 
"  It  may  sound  a  bit  inflated  and  presumptuous  to  you, 
Mr.  Broke,  I  know  ;  but  you  must  not  forget  that  every- 
bodv  'as  to  'ave  a  beginning.    If  I  may  say  it  without 
Sg  offence,  sir,  even  the  famUy  of  Broke  'ad  to  ave 
I  beSnning.    And  what  I  ask  myself  is  this  :  why  should 
not  I.  old  Joe  Breffit.  now  that  I  'ave  the  ways  and  the 
means,  all  come  by  honestly,  mind  you,  and  in  the  sweat 
of  my  brow  as  it  were,  why  should  not  I  begin  hke  anybody 
else  ?    When  some  of  the  fathers  and  the  grandfathers 
of  the  young  men  who  are  coming  to-morrow  began  hie 
sir   thev  were  'ardly  better  than  I  am  myself.    But  look 
at 'them  now.    They  are  the  creme  de  la  creme,  the  real 
Vere  de  Vere.    And  I  'ave  lately  come  to  ask  myself  why, 
in  the  course  of  time  and  the  fulness,  the  name  of  Breffit 
should  not  rank  as  'igh  as  does  theirs  to-day  ? 

"  Humph ! "  said  our  hero.  „    „    ,        ^  a 

"  Those  are  my  feelings  on  the  subject.  Mr.  Broke.  And 
I  'ooe  you  will  be  patient  with  me,  and  not  think  I  am 
tresMSsing— trespassing  unduly  upon  your  valuable  time, 
iSe  u^n  consideration  I  have  c-me  to  the  conclusion 
that  y  "e  the  man  before  au  others  who  is  m  a 

position  to  'elp  me." 
"  HumVn !  "  said  our  hero. 

Our  surprised  but  not  flattered  gentleman  kmtted  to 
brows  into  \  pattern  of  fierce  perplemty. 

''  I  beg  y«)i^  pardon.  Breffit.  but  I  am  afraid  I  dent 
iinrlerstand  what  you  are  driving  at." 

'■  No,  sfr.  I  thought  you  might  not.  I  will  try  to  make 
mvself  a  Uttle  more  clear.  You  see,  it  is  hke  this,  Mr. 
Br^e-I  hope  you  will  not  think  I  am  exceedmg  *e 
bounds  of  good  taste  to  mention  a  smaU  matter  oi  tnis  ^ 
kind— but.  speaking  as  one  business  man  to  another,  f_  j 
you  aw^e  i^Taffw  months  ago  Mrs.  Broke  did  me^^  | 
,  honour  to  accept  a  loan  of  me  to  the  extent  of  soir  ^  w  ^ 
thousand  pounds  ?    The  matter  is  almost  too  tm;al  to| 
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mention.  It  was  just  in  the  ordinary  way  of  business 
you  know ;  she  wanted  it.  I  beUeve,  for  wme  htUe  pS 
speculation,  which  I  am  sorry  to  say  did  not  wme  off 

told  me  that  there  is  no  immediate  prospect  of  he?  S 
able  to  repay  it.  I  feel,  with  great  diffidencryou  ^dfunde? 
S"^'  "k*  *^*  ^^^y  ^  P^d^^^d  if  I  turj  to^u  ?or  a 
helping  hand  m  thislitUe  matter  that  is  so  near  rnyh^t 
Wheels  withm  wheels,  you  know,  sir,  as  the  saySgl^ 
Our  hero  said  "humph"  no  more.    His  eyS  dUated 
his  face  assumed  the  startled  expression  whkh  ^Jeral 

-woTnot'dare/' '  "'"'^^  "°'  *^  ^"^'  ^  '°°^-    ^h^-ah 
Mr.  Breffit  smiled  a  far-off  smile  within  himself. 
There  is  my  cheque  book.    I  can  easily  produce  if 
sir,  if  you  wish  to  see  it."  F«viuui>e  n, 

J^^hiJ^'S^  ^^itw  P^t^^""y-  ^"t  half  a  groan 
escaped  him.  His  unbehef  was  not  so  much  a  matter  of 
incredulity  as  of  disinclination.  °* 

''  What— ah— do  you— ah— propose  to  do  ?  " 
T        ?I°^^^  *°  *^°  nothing,  sir,  of  course.     But  if  I  mav 

K  b^^5ln°  T^'  ^  '"«S^^"°^-  The  scheme  I  wouM 
Wee  to  be  allowed  to  propound  would.  I  am  sure   be  to 

Trm'Sr?  "^'n*"^'-  •  ^"*  ^'''  «^'  I  mustT^e  yoir 

^  You  have  it,"  said  our  hero  shortly, 
si,  J°"  ^^  undertake  not  to  be-er-offended  by  it. 

"  Of  course." 

Our  hero  gave  a  grim  eye  to  liis  agent.    For  the  first 

L^to  whif '-^'^'^  'jr  ^^"»'  ^"^"  '^  completeneS 
as  to  what  a  cunning  feUow  this  old  Breffit  really  was 
The  supple  and  servile  adviser  of  twenty  years  in  ma^ 

Set  oS  r  ?r  ^^"*  *°  ^"-  forSCnXJ 
vaa  _acter  of  the  Jew-hke  usurer.    He  could  afford  to  snao 

r^-tCl.^?  ^^"  "°^'  ^^  *^«  -"^^  °f  weal^,  to  the 
ao  doubt  ^^*       ^^^"'y-    ^'  ^^  ^^°"*  *°  griAd  him. 
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sir.  what  I  'ave  in  my  mind  is  this,"  said  the  old 
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man  with  the  same  circumlocution,  the  same  odd  nervous- 
ness of  manner  that  our  hero  had  remarked  in  him  from 
the  beginning  of  the  interview.  "  Blood  without  money 
don't  count  for  much  nowadays,  does  it.  sir  ?  And  money 
Ukes  to  'ave  blood  to  back  it  when  it  can  get  it,  do«  it 
not,  sir  ?  Now,  why  should  not  you  and  I,  who  I  might 
sav  are  typical  of  the  two  sides,  if  you  wiU  pardon  the 
freedom,  enter  into  a  little  arrangement  for  our  mutual 

benefit  ? "  ^      ^^ 

"  Why  not  ?  "  said  Broke  the  obtuse.  .,,,., 

"  I  am  glad  to  'ear  you  say  that,  sir,  I  a™  »'|a««'i/, 
said  Mr.  Breffit,  with  a  fervent  air  of  relief  and  thankful, 
ness.    "  I  felt  sure,  sir,  you  would  see  it  in  that  light. 

"  What  is  your  little  arrangement,  Breffit  ? 

"  Well— er— you  see,  sir,  I— er— want  a  wife  tor  my 

"In  the  circumstances  that  does  not  strike  one  as 

unnatural."  ,,,,,.. 

"  I  want  you  to  elp  me,  Mr.  Broke. 

"  I— ah— have  no  qualifications  as  far  as  I  am  aware  to 
be  a  matrimonial  agent." 

"  You  have  daughters,  sir." 

"  Six  " 

Thev  looked  at  one  another.  Broke  looked  at  Breffit 
with  the  candour  and  self-possession  of  perfect  innocence. 
For  the  hfe  of  him  he  could  not  see  what  the  fellow  was 
driving  at !  Breffit  looked  at  Broke  with  a  weary,  anxious 
expression.  Delicate  suggestion  could  no  farther  go 
The  hint  was  as  broad,  as  direct  as  any  hint  could  be,  yet 
the  great  man  either  would  not  or  could  not  see  it. 

For  once  even  Mr.  Breffit  was  at  a  disadvantage.  He 
had  an  uneasy  consciousness  thai  this  matter  was  a  little 
outside  his  milieu.  He  did  not  know  quite  what  to  wy 
next  A  transaction  in  shares,  the  recovery  of  a  debt, 
the  terms  of  a  tenancy,  and  he  was  Prepared  to  revel  in 
the  facility  and  the  felicity  of  his  Irnguage.  B"*  t^osef  U 
of  expression  did  not  help  him  here.  He  must  be  delicate. 
vet  the  man  was  as  dense  as  a  wall. 

"  Don't  you  take  me.  sir  ?  "  he  said  at  last  in  despera- 
tion, shutting  one  eye  like  a  character  in  Dickens. 
"I  beg  your  pardon,  Breffit,"  said  our  hero  gravely. 
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„  P?°'*  y°"  understand  me,  sir  ?  " 

than  fer""  ^'^°"'"  °"  ^^'°  '^^^'^'^  "^<>^«  «^»vely 

at^fi  i^'q**  was  mortified.  Had  the  man  no  intelligence 
at  iUl !  Surely  it  was  not  necessary  to  say  in  so  manv 
worcb  just  what  was  in  one's  mind^  Between  c^tivafed 
people  It  was  hardly  usual  to  resort  to  such  an  extreme 

I  You  have  daughters,  sir." 

''  And  I  have  a  son,  sir." 
"  So  I  understand." 

^tTme^nT "'''"'  ^"^  ^°"  "ot-^r-exactly  see-^r- 


what 


onllis^net*'"  ^^  ^"'"'"^^  ^'^"""^  ^^"^^'^  ^'*^  ^  ^^n^s 

pa'tiin'uy."°'^  ^°"  '^""^^  °^  ^  ''^""'•"  '^'^  °"'  ^^'° 
confidJnci'  ""^  '^^'"'''  ''''"  ^^'^  ^'-  ^'^^^ '"  ^  burst  of 

I  h/Z*^^^  in  riddles.  I-ah-^annot  make  you  out. 
I  do  not  see  what  your  son  has  got  to  do  with  it  Do 
you-ah-wish  me  to  understand  that  Mrs.  Broke  bo^ 
rowed  th,s  money  of  him.  If  that  is  the  cSe.  why-ah-l 
not  say  so  m  as  many  words  ?  "  ^ 

Mr  Breffit  ran  his  fingers  through  his  sparse  hair.   How 
^     r^t'!  *°  be  delicate  with'a  man^of  this  iSdnfyT 

_,  1    s  not  a  question  of  the  money,  sir,  altogether." 
«,),o*  "°^^  question  of  the  money.  I  hardlv  know 

cou7srv^f  *  5^  was  getting  a  little  angry  also.  "  Of 
course,  you  may  depend  upon  it  that  I  shall  take  the 
SS  E'^'ty  °f--h-d>scharging  the-ah-obhgat  on 

l^over  W  ^^f  *°  ^?"x;  ^  ^°P^  '^^'^  ^»  '^  enough 
eu  over  from  the  lease  of  No.  3,  Broke  Street,  to  clear  of! 

you  will  ""^      ''  "^^^^  °'  *^°'  '^'^^^'  I-ah-trust 
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not  exactly  what  I  mean.    Really— «r— that  has  httle  or 
nothing  to  do  with  it." 

"  Breffit,  I  cannot  understand  you.  What  else  have 
we  been  talking  about  ?  I  certainly  understood  you  to 
be  propounding  a  scheme  by  v;hich  I — ah — could  pay  off 
the  debt  in  a  manner  convenient  to  us  both.  You  have 
not  made  it  very  clear,  but — ah— I  don't  doubt  it  is 
excellent.  Your  schemes  in  the  way  of  business  af" 
generally  excellent." 

"  They  are,  I  hope  and  trust,  sir.    But  if  you  will  pardo- 
mv  saying  it,  sir,  I  think  you  have  got  hold  of  the  wrn 
end  of  the  stick.    It  is  not  a  paltry  little  matter  of  a  tew 
hundreds  of  pounds  that  I  am  talking  of,  in  the  first  ph' 
We  will  leave  that  out  of  the  question  altogether.    Yju 
have  six  daughters,  and — er — I  have  one  son,  sir  ;  i'dmy 
son,  sir,  speaking  plainly,  is  pretty  well  off  at  the  p-  ^nt 
moment,  and  has  this  place  in  which  to  live.     In    >>nfi- 
dence,  Mr.  Broke,  I  think  it  is  only  right  to  tell  you  that  I 
have  made  over  this  house  to  him  in  my  own  lifetime,  and 
fastened  rather  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  million  upon  him 
for  the  upkeep  of  it.    And  I  may  say  that  at  my  decease 
there  will  be  another  quarter  of    a  million  for  hin  m 
addition,  or  even  more  ;  but  what  he  has  already  siould 
be  more  than  enough  for  him  to  marry  on  and  lead  the  Ii 
of  a  gentleman.    According   to  its  present  investments 
it  means  something  like   thirty  thousand  a  year,  sir; 
and  should  his  wife  object  to  my  presence  in  this  house, 
I  being  a  simple  and  homely  man,  sir,  and  always  have 
been,  like  my  father  before  me,  I  am  quite  prepared  to  go 
back  to  the  Uttle  hole  at  Cuttisham  above  my  office,  where 
I  have  lived  for  forty  years." 

In  an  impatience  of  spirit  that  was  no  longer  to  be 
restrained  Broke  rose  from  his  chair.  Old  Breffit  was  so 
persistently  mysterious,  so  persistently  unintelligible,  that 
one  would  almost  think  his  mind  was  giving  way.  He 
was  certainly  beginning  to  evince  many  signs  of  age. 
This  was  not  the  Breffit  of  Cuttisham  he  was  wont  to  look 
to.  This  was  not  the  far-seeing  and  acute  man  of  business 
who,  confining  himself  wholly  to  the  affairs  of  his  clients, 
had  the  knack  of  setting  forth  his  thoughts  in  the  most 
explicit  manner.    This  was  a  new  kind  of  Breffit  alto- 
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gether :  a  halting,  faltering,  fumbling,  prosing,  nervously- 
autobiographical  Breffit ;  an  uneasy,  aspiring,  great-deal- 
too-famiJiar  Breffit  who  gave  himself  airs.  There  could 
be  no  doubt  that  the  acquisition  ot  wealth  was  a  curse  to 
people  who  had  not  been  bred  to  its  enjoyment. 

He  could  endure  this  farce  no  longer.  He  took  up  his 
hat  and  tapped  his  riding  crop  against  h!s  gaiters. 

"  Good  morning,  Breffit." 

Mr.  Bref&t  lifted  his  sweating  face  up  tc.  him  in  the 
stress  of  a  last  appeal, 

"  Surely,  sir,  you  do  understand  me  ?  " 

"Confound  it  all.  my  dear  feliow.  what  is  there  to 
understand  f  " 

"  Ti  at  I  want  my  son  ti>  marry  one  oi  your  daughters 
—I  don't  care  which,"  Mr.  Bieffit  blurted  out  with  the 
sudden  and  dramatic  brevity  ot  his  great  desperation. 

Our  hero  stood  a  minute  in  ep  silence,  but  with  his 
mouth  open  wide  and  a  face  as  purple  as  Mr.  Breffit's  own. 
Suddenly,  and  still  without  utter  si g  a  word,  he  rammed 
his  hat  on  his  head,  swung  upon  lus  heel,  and  st.ilked  out 
of  the  house  at  such  a  pace  that  he  ran  the  imminent  risk 
of  knocking  down  a  serious  and  splendid  gentleman  in  the 
shape  of  a  footman  and  tramphng  him  beneath  his  feet. 
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Iphigenia 

BROKE  rode  two  miles  at  a  brisk  canter.  He  then 
for  no  visible  reason  reined  up  his  horse,  and  burst 
out  in  a  guffaw  of  laughter.  The  quality  of  this  mirth 
was  as  singular  as  its  manner.  It  had  the  hoUowness 
of  that  a  ghost  might  shake  out  of  its  thin  sides,  if  con- 
fronted with  its  own  reflection  in  a  mirror  in  the  middle 
of  the  night.  There  was  no  precise  reason  why  at  such  a 
moment  he  should  pause  for  amusement's  sake,  let  alone 
to  mnke  it  vocal ;  and  the  absence  of  motive  lent  a  slightly 
irrelevant,  a  slightly  ridiculous  air  to  the  proceeding.  When 
he  rode  on  again  he  appeared  to  be  laughing  at  his  own 
incongruous  behaviour. 

It  was  not  until  the  evening  of  that  day  that  he  could 
screw  up  his  resolution  to  the  point  of  talking  with  his  wife 
on  the  painful  topic  of  her  borrowing  two  thousand 
pcUiids  from  Mr.  Breffit.  The  other  consequences— the 
outcome,  he  supposed,  of  that  rash  act — he  could  not  put 
before  himself.  Events  had  been  moving  too  fast  for  him 
lately.  His  powerfully  balanced  and  beautifully  unemo- 
tional mental  system  was  in  danger  of  being  shaken  to  its 
base  if  this  sort  of  thing  continued  to  go  on.  There  was 
only  a  numb  ache  in  that  sensitive  portion  of  him  which 
rejoiced  a  fortnight  ago  in  the  possession  of  a  living  breath- 
ing actual  son.  Then  a  great  green  discoloration,  a  very 
bruise,  was  spreading  over  the  no  less  sensitive  part  that  was 
dedicated  to  his  sovereign  honesty.  That  Salmon  business 
was  a  facer ;  but  worse  a  hundred  times,  because  of  the  hint 
of  treachery  implied  in  it,  was  this  business  of  his  wife 
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stooping  to  borrow  money  behind  his  hart  «Wfk  k  *    ,  •  . 

s.^^ds.  it^b^^fd^So^^fpr^-hV?-- 

with  her  raisdemeanouJ^i^  K  ^^  ^'^"^'^^"t^d  her 
thousand  pS  she  admitted  ii'T^"^  "*  the  two 
had  seen  what  she  thou^t?o  S  fcS  r*"'-  ^^^ 
up  an  unconsidered  trifle  by  mea^s  of  .n^^f.  /■  '"^ng 
few  shares.  It  had  not  come  off  ^5  fl  ^P^^^^'?^  with  a 

such  was  her  habTofThSLSv  ShV^'*^^°^T"^ 
placid  over  it  •  not  af  oii  •    r^^*    ^"®  ^^^  perfectly 

£ith?heISlkshehaVspuf  "'^'^  *°  ™°S^«  ^^^  t«^^ 
h^.,do„e  it  before.    Bu.  w^I^eTe"ad'"„J,*?  ff.hii 

;;  Wherefore,  O  Sapient  ?  " 

Arata  si;;'^Hj°,l"^  *"''  *»'  ">=  l™  does." 

I-ah-don't  go  into  fine  points.  The  fact.  Jane,  should 
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suffice  that  as  long  as  you  use  my  name  I  am  responsible 
for  the  uses  to  which  you  may  put  it." 

"  Very  well,  my  Edmund,  for  the  sake  of  the  argument 
I  grant  it ;  but  I  still  reserve  my  right  to  forget  it  when- 
ever I  choose.  Does  the  virtuous  Mr.  Breffit  jwopose  to 
adopt  the  role  of  Shylock  ?  " 

"  He  does." 

"  He  proposes  to  sell  us  up  ?  " 

"  No,  he— ah — wants  his  pound  of  flesh  more  hterally." 

Our  hero  again  suddenly  broke  forth  into  the  guffaw 
he  had  checked  his  horse  to  employ.  It  burst  out  of  him 
in  just  the  same  irrational  fashion  as  in  the  country  lane. 

His  wife  was  startled  by  it.  She  then  noted  that  his 
eyes  were  sUghtly  bloodshot.  In  his  face  she  saw  the  ex- 
pression of  gray  weariness  that  had  been  first  observed 
there  so  recently.  She  had  a  pain ;  and  for  the  moment 
all  the  fight  went  out  of  her. 

It  was  Broke  who  made  an  end  of  the  brief  interval  of 
^lence  that  followed. 

"  We  put  ourselves  in  the  power,"  he  said,  "of  men  like 
these  and  they  do  not  hesitate  to  push  their  advantages 
home.  I  have  had  such  an  instance  of  the  man's  effrontery 
as  you  will  hardly  believe.    I  hardly  believe  it  myself." 

Mrs.  Broke  waited  with  a  calm  foreknowledge  of  what 
was  coming.    For  accuracy  of  guessing  she  was  famous. 

"  I— ah — don't  know  that  it  is  worth  while  to  tell 
you." 

"  You  will  be  wise  if  you  do." 

"  Very  well.  You  may  know  that  this  fellow  Brefi&t  has 
put  his  son  in  Algernon's  place  with  thirty  thousand  a 
year.  Well,  this  morning  he  was  kind  enough  to  suggest- 
he  says  he — ah — doesn't  mind  which — that  one  of  our  girls 
shotild  marry  him." 

Again  the  ghost  laugh  rang  hollow  in  our  hero.  His 
wife  looked  at  him  patiently  with  a  tender  quizzical  ex- 
pression. 

"  I  never  guessed  what  an  old  ruffian  he  was  until  I 
saw  him  this  morning  in  poor  Algernon's  place.  He  is 
completely  changed.  He  is  like  the  rest  of  his  tribe: 
money  has  poisoned  him.  He  was — ah — good  enough  to 
put  me  on  an  equality  with  himself.    Noblesse  oblige,  you 
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know,  Mr.  Broke.  I  could  hardlvstanrf  a    r    ,k  , 

laughed  in  his  face."  "^^^^y  stand  it ,  i~ah— nearly 

^l^'^  hh  hands  through  his  hair  wearily. 
^  Jat    could    I  ?      I-ah-took    up    my    hat    ..d 
^Ualjer  you  did  not  eir  on  the  side  of  civility.  n.y 

"  SfrtwT^  ^°*  ^  """^^  ^s  ^e  deserved-more  •  " 

•'  i"  ^  ^ui®  I— ah— suppose  it  has." 
consfnM^t  sold'up""^-    "^^  ""*  ^^^^  ^^^^^d-.  or 
"Surely  we  cannot  be  so  far  gone  as  that." 
..V  "^^'^^.J^ad  changed  dramaticaUy. 

bearlnL^tttMr'yr^^t^^'^T-    ^nd  I  want  you  to 
"  Rnt,^     -     Mr.  BrefiFit  is  our  largest  creditor." 

WWH^^""  'orget  No.  3.    We  are  selling  it  on  lease 
^  FHmn  TT  ^"  ^"^P  "^  to  hold  on  for  a  Wt." 
iiomund,  do  not  deceive  yourself.    We    are   mm 

gomised  far  more  deeply  than  I  tSyo^LlS      Mr" 

KvLSrJLS'^  ^  ^°°^^*  h^^«  ^^^  proppTfg  us  up 
„  J^y  h^  the  feUow  not  said  it,  then  ?  " 

i^ih|e^p;r£roff--r^^^^^ 

mayb^^ntl^rfr^'^'"^  *°  believe  it.    The  feUow 

Slahiir  ^;  ''"^  ^^,  '-^""^t  have  had  the-ah-folly 

I  SnSTt^Tad""    '^  '°P'"y  '"'^  ^  ^"™*  ^  ^^t-  TnemS!; 
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"  Not  mad,  my  Edmund.    If  madness  there  is  in  the 
matter  it  lies  in  us.    The  man  merely  moves  with  his  age. 
This  is  the  age  of  the  democracy." 
"  Faugh  !     You  disgust  me." 

"  Again,  my  Edmund,  for  the  hundred  thousandth  time 
it  is  my  disagreeable  duty  to  remind  you  that  this  is  not 
the  time  of  the  Plantagenets.  Persons  like  you  are  as  obsolete 
as  the  feudal  baron.  The  last  of  you  had  his  head 
cut  off  by  Oliver  Cromwell.  We  are  democrats  all  hvinj: 
in  the  golden  age  of  the  people.  We  must  be  prepared  to 
offer  up  our  Iphigenia  on  their  altars." 

"  I  don't  know  how  you  can  talk  so,"  said  our  hero, 
hoarsely.    "  It's  blasphemous." 

"  We'  are  confronted  with  the  bitter  truth.  When  Mr. 
Breffit  made  that  suggestion  this  morning,  he  showed 
his  hand.  He  could  have  added,  and  probably  would 
have  done  had  you  waited  to  hear,  '  Refuse  me  this  and ' 
sell  you  up  ! ' " 

"  My  God  !  you  think  that  ?  "  _^ 
"  I  am  perfectly  convinced  of  it." 
Broke's  chest  sank ;   speech  seemed  to  fail  him.    He 
was  compelled  to  take  what  his  wife  said  for  granted. 
It  was  her  duty  to  navigate  the  wretched  vessel  througli 
these  vast  and  deep  seas  of  an  infinite  complexity.    The 
requisite  patience  and  subtlety  were  beyond  him.    Thus 
when  the  cold  assurance  fell  from  her  lips  he  accepted  it, 
fantastic,  weird,  awful  as  it  was,  with  a  faith  that  was  un- 
questioning.   The  blow  shook  him  to  the  roots. 
"  I  should  suggest  Delia." 
His  wife's    brevity   was   s     pregnant    in    its   abnipt 
intrusion  on   his  thoughts  th^.  the  unhappy  gentleman 
was  startled  rather  painfully  cut  of  the  slough  in  which  he 
was  all  but  lost. 

He  shaped  a  word  with  his  Ups.    So  shaken  was  he  that 
for  the  moment  the  power  of  articulation  was  not  in  hira. 
Mrs.  Broke  could  interpret  the  word  if  she  could  not 
hear  it.  , 

"  The  matter  is  one  of  life  and  death,"  she  said.  i>a? 
lock  insists  on  his  pound  of  flesh.  He  has  only  to  speak 
and  we  are  houseless  and  homeless.  Covenden  will  pro- 
bably become  a  shooting  box  for  his  son." 
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Implacably  she  watched  the  barb  sink.  The  capacity 
he  had  so  long  admired  in  her  of  being  able  to  act  purely 
from  considerations  of  expedience  was  standing  her  in  good 
stead  at  this  moment.  She  had  made  up  her  mind  to  be 
ruthless.  Half  measures  would  be  fatal.  The  wretched 
victim  must  be  pierced  and  mutilated  if  ultimately  he  was 
to  issue  forth  to  his  salvation.  His  pride  must  be  nailed 
to  the  tree. 
"  I  suggest  Delia." 

"  You  don't  know  what  you  are  saying,  woman." 
"  You  have  six  girls,  but  only  one  Covenden." 
"  Ugh  !    Breffit,  shc:king  young  cad." 
"^  So  I  believe.    The  heathen  deities  are  not  nice." 
II I  cannot  do  it,  I  will  not  do  it.    The  idea  revolts  me." 
"  You  have  considered  fully  the  unhappy  alternative  ?  " 
In  his  distress  our  hero  rose  from  his  chair  to  stride 
about  the  room.    She  watched  his  grotesque  figure  as  it 
lurched  up  and  down  the  carpet.    There  was  a  wan  smile 
on  her  lips.    A   pair  of  wild  horses   had   been  hitched 
to  the  unyielding  thing  he  called  his  pride,  and  she  was 
lookmg  on  at  the  savage  spectacle  of  it  being  rent  asunder. 
Something  of  the  sensation  was  hers  of  an  ancient  Roman 
witnessing    a    massacre    of    Christians    in    the   amphi- 
theatre. 

The  victim  had  to  choose  between  the  ancestral  home 
of  his  race  and  one  of  the  sacred  emblems  of  it.  He  must 
sacrifice  Covenden,  or  he  must  sacrifice  a  daughter.  The 
horrid  bloody  Moloch  when  he  makes  his  demand  will  not 
be  fobbed  off ;  he  insists  on  the  letter.  The  demand 
must  be  met  with  a  strip  of  our  flesh  or  the  hot  tears  of  our 
hearts. 

"  Why  Delia  ?  "  he  stopped  suddenly  to  ask  in  the 
fierce  height  of  his  torment.  "Why  she  more  than 
another  ?  " 

"  She  is  the  youngest." 

"That  is  no  reason.  Or  if  it  is  a  reason  it  points  the 
other  way." 

II  She  is  not  quite  so  dependable  as  the  others." 

How  ?    What  do  you  mean  }  " 
A  fortnight  ago  he  could  not  have  brought  himself  to 
put  such  a  question.    But  the  phenomenal  has  only  to 
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happen  to  us  once  to  change  us.  The  act  of  his  son 
had  smeared  over  and  defaced  for  ever  the  beautifully  ruled 
chart  of  human  behaviour  it  had  been  his  mvanable  habit 
to  consult.    Dating  from  that  he  had  no  bearings  by  which 

"  Her  tutor  has  done  her  no  good,  I  regret  to  say." 
"  Tutor,  tutor  !    What  tutor  ?    What  do  you  mean  ?  " 
"  I  refer  to  the  man  Emma  sent  to  coach  her.    The 
wretched  child  has  fallen  violently  in  love." 

A  fortnight  ago  he  would  probably  have  informed  his 
wife  she  was  a  fool  in  just  so  many  words,  for  permitting 
herself  to  evolve  such  a  theory  in  regard  to  a  daughter  of 
his  house.  Now  he  could  only  resume  his  peregrination 
of  the  room  with  another  nerve  laid  bare.  The  world  in 
which  he  had  lived  for  sixty  peaceful  years  was  falhn? 
in  upon  him.  The  dust  of  it  was  runmng  up  his  nostrils 
and  down  his  throat ;  it  seemed  to  thick  his  blood.  The 
d6bris  was  falKng  upon  him  too  ;  mighty  blocks  of  it  had 
pinned  him  already.  They  were  breaking  his  ribs  against 
the  very  walls  of  his  heart.  If  this  sort  cf  thing  went  on, 
his  veins  must  snap  and  he  would  have  to  die. 

With  our  hero  continuing  to  stagger  up  and  down  the 
room  and  shaking  it  heavily  with  every  fall  of  his  foot,  his 
wife  withdrew  her  attention  from  his  strange  figure  and  wrote 
a  letter.  It  was  a  brief  note  of  invitation  to  Mr  Breffit 
the  younger ;  it  craved  the  pleasure  of  his  company  at 
luncheon  at  two  o'clock  on  the  foUowing  Saturday.  On 
signing  it  she  summoned  him  to  read,  while  she  addressed 

an  envelope.  ,   ,       n   . 

She  finished  her  task  a  full  two  nunutes  before  Broke 
had  finished  his,  brief  as  it  was.  When  he  returned  the 
note  she  was  oppressed  by  the  coldness  of  his  hands. 

"  Give  me  a  bit  of  time."  he  said  in  a  voice  she  could 
hardly  hear.  "  Time  to  think  it  over.  Mustn't  decide 
it  to-night.    No  need  to  decide  it  to-night." 

"Yes,  Edmund,  to-night.  We  must  make  up  our 
minds  here  and  now.  We  can  then  put  it  away  from 
us  once  and  for  all.  It  is  Uke  having  a  tooth  drawn,  you 
know ;  have  it  pulled  at  the  first  twinge  to  save  much 

"  Yes,  it's  right  I  daresay.  Always  right,  Jane,  m  these 
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tiling;    But  I  am  in  no  mood  to-night.     Tfs  late   Sav* 

It  untd  to-morrow     Our  heads  will  bl  clearer."  * 

wo,  tdmund,  to-night.    Let  us  have  done  with  \t     it 

u.  the  only  way.    We  spare  ourselves  if  we  do  '  '       " 

mo^'sttn^^LJ""^"*^'  ^^^^^^'"^'^  ^-^«  -t  -  his 

ri^^in'S  tetSTgJat ^*'  ^"^  «-^  '  '--?  ^" 
^^His  wife  met  him  with  a  straight  figure  and  staunch 

"  Y°"  seal  your  doom,  Edmund." 
Let  them  do  their  worst,  and  curse  them." 

him  T^-^f  °''i  °^  *^^  '■°°™-  The  door  slammed  behind 
hun.  A  httle  afterwards  a  second  door  slammS  far  aw^v 
m  he  house.    By  the  dull  and  heavy  claT  Mr?  Rr^i 

raonS^g  ^  ^''^  ™""*«^  *°  t^°  °f  the  May 

and^S^^^  '^'.^^^'^  "P  *he  pen  for  the  second  time 
and  rewrote  word  for  word  her  invitation  to  Mr.  Breffit- 
S^^  theff'l?/  room  dropped  the  letter  in  the^^ 
0^  the  hall ;  and.  proceedmg  to  the  housekeeper's  rbom 

SrgJSfTcu?';,f1er  ^  "^'*'"*  ^  spiritramp.rd 
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CHAPTER  XXVI 

In  which  Two  Matrimonial  Richmonds  take 

the  Field 

THREE  days  later  the  crowning  glory  of  England, 
its  press,  and  the  most  radiant  section  of  that 
emblem,  Lhe  halfpenny  journal,  was  seUing  Uke  hot  cakes 
with  the  aid  of  a  spicy  biU  of  fare.  With  pregnant  Roman 
capitals  as  black  as  thunder,  every  sooty  traveller  of  the 
Underground,  every  struggler  for  the  ommbus,  every 
patron  of  the  Tube,  every  habiiui  of  the  Aerated  Bread 
shop  and  chop  house  of  the  City  was  bidden  to  the  ban- 
quet. There  could  be  no  doubt  as  to  the  stimulating 
nature  of  the  feast.  "A  Thames  Bubble— CoUapse  o 
the  Thames  Valley  Goldfields  Syndicate— Meeting  ot 
Shareholders— Stormy  Scenes— Remarkable  Speech  of  a 

Director."  ,    ^         , 

Here  was  meat  for  the  halfpenny  clientele  to  gloat  upon 
Our  hero's  excursion  into  eloquence  was  reported  entire. 
His  periods  were  rounded  and  his  coherence  embellished 
by  the  arts  of  journalism,  but  nothing  could  bereave  his 
utterances  of  their  innate  and  peculiar  quaUty  and  ot  the 
naivetd  of  him  who  gave  them  forth.  As  one  organ  took 
occasion  to  declare  in  a  leading  article,  The  quaint 
spectacle  of  a  guinea  pig  waving  aloft  the  banner  of  punty, 
and  calling  down  fire  from  heaven  upon  the  heads  ot  iis 
kind,  was  enough  to  make  the  British  public  sit  up  and 
purr."  The  inciter  of  this  feline  feat  awoke  to  find  him- 
self more  notorious  than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  life  betore. 
The  iUustrated  press  came  out  with  pictures  of  lum  m 
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Z^ZsTl  :torTT^A  *l«  1'^"°-^  Society 
Hacf  Kicked  at  Etol  Z^rf  ^^  ^  ^*«  ^^om  He 
to  its  readers  the  ki^d  of'shJ^n.  *"^u  ^'^'*"«*  ^«^«aled 
forever  the  vexed  qul?Lnwr.!.  t^  ^'  "^.^'  ^"^  ^^t^^d 
in  the  middJe  or  at^hl  s.de  '  ''°''  ^''  hair  parted 

Grosvenor  Street  4th  AunT?  *°  '^t"^  *  ^"""t^'ght  at 
presented,  and  whrwouM  ^k  ""^  *^^*  ^^«  "^ight  be 
Sbly  bitt;rTarrW  ^refe^^^^^^^  ''T^  ^'*^  ^"^Ves- 
that  she  was  any  haoni^r  If  k  *°  '^^^  ^*  ^°™e.  Not 
and  animation  had  S  co.^i'nrH '  """L  ^°^  °^  ^^^""^ 
as  well  as  her  Uncle  Ses^hi/  "P°"  ^7  °*^^^  P^^Pl^ 
in  which  she  took  an  infere^t  Ind?.5^^'S  *°>  "°t^i"« 
her  pinched  and  listless  look  Jew  to.  ^k^''^  ^^^^  P^^^^ 
regarded.  ^^^  *°°  obvious  to  be  dis- 

ni"  C  Sy  Utid  'tr  *'•!  ^^""  °^  ^-  "«happi- 
filled  with  scorn  The  ri«  1-  ^^^'  '''^'^^'  *^«y  ^^^ 
byfarthemost^ievov^thevhfH"  ""^^^  '^^^^^^  was 
could  hardly  beSve  °t  of  oL  !,?  "^^^  ^^^  *°  ^^'■-  They 
sembled  the^  one  and  aS  so"xa^«v  -"in  on""'i  *^'"^  "' 
must  have  designed  to  be  one  of  [heii  dan  ''Trv"'^'"^ 
only  ascribe  it  to  her  having  fh^L  «!  .  \  ^"^^  <=°"^d 
those  lashes  that  curied  up  at^^e  endf'^TK^  ^^'  ^y^''  ^"^ 
grateful  that  they  were  wiJhont  ?£    ^^^^  ^^^^^  humbly 

what  the  possessLTtlTem  meant     1^'"  J^*  '-'^  '^^ 
supposed,  such  thines  arfiL?     i"      ,'■  ^^  *^^y  shrewdly 

aUowed  by  judges  Jfbe^n^iSs  o?  J"'^^  "^^^^^^  ^^^ 
ears  in  a  bill  terrier  or  TwLi^*"*^'  ^  ^^""^  P^^^ked 
began  to  see  the  force  of  tw  T  '"  ^.  ^"^^'P^P.  they 
were  wont  to  coSo k  t We  v'es 'nhir'f"'"'  '^^^ 
beautiful,  it  was  verv  diffirnU  i^l"  .  '^  y°"  ^ere 
their  own  opim^nfS,- .  *°  ^  S°°^-    Not  that  in 

than  anybody  eke  ^     "^'''  ''''""  ^^'  ^^  ^^  "«Iy 

to  Cove'SrrSr  InTnnTr^  ^"^^^^le.    She  was  sent 

ioanhad^2^-a^SfdTy%-rnkTh^eLX^^^^^^^^ 
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she  was  allowed  to  retain  her  privUeges  in  regard  to  their 
common  J^m  ^^  ^^^  ..  .^^^ 

deUven^g  judgment  betore  the  court.    "If  u  were  not 
this  room  should  be  forbidden  her. 

A  sUght  sigh  of  relief  was  heard  to  pass  round  the  earnest 
assembly,  and  Harriet  rose  hurriedly  to  quit  it  lest  any 
body  should  see  there  were  tears  m  her  eyw. 

The  same  Spartan  resolution  was  extended  to  Billy, 
the  hero  with  the  godlike  attributes,  whose  radiance  had 
dwzled  them  from'  the  time  they  first  crawkd  on    he 
nursery  floor.    It  tore  their  very  hearts,  but  anything 
TnX  nature  of  a  command  from  their  father  was  their 
wXit  conception  of  law.    So  obedient  were  they  to 
Kandat"  o?i  the  cruel  subject,  tha*  "o^only  ^d  they 
refrain  from  breathing  the  name  of  their  brother  in  ks 
ryt^nce  but  bv  a  tacit  consent  it  was  bamshed  m  their 
rnTa?"nt'eluL.    Delia,  it  is  true.  ^-^^^,^1^^;^ 
herself  as  to  mention  it  once,  but  such  terrible  freezing 
glaTces  had  she  received  for  her  pains  that  they  did  n 
think  she  would  venture  to  do  so  again.    Their  mothe 
aSJ  had  certainly  spoken  of  him  several  t^me^/n  ^he. 
hiring.    But  their  perfect  loyalty  to  their  father  forbade 
S  taking  pleasure   in  these   occasions.    They  could 
not  even  hale  them  with  relief.    Their  brother's  name 
Tthe  mouth  of  their  mother  was  lacking  m  authenticity 
U  had^ever  been  possible  for  them  to  exalt  her  to  th 
side  of  their  father  in  the  shrine  of  their  idolatry.    In  he. 
way  she  was  perhaps  more  dignified,  more  unapproach^ 
Tku  %nH  less  easv  to  Ret  on  with;  but  with  all  these 
^"'t^'sh^had^otth'at  natural,  impregnable,  lofty  ^endour 
£  had  he.    The  truth  was  that  no  human  b«ng  had. 
Their  father  had  that  innate  and  "^tive  something  that 
rendered  him  supreme.    The  king  could  do  no  wrong. 
5e  wS  all  justice^,  all  v     bin.  aU  charity   -»  tender^^ 
and  watchful  love.    If  he  had  asked  one  of    hem  to  plac 
her  right  hand  between  the  glowing  bars  uf  t.e  fire  ^e 
would  have  done  so  at  once,  and  ^l^ve-^^l^* '.^Hlv  knTw 
flinchingly  until  told  to  take  it  out.  ^T]}«y  ^J^t  y^^^^^^^^ 
in  what    degree  they  were  mortifying  their  instincts  Dy 
banishing  the  fair  image  of   their    brother.     But  their 
deity  demanded  it ;  they  asked  no  morei 
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they  had  a  natural  curiosity  to  eaSe  uSfn  fh^"**  ^P" 
who   had    wroueht    thek    hrrihi^    ^"  ^^  creature 

The  pictures  in  their  minds  coincided  exartlv  u^fh  *i  I 

*^uld  at  least  have  been  exciting.    But  the  child  Sr 
aunt  wrote  to  her  mother  immediately  on  her  retSn  fn 
a  letter  not  overburdened  by  delicacy,  had  Sen  Suv 
dull,  uninterested,  and  uninspired  by  dances  and  n^rf ?./ 
^i  «r   ?\  I>rawing.room    itself     ^tLughWs 
dr^,  altered  the  season  before  last  to  fit  jieXd  iSSn 
altered  agam  so  cunningly-she  was  nearer  in  .iz^n  S 
than  any  of  the  rest-that  it  fitted  her   o^SrSSon  ^and 
JTJ'^'-^'^'''l  ^^^  ^^'"^  ^Pe^i^lly  out  Knd  Street 
and  had  done  her  hair  in  a  beautiful  mnner.  aS  her  aunt 
ft  t^^^u'J-  '*""S^  °^  P^a^ls  to  put  round  hS  throat  « 
^e  child  had  none  of  her  own.  the  maid  who  had  dressed 
her  was  prepared  to  swear  that  she  could™  i  induced 
to  look  m  the  cheval  glass  at  the  figure  she  ^rc^nted 
Asher  aunt  said,  such  an  unnatural  childVever  wS  Sv^* 
Ag^m  It  was  averred  that  she  went  thrS  thlSr^oTv 
wjhout  asking  a  question  or  betraying  thi  leSt  cuStv^ 
without  getting  flurried  or  exhibiVinl  any  ^rtSon 
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at  all  Even  when  she  made  her  curtsey  to  the  Presence, 
and  touched  the  rather  fat  hand  of  Royalty  with  her  h^. 
cS?  Saved  no  symptom  of  nervousness,  nor  blushec:; 
nor  hSSat?d  nor  sDed  the  slightest  disposition  to  tnp 
nvlr  Sr  trSn  As  her  aunt  said,  her  conduct  all  through 
Sc  Jay  waS' ^^««vable.  unchristian  and  quite  un- 
woVbv^of  human  nature.    She  could  only  explam  .t  on 

tt  fell  s^ptom  had^>een  discovered  by  her  lynx-eyed 
natroness     feS  could  be  little  doubt  it  wa^.  the  result 
S^'mt^nu. t.us  system  of  inter-marriage  which  so  long 
had  V-^rthe  bane  of  old  families.     Even  now  the  gifted 
bu?  .rirently  practical  lady  had  been  moved  to  write 
a  brr  hui    on  tfe  pamful  subject ;  it  would  hit  the  House 
of  I  ords  harder  than  it  had  ever  been  hit  before.    Al  o 
U  woiS  hit  it  in  its  tenderest  spot.     In  the  melancholy 
rrumsta^ces^  her  aunt,  had  come  to  the  coru^^usion   re 
luctantlv  to  the  conclusion,  that  it  wou.  .  - x-  jutile,  a  w^  . 
IStSl^^nS  money,  to  seek  t.  amchora.    aer  ir^^s^  . 
by  sending  her  to  a  seat  of  fern;'-  \c.  .i..  ^       ;],*  ""^^t?! 
Sision  of  a  long  and  energelK  ^^X -;:;^*f  ,;^"^  J^ 
Bosket  said  that  never  before  j>  it    o  .    ^-  ;  ^g^^. 
to  her  with  such  overwhelmn . ;  *  ■  p  •-  ^'  !; ;    5^n  the 
tages  were  under  which  her  .^.u.. n-b -...;>    -;^  J  t 

£^aSr:tcl^;:^^?tclo.rin^^o 
"^Mk  "although  she  returned  duly  fortified  wdth  the 

?e="lbouner%n;e°mt^^^^^^ 
Ss  were  paler;  she  was  -ore  lackadaisica  la^^^ 
could  hardly  be  got  to  utter  a  word.    Her  conversa 

356 


TWO  MATRIMONIAL,   KICHMONDS 

alternated  between  the  limits  of  yes  and  no,  a  rather 
abrupt  mental  range  tliat  lent  cow>«ar  to  the  uncompro- 
mising theory  of  her  aunt.  She  w«r  t  orf  to  walk  all  day 
by  herself,  .>nly  reap^jearing  at  the  hours  set  apart  for 
meals,  and  when  she  <iid  so  it  was  only  a  formal  act  in  her, 
for  she  madf  no  pretew  «s  of  eating  them.  Not  only  did 
she  shun  the  society  ot  uer  sisters,  but  also  that  of  every 
human  being. 

There  was  one  sliglit  alteration  in  her,  however,  which 
her  sisters  allowed  to  l^e  for  the  better.  She  no  longer 
permitted  herself  that  undue,  that  licentious  indulgence 
in  tears.  They  did  not  lie  so  near  the  surface  ;  quite 
a  chance  allusion  would  no  longer  call  them  forth  ;  while 
it  was  to  be  deduced  from  the  absence  of  a  red  inflamma- 
tion about  her  eyelids  that  she  did  not  spend  so  many 
hours  in  her  bedroom  in  private  weepings.  It  could  at 
least  be  said  of  her  that  she  had  brought  back  a  keener 
sense  of  decency  from  the  London  season. 

One  day  a  strange  man  sat  down  to  luncheon  with 
them,  a  man  whom  they  could  not  remember  to  have  seen 
before.  He  was  a  rather  good-looking  person,  ^'"ung, 
handsome  in  a  florid  style ;  he  was  very  carefully 
dressed,  his  every  hair  was  in  place.  Mr.  Breffit 
was  his  name,  and  their  father,  as  so  often  of  late 
was  his  wont,  hardly  said  a  word  throughout  the  meal. 
Their  mother,  as  was  usual  with  her  when  there  was  a 
stranger  present,  was  in  great  conversational  feather, 
and  singularly  enough  she  made  one  or  two  quite  flatter- 
ing references  to  DeUa,  who  had  the  strange  man  for  her 
neighbour,  and  seemed  to  insist  in  her  delicate  way  that 
Deha  should  converse  with  him.  Their  surprise  and 
consternation  were  complete.  Never  before  had  one  of 
them,  not  even  Joan  herself,  been  singled  out  for  public 
notice  by  the  august  president  of  their  destinies.  And 
Deha  of  all  people  ! 

"The  child  is  so  shy."  said  her  mother  to  Mr.  Breffit 
with  a  delightful  ringing  laugh,  and  it  had  that  note  of 
archness  in  it  which  showed  she  was  at  her  best ;  "  a  man 
always  overawes  her.  He  has  the  effect  the  mouse  had 
on  httle  Miss  Muffet.  Was  it  a  mouse  or  a  spider,  I  am 
sure  I  forget  ?    Now,  Mr.  Breffit,  I  look  to  you  not  to 
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frighten  her  away.    Speak  to  her  nicely,  ^nd  t^n  she 
wiU  understand  that  you  ar«  not  going  to  bite  her. 
Atal»t  immediately  Mr.  Breffit  made  an  impassioned 

allusion  to  the  weather.  *   „  tu^ 

It  was  their  mother,  however,  who  had  to  sustain  the 
chief  share  in  the  talk.    Without  her  aid  there  would 
have  been  hardly  any  conversation  at  all.    Delia,  in  spite 
of  her  new  honLrs,^ever  allowed  herself  to  go  beyond 
the  limits  prescribed  by  her  habitual  '  yes     and     no. 
Mn  Breffit  also  did  not'seem  to  be  gifted  ^th  powers  of 
fny  remarkable  range.    He  confined  himself  to  one  topic 
mainly,  and  that  a  rather  abstruse  one,  on  which,  to  do 
Sm    ustice.  he  reajly  talked  very  well.    Did  they  know 
S™and.So  of  Such-ind-Such  ?    He  was  a  very  old  and 
cherished  friend  of  his.    He  had  just  been  spending  a 
fortnight  at  Such-and-Such.    The  number  of  people  who 
hankered  for  him  as  a  guest  was  wonderful ;  his  comments 
upon  them  and  their  houses  were  very  flattering  indeed, 
Tthat  his  conversation  was  not  unlike  and  lust  as  enteP 
taining  as  a  society  newspaper  read  doud.    And  when 
he  x^  not  effusive  he  could  be  patronizing     His  amiable 
vein  of  patronage  was  placed  at  the  service  of  those  persons 
whS  scarcely  could  be  said  to  be  fixed  stars  in  the  shining 
drcle  of  wSch  he  himself  was  a  planet.    When  he  men- 
t  onid  them^  as  by  the  gentle  but  unseen  arts  of  his  hostess 
he  was  iTio  do  presently,  he  revealed  a  not  unpleas.ng 

'"'JB?t'aftS*'S.  one  doesn't  know  them,  you  know, 
although  one  runs  up  against  them  sometimes  was  a 
phrase  he  enunciated  with  a  gusto  that  charmed  her. 

"  You  were  at  Cambridge  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes ;  three  years  at  Tnmty,  mostly  wasted  I  am 

afraid  " 

•'  Forgive  me  if  I  differ.  Did  you  meet  a  young  man 
of  the  name  of  Porter,  may  I  ask  ?  He  was  of  your 
college,  and,  I  beUeve.  contemporary.        ^  ^.     ,     „„  :_ 

•'  lorter-Porter."  Mr.  Breffit  knitted  his  brows  in 
deep  meditation.  "  Porter-let  me  see.  I  ^eem  to  know 
fh«»  name  •  but  Trinity,  of  course,  is  not  a  small  couege. 
iLSe^e  there  was  a  man  of  that  name  who  rowed  bow 
in  one  of  the  boats." 
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Mr.  Breffit  pondered  profoundly. 

"  He  comes  from  Cuttisham.  His  father  is  a  book- 
seller there.    No,  I  suppose  you  would  not." 

"  No,  of  course,"  said  Mr.  Breffit  with  alacrity.  "  It 
is  hardly  likely."  ^ 

"Still,  as  he  came  from  this  neighbourhood,  and  he 
went  to  the  same  college  about  the  same  time,  I  thought 
you  might  perhaps.  I  am  interested  in  him  because  he 
IS  a  sort  of  prot6g6  of  my  sister-in-law.  She  predicts 
great  things  of  him.  I  refer,  of  course,  to  Lady  Bosket, 
the  author  of  Poses  in  the  Opaque.  I  think  I  betray  no 
secret  when  I  say  that  he  owes  it  to  her  that  he  found 
his  way  to  Cambridge." 

"  Porter,  Porter— ah,  yes,  of  course  I  remember.  There 
was  a  man  of  the  name  of  Porter,  now  you  mention  him  ; 
a  very  harmless,  quiet,  reading  man.  although  I  can  hardly 
recall  him." 

"  I  should  think  he  would  be.  But  I  gather  that  you 
did  not  know  him  very  intimately." 

"  Not  very." 

Mr.  Breffit  added  to  the  significance  of  his  tone  a  gesture 
of  poUte  deprecation. 

"  A  recluse  probably  ?  " 

"  I  really  don't  know,  but  I  should  say  he  was." 

"  Was  he  well  thought  of  in  the  University  ?  " 

II I  really  don't  know,  but  I  should  say  not." 

"  You  surprise  me.  My  sister-in-law  will  be  disappointed 
if  he  does  not  do  well." 

"  It  is  quite  probable  he  was  clever.  Outsiders  mostly 
are." 

Her  object  achieved,  Mrs.  Broke  changed  the  topic. 

"  How  is  your  father  ?  " 

In  spite  of  the  armour  of  his  self-esteem,  the  young  man 
was  disconcerted  by  the  suddenness  of  the  question.  He 
relapsed  upon  a  slight  uneasiness,  which  in  one  of  his 
splendid  self-possession  was  not  expected.  Under  her 
perfectly  frank  and  demure  gaze  a  shade  of  tawny  deepened 
in  him. 

"  I  have  not  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  him  for  quite 
a  long  time,"  she  said,  to  soften  a  certain  awkwardness 
in  the  pause. 
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"  I  was  not  aware  that  you  knew  him."  said  Mr.  Breffir 

languidly. 

"  He  has  been  a  particular  friend  of  Mr.  Broke's  for 

twenty  years.' 

"  Oh  yes,  I  daresay." 

There  was  a  faint  but  firm  implication  in  the  air  of  Mr, 
Breffit  that  he  would  thank  her  to  dismiss  the  subject. 

Our  hypercritical  young  gentleman  had  already  made 
up  his  mind  that  he  had  never  been  so  bored  in  his  lite. 
He  supposed  that  old  county  families  were  all  very  well 
in  their  way,  but  if  this  menage  was  a  fair  average  specimen 
of  what  they  were  in  general,  long  might  he  be  spared 
from  contact  with  them !  To  begin  with,  the  place  itself 
seemed  to  smell  of  about  three  centuries  behind  the  present. 
The  musty  old-world  atmosphere  was  excellent  doubtless, 
but  he  was  not  sure  whether  he  would  not  prefer  to  dis- 
pense with  a  few  hnks  in  his  pedigree,  and  rub  along 
without  it.  There  was  the  pompous  overbearing  old  bird 
of  a  father  at  the  far  end  of  the  massive  mahogany,  who 
never  by  any  chance  spoke  a  word  to  anybody,  but 
swilled  ale  and  gobbled  away  at  beef  with  a  very  wide 
mouth,  a  kind  of  combination  of  a  butcher  and  a  farmer, 
with  a  face  the  colour  of  a  piece  of  raw  liver,  and  a  nose 
on  him  like  the  handle  of  a  door.  Then  there  were  halt 
a  dozen  girls,  whom  he  took  to  be  his  daughters,  without 
exception  the  ugliest  set  of  women  he  had  ever  seen.  They 
were  all  nose  and  elbow.  They,  too,  never  by  any  chance 
opened  their  mouths  except  for  purposes  of  eating,  which, 
to  do  them  justice,  they  did  with  marked  effect.  One 
of  them  sat  beside  him,  and  when  he  tried  to  talk  to  her 
she  said  "  yes "  and  "  no."  However,  to  give  credit 
where  credit  was  due,  the  mother  was  a  bit  better.  You 
would  not  exactly  call  her  a  beauty,  but  she  did  not  seem 
to  be  such  a  bad  old  sort.  She  was  rather  pleasant  to  talk 
to,  although  she  had  a  foolish  habit  of  asking  questions. 

Still  all  these  disabilities  paled  their  significance  before 
the  luncheon.  He  could  truthfully  say,  speaking  out 
of  a  long  and  varied  experience,  it  was  the  very  worst 
lunch  to  which  he  had  ever  sat  down.  The  one  they 
chucked  at  you  at  Lord's  for  half-a-crown  was  a  repast 
by  comparison.     No  table  napkins,  no  knives  for  the  fish, 
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fit  for  the;i|^.^^^Th°et^tU^^^^^^ 

as  a  funeral.  It  wfs  '  Ef  ^  '^''^^'  ^°^  ^  «1°^ 
anybody  would  have  ^iitaS  T^^^^^^^  thought 
people  in  the  position  thev  w^rt  /  °  P,"*  °"'  ^"^  how 
the  face  to  doK  dM  nof  W  FfT^  *°  "^^u^P^  ^^^ 
before  the  Conquest  meant  0,0  i  ^  1^/^  "^^  ^^^t  being 
father  was  suralhSn^'     dl'ou^dt'/^  P°°^'  ^^^^  °^' 

^SiaTSS  X'lf  tSr^  --  V  ^-  ^-  ^n 
two  men  he  had  never  seen  befn^^''^"  ?  ^^'  '^'^'  ^Y 
attention  from  his  TmmeSL  n^S  '^'^^'^  *°  ^^5*'"^^*  his 
misshapen,  funny  -  CSn^^ntL  0"^  was  an  oldish, 

and  doth  gaiters^wS,  a  Jaw  in'r'  '"^  't^^^^  tweeds 
impression  of  him  was  that  h^  '"  ^''  '"^'^t^-  Your  first 
luck  who  was  K:J  for  a  lor  Yr°"^  '^^^  °"  ^« 
confirmed  when  you  notked  how  J°"^^  ^P^ession  was 
and  how  fat  was  his  nose  nrinU  ^fu"^  ^['  ^y^  ^^ere, 
there  could  be  no  doubTaboilThlt  '^  ""'"  ^"  '°^^^^"' 

i^S:"SS^a^S  :;dnS^  ^^^  als.  a  rum-looking 
tive  or  so.  with  an  earnest  .S     young  old  man  of  thirty- 
*a.s  very  pale   and  ?h?n  5  ^"^.W^exed  expression.     He 
r^aked  i?e  h'ad  a  ve^  anxioifli"  J'^  ^'°"^^^^^-    ^^ 
^hiect  occasionally  toVS^Xie  ^n  "P°"  '*'  ^"'^  ^^^ 
His  narrow  flat-chested   aS^l?^       "^'^''^"^  contortion. 
had  only  one  lune     Hp   fnS^^^"^^  suggested   that   he 
drunken  groom  S  th.   Z""^^^.  ''"  *h«  heels  of  the 
to  him.  h?wa^  ^^^d  en'ouST;?^  ^^^«^°ke  beckoning 
observant  young  friend   To       .wl^"*^  '^*  "^'^t  to  ou? 
•nen  and  tLg^thafh^d  lon-^        '  '^^*  '"^'g^*  ^"t° 
curate.  diagnosed  him  already  as  the  local 

-t  ^'S^  „"e^  *|  .f  I-    «Sr£J| 
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quite  weU  thank  you,  Uncle  Charles,  and  hope  you  are  the 
same— what?"  .  .  ^    , ,. 

The  funny  old  bounder  took  a  seat  in  the  midst  of  the 
girls  some  distance  away,  rather  to  the  relief  of  young  Mr. 
Breffit,  who,  how  /er,  noted  with  envy  that  the  old  swell 
of  a  butler  c?  ae  forward  with  far  more  alacrity  than 
he  had  yet  exhibited,  with  a  jar  of  whisky  and  a  syphon 
of  soda  water.  Groom  or  no  groom,  the  man  with  the  straw 
was  devilish  lucky  to  be  able  to  escape  that  ale  and  claret 
in  this  manner. 

In  the  meantime  the  young-old  man  was  beaming  with 
anxious  gravity  upon  his  hostess.  It  was  a  stereotyped 
and  conventional  gesture,  and  he  performed  it  with  a  dogged 
solemnity  as  of  one  doing  his  duty.  ^^ 

"  Charmed  to  see  you  about  again,  Harry,  said  Mrs. 
Broke,  with  an  affectionate  smile  accompanied  by  a  most 
motherly  tone.  "  How  is  the  poor  dear  chest  ?  Is  it  two 
lungs  still,  or  do  you  now  pin  your  faith  on  one  ?  " 
"  One  and  a  bit,"  said  Harry,  in  a  wheezy  whisper. 
"  I  congratulate  you  on  the  bit.  How  tenacious  of  you. 
To  my  knowledge  you  have  held  on  to  that  bit  for  the  last 

ten  years."  .,   ,  ,, 

"  I  want  to  do  the  right  thing,"  said  the  young-old  nnan 
in  a  whisper  wheezier  than  ever.  "  They  tell  me  it  will  be 
inconvenient  if  I  give  up,  so  I  am  doing  what  I  can  to  stay 

nn  " 

*'  Then  that  is  why  you  wintered  at  Davos  ?  What  a 
devotion  to  duty  1  "  ^  u-    ♦. 

"  His  rector  must  think  a  lot  of  him  if  he  sent  him  to 
Davos,"  his  neighbour  made  the  comment  to  himself. 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  "  said  the  young-old  man.  1 
always  try  to  do  the  right  thing." 

"  My  dear  Harry,  why  assure  one  of  that  ?  Everybody 
knows  it.  One  never  thinks  of  you  without  recalling  to 
one's  mind  poor  dear  Nelson.  He  copyrighted  that  phrase 
about  '  England  expects,'  but  one  feels  all  the  time  that 
it  is  a  plagiarism  from  your  life  with  its  singleness  of  aim 
and  integrity  of  purpose."  .  , 

Mrs.  Broke  opened  her  blue  eyes  to  their  widest  and 
beamed  upon  him.  A  tinge  of  colour  came  into  the  young- 
old  man's  wan  cheeks,  and  he  smiled  faintly. 
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"  I  think  duty  is  so  beautiful,"  Mrs.  Broke  went  on. 
"  After  all,  the  unfaltering  performance  of  it  is  the  only  thing 
that  reconciles  us  to  our  lot.  Without  it  existence  woiild 
indeed  be  hollow.  One  wonders,  Harry,  that  more  people 
have  not  dedicated  their  hves  to  it,  as  you  have  done.  We 
should  be  a  happier,  a  healthier,  a  more  stable  race." 

"  Harry  is  the  happiest,  healthiest,  and  most  stable  devil 
I  ever  saw,"  said  Lord  Bosket,  at  the  other  end  of  the  table, 
in  an  aside  to  Broke. 

"  Surely  he  can't  last  long," 

"  I  don't  know,  he's  a  queer  bird.  Everybody  has  said 
for  the  last  ten  years  that  he  can't  last  long,  but  here  he  is 
still  drinkin'  draught  stout  and  playin'  patience.  He 
wheezes  a  bit  more  than  he  did  in  Mary's  time,  poor  soul, 
but  he  still  hangs  on.  And  I  think  he  will  as  long  as  he 
makes  his  mind  up  to  it.  I  never  saw  such  a  feller  for  makin' 
up  his  mind." 

"  I  should  want  to  give  in,  if  I  was  like  that." 

"  Oh,  I  daresay  he  does.  But  his  people  think  he  ought 
to  hang  on  as  long  as  he  can  to  shut  Algernon  out.  They 
want  him  to  marry  again  as  Mary  didn't  come  off.  I'm 
not  sure  that  that's  not  what  has  brought  him  here  now. 
I  know  one  of  our  httle  fillies  was  suggested,  and  it  struck 
me  it  would  do  you  no  harm,  Edmund,  eh  ?  She  won't  have 
to  wait  long  to  be  a  dowager,  because  I'll  lay  a  thousand 
to  five  that  as  soon  as  the  poor  devil  gets  what  he  wants  he 
will  hand  in  his  checks.  It  is  a  miracle  how  he  keeps  on. 
It  wouldn't  take  many  of  those  bad  coughings  and  hemor- 
rhages to  settle  me.  Personally,  I  think  it  is  rotten  of  his 
people  to  trouble  the  poor  devil.  Why  can't  they  give 
him  leave  to  go  and  be  at  peace  ?  But  they  are  all  dead 
set  against  Algernon  now.  They  won't  have  him  at  any 
pnce ;   and  they  tell  me  this  Mrs.  Dingley  is  a  beauty." 

Broke  was  lost  in  deep  thought  for  a  minute,  and  then 
he  said:  "I— ah— don't  fancy  a  feUow  like  that  for  one  of 
our  girls.  It  seems  a  bit  unnatural  to  me.  Does  Jane 
know  ?  "  "* 

"She  guesses  aU  right.    Catch  Jane  missin'  a  chance. 
Me  s  spoken  to  me  once  or  twice  about  Algernon's  business 
and  the  Raynes*  affairs  generally.     Real  fly  is  the  name 
tor  her  ;  if  I  was  as  fly  as  our  Jane  I  should  turn  my  talents 
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to  the  Turf  and  make  a  bit.  Look  at  her  making  love  to 
him  now,  Edmund. " 

Mrs.  Broke  was  even  yet  dilating  to  the  Duke  of  Wim- 
bledon on  the  sacred  character  of  duty.  That  hollow- 
cheeked  and  weary-eyed  knight  of  the  Garter  nodded  his 
head  slowly  in  response,  at  automatic  intervals.  Plainly 
he  took  the  responsibilities,  the  enjoyment  of  our  mundane 
existence  cast  upon  him  with  a  becoming  seriousness. 
They  appeared  to  begin  and  end  in  a  doing  of  the  right 
thing.  Every  act  he  performed  was  marked  out  according 
to  that  convention.  The  hypercritical  young  gentleman 
who  sat  beside  him,  in  whose  case  there  was  the  excuse  of 
the  hard  necessity,  could  not  have  been  more  pedantically 
correct  in  every  detail  of  his  demeanour.  His  anxiety  to 
do  the  right  thing  was  stamped  on  every  line,  and  they  were 
many,  of  his  earnest  countenance.  His  nervous  hands 
hovered  about  the  table-cloth  perpetually  lest  anybody 
should  be  in  need  of  salt.  When  Phihppa  asked  him  to 
pass  the  butter  he  quite  overwhelmed  her  with  apologies 
because  he  had  failed  to  observe  she  was  in  need  of  it.  His 
manner  was  a  scrupulous  comphment  to  everybody  present. 
His  desire  to  give  satisfaction  was  so  immense.  His  counte- 
nance might  be  stamped  with  every  sign  of  affliction,  but 
it  was  far  from  being  reflected  in  his  animated  courtesy. 
He  was  hat  in  hand  to  all.  He  bent  his  narrow  back  to 
everybody,  as  though  his  mission  in  hfe  was  to  propitiate 
each  individual  person  with  whom  he  came  into  contact. 

After  having  discussed  with  his  hostess  for  ten  minutes 
the  sacred  character  of  duty,  it  was  in  the  pursuit  of  this 
scheme  of  conduct  that  he  turned  to  the  young  man  by 
his  side,  with  whom  he  had  not  as  yet  exchanged  a  word. 

"  Awiully  nice  day,"  he  said,  in  his  wheeziest  whisper. 

"  u— u— m— m  ?  " 

Our  young  friend  made  a  buzz  like  a  bee  humming.  He 
had  heard  what  his  neighbour  had  said  perfectly  well,  but 
he  was  not  in  the  mood  to  engage  in  a  discussion  of  the 
weather  with  the  local  curate. 

"  Awfully  nice  day,"  his  neighbour  repeated  gently. 

"Nice  day.    Very." 

"  Do  vou  play  golf  ?  " 

"  Do  I  play  golf  ?  No.    Why  should  I  ?  Do  you  ? " 
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"  No,  I  do  not." 
"  Hunt  ? " 
"  No.  I  do  not." 
"Shoot?"      •"! 
"  No.  I  do  not." 
"  Yacht  ?  " 
"  No,  I  do  not." 
"  Cricket  ?  " 
"  No,  I  do  not." 

"  Anything  you  do  do  ?  Ping-pong,  barred  of  course." 
"  I  hke  a  game  of  patience." 

"  You  Uke  a  game  of  patience.  Yes,  I  daresay  you  would. 
Here  1 

Our  young  friend  turned  his  back  abruptly  on  his  neigh- 
bour, and  beckoned  to  the  butler,  who  approached  at  a 
majestic  leisure. 

"  Get  me  another  glass  of  beer,  will  you." 

The  young-old  man  turned  his  anxious  face  to  the  butler 

"  Do  you  happen,"  he  said,  ingratiatingly.  "  to  have 
brown  stout  on  draught  ?  " 

"  We  have  brown  stout,  your  grace,  on  draught,  or  we  have 
It  bottled,    said  the  butler  with  solemn  courtliness. 

"  Do  you  mind  getting  me  a  pint  of  draught  ?  " 

The  butler  bowed. 

r  l^^T  ^?  y°"  """^  bringing  it  in  a  jug,  with  a  bit  of 
froth.    I  like  a  bit  of  froth." 

"  Thank  you,  your  grace." 

Your  grace  !  What  did  the  old  fool  mean  ?  our  friend 
asked  of  himself.     This  was  r  o  duke,  and  he  was  too  young 
to  be  an  archbishop.     But,  your  grace  !  If  this  was  a  duke 
he  was  the  rummest  duke  he  had  ever  seen,  or  heard  of 
or  read  of.    What  price  a  duke  who  played  patience  and 
drank  draught  stout  ?  However,  he  was  among  rum  people. 
Ihey  had  the  reputation  of  being  swells  in  their  way.  There 
w^  ]ust  an  outside  sporting  chance  that  he  might  not  be 
the  local  curate  after  all.    It  would  be  wise  to  make  sure, 
for  that  purpose  he  turned  to  the  daughter  of  the  house 
who  sat  at  hjs  right  hand. 

"  I  say,"  he  said,  in  a  whisper,  "  who  is  the  sportsman 
on  my  left  ?  " 

"  the  Duke  of  Wimbledon,"  said  Delia. 
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Well,  he  was  damned  !  A  pretty  low  down  trick  to  plav 
on  a  fellow,  to  dump  a  real  live  duke  down  at  his  side,  and 
never  to  let  him  know.  Here  was  a  pretty  go ;  he  must 
make  a  dash  for  it  while  there  was  still  a  chance.  Lunch 
was  getting  on.    He  gave  the  noble  valetudinarian  a  nudge. 

"  I  say  duke,  I  suppose  you  would  know  my  great  friend 
Lord  Alfred  Shovehalf penny,  eldest  son,  you  know,  of  the 
Earl  of  Coddam." 

Yes,  the  duke  had  the  felicity  of  knowing  Shovehalf- 
penny,  also  his  father,  Lord  Coddam.  That  was  luck. 
He  had  got  off  the  mark  with  a  flying  start.  He  would 
now  proceed  to  make  the  pace  a  cracker.  Did  he  know 
Lord  Huffey?  Yes.  the  duke  knew  Huffey.  With  that 
further  success  our  friend  grew  a  Uttle  uplifted.  He  setUed 
down  to  serious  wofk,  squared  his  elbows,  and  cornered  his 
man.    And  to  think  they  had  never  told  him  ! 

Huffey,  Huffey's  place,  and  Huffey's  people  were  passed 
under  review  for  the  delectation  of  the  weary  voung-old 
man.  who  listened  with  rapt  attention  and  noddec  his  head 
and  said  "  yes  !  "  and  "  oh.  yes  !  "  at  aU  the  nght  and 
reasonable  intervals,  although  he  hardly  knew  Huffey 
from  Adam,  had  not  the  least  interest  m  Huffey,  and  had 
seen  Huffey  only  once  in  his  life. 

Our  young  gentleman  gave  him  no  quarter  however. 
From  Huffey  he  passed  to  Puffey,  another  common  fnend, 
and  then  to  Duffey  and  then  to  Snuffey.  and  then  to  Tuffey, 
and  so  on,  and  so  on,  quite  a  considerable  distance  into  the 
devious  branches  of  Toffeedom.  that  mighty  order.  Jh: 
meek  and  inoffensive  victim,  who  had  never  so  much  as 
harmed  a  fly  in  all  the  thirty-five  years  of  his  life,  bore  the 
remorseless  Mr.  Breffit  the  younger  with  the  f.r;  :  m  or 
of  constant  affliction.  He  listened  with  his  t  v.  s  oeni  s;it!m, . 
forward  that  he  might  not  miss  a  word,  ana  l>'-  uai  < "« 
and  pale  blue  chin  protruded  in  pohte  earnestness  towr.u. 
his  pitUess  tormentor.  It  was  an  angelic  pati  ace. 
Balzac,  when  he  fashioned  his  pathetic  phrase  aboi .  peir-  . 
might  with  equal  force  have  rendered  it,  La  7- nenc. 
angelique  des  dues."  . 

Secure  in  the  impression  he  was  creating— it  was  pid.n 
fnr  all  to  see  that  his  auditor  was  ravished  by  the  bn]!u..  cy 
:— Mr.  Breffit  rose  in  the  intoxication  of  success 


of  his 
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to  higher  flights.  Presently,  to  the  immense  satisfaction 
of  himself,  he  had  claimed  an  intimate  acquaintance  with 
half  the  peerage.  It  was  as  good  as  reading  the  celebrated 
work  of  Sir  Horatio  Hare.  He  drew  the  line,  however,  at 
the  brewing  department,  and  the  Jewish  department, 
leaving  out  the  family  of  Rothschild,  n  whose  favour  he 
was  able  to  make  an  exception,  as  they  were  the  friends 
of  Royalty.  Nearly  all  the  rest  were  his  closest  friends. 
Would  that  he  could  have  said  they  were  his  second  cousins 
in  the  words  of  the  immortal  Sir  Horatio  !  But  a,  .cast  they 
could  never  do  enough  for  him,  and  their  houses  were  always 
at  his  disposal.  When  the  time  came  to  leave  the  table, 
oblivious  of  everything,  and  most  of  all  of  the  particular 
mission  that  had  brought  him  there,  our  young  friend  Unked 
his  arm  through  his  companion's,  for  all  the  world  as  though 
he  had  known  the  dear  delicate  fellow  all  his  life,  indeed, 
as  though  they  had  been  boys  together. 

His  success  was  complete.  It  was  the  mightiest  con- 
quest he  had  ever  made  ;  it  was  the  biggest  fish  he  had  ever 
landed.  And  to  think  they  had  not  had  the  common  de- 
cency to  tell  him  at  the  start !  If  he  had  not  had  marvellous 
tact  he  might  never  have  recovered  from  tuat  bad  begin- 
ning. But  what  a  magic,  what  a  glamour  there  was  in 
Lord  Alfred  Shovehalfpenny  and  his  father,  the  Earl  of 
CoddamI  They  had  never  failed  to  pull  him  through. 
Drunk  with  what  he  had  done  already,  he  felt  he  must  go 
on  and  on,  ever  on  and  on.  He  would  play  for  all  he  was 
worth.  With  a  thrill  of  satisfaction  he  bethought  him 
of  his  little  place.  His  old  father,  shocking  old  bounder  as 
he  was,  was  a  wise  old  bird.  He  knew  a  thing  or  two.  He 
showed  a  true  instinct  when  he  pui  chased  Tufton.  This 
was  where  his  httle  place  came  in. 

"  You  must  come  and  see  me  at  Tufton  you  know,  duke. 
Yon  must  really.     I  can't  take  a  refusal." 

T!,e  nervous  lath  of  veins  and  bones  he  still  retained  in 
i..  hand  quivered  and  seemed  almost  to  struggle  a  weak 
'1  f  v  t  in  the  grasp  of  our  young  friend. 

Tufton,"    he  murmured,    dreamily.     "You    live  at 
Tufton  ? " 

"  Don't  you  know  ?  "  said  Mr.  Breffit,  in  a  tone  of  delicate 
yj-ostulation.    "  It  is  mine  now.     I  took  it  off  the  hands 
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of  one  of  my  oldest  friends,  Lord  Algernon  Raynes.  You 
know  poor  old  Algy,  of  course.  Everybody  knows  poor  old 
Algy.  You  must  have  heard,  everybody's  heard,  of  what  a 
frightful  mucker  the  poor  old  fellow  came  over  that  dashing 
little  widow  at  Monte  Carlo.  His  people  are  quite  cut  up, 
poor  devils.  It  is  awfully  rough  for  them  of  course,  as 
they  are  not  overburdened  with  the  goods  of  this  world  in 
that  family,  as  I  daresay  you  know.  There  is  no  saying 
what  they  would  have  done  had  not  a  friend  of  the  family- 
come  forward  in  the  nick  of   time  to  take  Tufton  off  their 

hands."  ,  ,        .   ..     ,    , 

His  companion  turned  half  round  to  take  a  better  look 

at  our  young  friend. 

"  You  have  boueht  Tufton,"  he  said.  Is  your  name 
Breffit  may  I  ask  ?^'  .         . 

There  was  a  degree  of  embarrassment  visible  m  the  man- 
ner of  the  head  of  the  RajTies  family  when  he  put  this 
question,  but  at  least  it  was  no  greater  than  that  with 
which  Mr.  Breffit  answered  it.  „    ^. 

"  Ye— es,"  he  said  irresolutely.       Hamilton  Breffit  is 

my  name."  ,  x       ,lu      i 

A  strange  weary  smile  flickered  an  instant  in  the  pale 

face  of  his  victim.  . ,  „  ,        • . 

"  It  was  good  of  you  to  como  to  our  aid,  he  said  earn- 
estly. "  I  am  sure  we  are  deeply  sensible  of  your  father's 
kindness.  We  might  have  had  it  on  our  hands  a  long  time 
if  he  had  not  made  his  offer.  I  daresay,  if  we  could  have 
afforded  to  wait  we  might  have  got  three  times  as  much 
for  it  as  we  sold  it  for,  but  nevertheless  I  am  sure  we  are 
grateful  to  your  father  for  his  promptness." 

A  tremendous  pang  had  already  taken  our  young  fnend 
somewhere  behind  at  the  back  of  his  brain.  Ye  gods, 
what  a  purler!  He  was  completely  knocked  out.  U> 
think  when  he  made  his  grab  at  the  bait,  to  think  when  he 
made  his  effort  and  went  in  to  win,  that  he  had  not  had  ttie 
sense  to  pause  and  remember  that  the  Duke  of  Wimbledon 
was  a  Raynes  !    Why,  oh,  why  had  he  not  left  him  at  the 

local  curate  ?  ^        a^a 

The  feeling,  the  one  most  dreaded,  the  one  most  avoidea 
bv  elegant  EngUshmen  of  the  type  of  our  yourig  fnend. 
the  feeling  that  he  "  had  completely  given  himself  away,  f 
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had  taken  him  by  the  throat.  WhiJe  he  was  writhiM  in 
ite  dutch  the  noble  valetudinarian  gathered  ^ouSf  S 
mitiatiye  very  |enUy  to  disengage  hS.  arm.  Sf-^  oJj 
young  fnend  had  recovered  a  sufficient  measure  of  his  self^ 
posaesMon  he  made  good  his  escape  into  the  tenderer  hands 
?L?veS  Mrs.  Broke  which  were  outstretched  to 
By  the  time  our  somewhat  crestfallen  younij  friend  had 

"  Must  you  go  ?  Can't  you  stay  ?  " 

Mrs.  Broke  gave  our  young  friend  her  hand  with  no 
absence  of  alacrity  It  was  not  convenient  to  pay  tlte 
requisite  amount  of  attention  to  him  just  then.  ^Sr 
game  had  appeared  upon  the  scene.  ^ 

As  our  young  friend  swung  down  the  drive  at  a  furious 
K«  u**"*^**'®  *  great  oah  that  aU  the  king's  horses  and 
all  the  king  s  men  should  not  induce  him  to  set  foot  in  that 
house  again. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII 
Opportunities  for  a  little  Moral  Teaching 

ONE  morning  Mrs.  Broke  summoned  DeUa  to  her 
room.    A  large  basket  laden  with  flowers  was  on 

*^*  I  waiit  you  to  take  this  to  the  cottage  on  the  hill. 
Be  careful.    There  are  eggs  underneath." 

An  impUcit  obedience  being  as  much  an  mstmct  with 
DeUa  as  with  her  sisters,  she  did  not  pause  to  aUow  questions 
to  surge  on  her  lips.    She  took  the  basket  and  set  forth 

"  That  chUd  looks  wretchedly  worn  and  ill  was  her 
mother's  comment  as  she  closed  the  door.  It  seems  as 
though  this  Uttle  hothouse  of  a  world  of  ours  is  getting  too 

^^o  DdS^^^^iimiand  of  her  mother's  seemed  directly 
to  break  down  the  barrie  that  had  been  erected  between 
them  and  the  dwellers  in  that  sinister  httle  cottage.    Bu 
she  would  have  been  much  easier  m  her  mind  had  the 
command  been  her  father's  ;  although  the  sensation  p^a- 
mount  in  her  at  first  was  that  of  her  mighty  cunosity.    Sh 
wi  craving  to  look  upon  the  creature  who  had  wrought 
Th^iSTher  brotherUs  does  a  child  to  look  upon  some 
JeL>me  animal  in  a  zoological  garden.    And  there  w^. 
a  similar  idea  of  the  peril.    If  she  approached  too  closely 
it  might  turn  and  rend  her.  for  no  doubt  it  was  very  fierce. 
StiU  the  dim  sense  she  had  that  in  obeying  her  mothe 
she  was  disobeying  her  father  rendered  her  unhappy^ 
she  took  her  w^  She  could  penetrate  far  enough  ,j^^ 
the  minds  of  her  parents  dimly  *«  Wf  f^^^.^^^^^^^ 
did  not  always  see  eye  to  eye ;  and  that  in  the  present 
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diverseness  of  their  points  of  view  to  serve  one  might  be 
to  be  disloyal  to  the  other.  For  that  reason  she  devoutly 
hoped  she  would  not  meet  her  father  now.  She  did  not 
take  the  short  way,  therefore^  across  the  home  farm,  so 
great  was  the  danger  of  meeting  him  in  that  vicinity,  but 
went  the  longer  road,  a  difference  of  half  a  mile. 

She  had  feeUngs  of  guilt  when  she  found  herself  in  sight 
of  the  cottage  with  no  longer  the  acute  fear  of  detection. 
Indeed,  she  felt  in  her  heart  she  had  been  disloyal  to  her 
father,  and  was  not  sure  as  she  Uf ted  the  latch  of  the  cottage 
gate  that  she  would  not  have  preferred  to  be  found  out. 
She  was  bitterly  angry  with  herself  for  having  walked  the 
longest  way  to  avoid  him.  However,  hardly  had  she  set 
foot  on  the  small  path,  skirted  with  flowers  on  either  side< 
which  led  to  the  abode  of  Billy's  wife,  when  she  was  startled 
by  the  tones  of  a  man  coming  through  the  open  door. 
Before  she  could  guess  to  whom  they  might  belong  a 
familiar  and  beloved  form  filled  the  doorway.  It  was 
Billy. 

At  the  mere  sight  of  him,  with  the  bright  sun  forming  a 
halo  round  his  fair  head,  all  nicely-calculated  forms  of 
conduct  vanished. 

"  Hallo,  it  is  Uttle  Del ! "  he  cried  with  the  great  shout 
of  a  boy.  '  Little  Del  has  come  to  see  us.  You  dear  kid  : 
how  ripping  of  you  !  " 

He  made  the  same  rude  proprietary  grab  at  her  as  when 
he  used  to  romp  with  them  of  old.  "With  the  same  vigor- 
ous dexterity  he  caught  her  with  one  hand,  and  with  the 
other  tore  the  basket  from  her. 

"  They  are  eggs,"  she  had  the  presence  of  mind  to  Rasp. 

"  You  dear  kid !  "  ^    ^ 

He  slapped  her  cheek  in  a  proud  manner  of  ownership, 
and  planted  a  lusty  kiss  upon  it. 

Delia  had  to  make  the  effort  to  keep  the  tears  from 
showing  in  her  eyes.  He  had  not  changed  in  the  least. 
Billy  was  Billy  still:  the  same  free-hearted,  laughing, 
fearless,  careless,  insolently  tender  brother  who  loved  them 
every  one  and  whom  every  one  of  them  loved  too ;  the 
brother  who  had  only  to  walk  in  moist  earth  for  his  sisters 
to  fall  upon  their  knees  in  adoration  of  his  footprints.  He 
was  the  same  brother  who  had  rolled  them  in  hay  a  thou- 
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sand  times ;  who  had  chased  them  round  the  buUdings  of 
S^  farm  ;  who  had  made  them  hide  from  hmi  m  barns  and 
comcrite.  lofts  and  mangers,  and  the  steang-  t  places; 
X  had  shown  them  a  kad  over  the  stifiest  fences  and 
wh^hne  they  were  prepared  to  follow  to  the  end  of  the 
wS  and  through  eternity.  The  old  magic  was  in  him 
Ttm  of  making  thim  laugh  from  their  very  hearts,  of  kind- 

^^.^^oron^in?' JetaiT^ueezing  her  srnall  fi^re  and 
half  carrying,  half  dragging  her  through  the  door  of  the 
cotta^Hxa^tly  in  thlm^ner  that  he  used  to  convey 
?Jem  ^  hi  prLners  two  at  a  time  in  those  strong  arms 
of  Sd     "  My  old  Uttle  girl  must  see  my  new  httle  girl, 

^^In'this  uncompromising  fashion  the  rather  frightened. 
if  joyouriy  exciteS,  De.Ua  was  conducted  to  view  the  fierce 

'''"' Se  she  is."  cried  Billy.    "  Isn't  she  a  little  beauty  ? 

Kiss  her  Del.  and  tell  her  that  she  IS. 

^e  two  young  creatures  met  one  another  inresolute^V 

wi&  thXeyes.  ^They  were  both  afraid,  both  fiUed  ^«ti. 

wonder  and  bewilderment.    They  were  as  shy  and  is- 

7Zm  as  two  strange  kittens  on  the  same  hearthnig^ 

Rut  Mce  gave  back  first.    She  was  even  timider  than 

Deia^ndlhrwas  soon  shrinking  from  the  honest  search- 

Seaie  of  Billy's  sister,  who  was  looking  for  a  trace  of  the 

ffi"mlter'shehadexpectedtodiscover.    T^ecrea  ore 

before  her  was  nothing  more  fomudable  than  a  cnua, 

SLly  fragUe,  peclarly  lair.    A  blush  spread  ovj 

SSe;  sudderJy  her  eyes  feU.  and  at  that  moment  sh 

^Sd  not  have  held  them  up  again  to  save  her  hfe     B^ 

almost  directly  an  emotion   conquered  Delia.    She  ran 

fo?lard7nd  clutched  the  shrinking  Alice  to  her  ams  wi^ 

a  Stle  cry.    A  kiss  mingled  with  tears  she  yielded  to  the 

'^?e'olTwomZ-the  aunt,  stood  in  the  background  of 
the  wall  to  watch  in  the  extremity  of  awe.  There  wa^ 
a  mSure  of  reticence  in  Billy  too.  But  there  was  ^ 
^Sde.  Delia's  act,  the  more  spontaneous  beca,^ 
Slf  reluctant,  made  its  api>eal.  And  the  sight  of  b^ 
young  wife  and  his  young  sister  m  one  another  s  arms 
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seemed  to  emphasise  the  debt  he  owed  his  mother.    He 
guessed  it  was  by  her  agency  that  Deha  was  there. 

Without  his  mother  he  saw  that  things  might  have  gone 
much  harder  with  Alice.  It  was  she  who  had  installed 
her  in  that  place.  Also  she  had  visited  her  once  or  twice, 
he  gathered ;  had  furnished  the  cottage ;  had  given  her  a 
little  money,  and  had  made  her  sundry  small  gifts.  Also 
she  had  brought  Maud  Wayling  there,  and,  afterwards, 
httle  as  such  a  thir.g  was  to  have  been  expected  of  her, 
Maud  had  come  there  once  or  twice  of  her  own  accord. 
From  the  eager  inquiries  that  he  made  he  learned  that  his 
mother  and  Miss  Wayhng  had  been  more  than  kind.  But 
with  all  his  wish  to  do  so,  he  could  not  learn  that  one  of 
his  sisters  had  taken  the  least  interest  in  his  wife.  He  felt 
that  more  keenly  than  he  cared  to  own.  Not  once  had 
they  been  to  the  cottage.  The  only  solace  that  fact  could 
afford  was  that  they  were  acting  unmistakably  under  the 
orders  of  their  father. 

The  letter  he  had  received  from  his  father  he  had  half 
expected.  His  instincts  told  him  the  sort  of  man  his 
father  was  should  it  be  your  misfortune  to  cross  him  on  a 
point  of  that  sort.  For  all  practical  purposes  it  was  all  up 
with  him.  He  was  about  done  for  as  far  as  England  was 
concerned.  At  any  rate  his  father  bad  done  for  him  in  the 
Blues.  He  had  already  resigned  his  commission,  and 
there  was  just  that  bit  of  perverse  pride  about  him  that 
prevented  his  trying  to  get  an  exchange  into  a  less  expen- 
sive branch  of  the  Service.  Besides,  his  means  would  not 
permit  him  to  follow  a  miUtary  calling  and  to  keep  a  wife 
as  well.  Two  hundred  pounds  a  year  I  A  dinner  or  two 
at  the  Carlton,  and  a  supper  or  two  at  the  Savoy,  and 
where  was  that  ?  No  man  in  the  world  could  exist  decently 
on  two  hundred  a  year,  let  alone  keep  a  wife  on  it.  It 
was  plain  that  his  fath  -  knew  there  was  no  meat  on  that 
bone  when  he  threw  i        nim. 

Now  he  had  a  little  scheme.  He  had  ahready  made  up 
ms  mind  that  the  best  thing  he  could  do  was  to  go  out  to 
the  colonies  and  try  and  earn  an  honest  penny.  He 
could  not  stand  beggary  in  England,  probably  with  all  his 
lormer  friends  pointing  a  finger  at  him,  and  giving  him  the 
cold  shoulder.    No ;  South  Africa  was  the  place,  so  he  had 
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i,«ird  There  was  a  big  future  for  that  country.  You 
Knly^^k  S  fhe  crop  of  millionaires  it  i^  annu- 
aUv  You  did  hear  wonderful  stori^  ««  what  men  as 
™2;  J  Wnwelf  had  done  out  there.  Look  at  that  chap 
as.    iTJnly  he  ?ould  have  a  bit  of  luck  at  the  start 

"'ff^^o^  he'^ouXu^^'a^ear  or  two  and  dispense 
wi  h  Ws^  father's  bounty  altogether !  That  w^  where 
Se  sho^  pinched  at  preint.  If  he  had  had  anything  a 
fu%n  wh£h  to  keep  L  wife  he  would  have  gone  barefoo 
rather  than  accept  a  penny  1  His  jxjIo  pomes  ana 
Ss  kit  had  gone  to  cover  what  he  owed,  and  you  could 
h^riUv  say  that  they  had  fulfilled  thrir  nu^ion.  There 
wWstill  hisiailor.  wTetched  ruffian.  It  made  him  groan 
to  think  he  had  to  take  his  father's  bcanty  for  his  little 

^However,  it  would  not  be  for  long.    He  was  going  to 

saiifrSouti  Africa  to-morro>y.    His  p^r  httk  girl  lad 

S  dreadfully  cut  up  over  his  p  an     She  JoiUd Ji^J 

he  eot  to  see  things  in  the  same  hght  that  he  saw  tnem 

SLSlf   shTwas .  xe  they  could  exist  without  her  husband 

Sb  to  go  away  to  foreign  parts  to  seek  money.    To 

herioo?  little  Idd !  two  hundred  pounds  a  year  *-as 

SiAcS^  espedally  with  a  cottage  to  Uve  in  rent  f^ee^ 

5^^?  shewasbrave.    And  her  dociUty  and  her  devotion 

Sere  ver^lreat     His  absence  would  try  her  bitterly; 

bSshl^  prepared  to  suffer  if  only  he  who  knew  so  mu^^ 

mnr«»  about  everything  held  it  wise  and  nght.    He  naa 

St  t^  comfort\er  lith  the  promise  that  if  he  had  thj 

St  bit  of  luck  his  first  act  would  be  to  return  for  her  and 

^^o^mirrow  he  must  leave  her.  He  was  sure  it  would 
,  J?e  foXng  Like  his  mother,  he  had  a  vein  of  cheery 
op  iSsS  a  rfsolute  looking  at  the  nght  side  of  a  subj^ 
that  had  always  carried  him  through.  And  when  it  w^ 
nSe^y  he  t^  could  exhibit  a  certain  stoicism  of  spmt, 

after  the  fashion  of  his  race.  ^^ming  and 

That  DeUa  should  have  come  there  that  morning  am 
hJptakfn  Alice  in  her  arms  gave  him  immense  satis- 
S^t^oi  He  had  ^n  almost  afraid  that  aunt  and  mece 
would  be  left  in  an  alien  country.    Of  course  there  was 
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his  mother.  But  he  shared  the  feeling  of  his  sisters  in 
regard  to  her.  Whatever  she  might  say  or  do  you  ^e 
never  quite  sure  of  the  dear  old  mummy  You  n^? 
quite  knew  when  you  had  her.  what  she  was  up  to  or  what 
she  would  be  at  next.  She  always  gave  you  a^fS  ing^hat 
she  was  playing  a  Uttle  game  of  her  o^Jii.  and  thS  you 
were  not  allowed  to  know  precisely  what  it  was.        ^ 

You  could  not  have  come  at  a  better  time  Del."  he 
said  to  his  young  sister  in  his  old  frank  way.  "  I  am  eoing 
away  to-moirow ;  and  I  want  you  to  look  after  my  IhSf 
girl  a  bit.  Promise  me  you  will,  little  kid.  You  see  she 
m^y^T'^'  ^°"^^^  "  ""^"^y  ''°"'^'  *°  ^  *^er  while  I 

Deha  made  the  promise.  It  was  impossible  to  refuse: 
Even  as  she  made  it  she  knew  it  to  be  alTact  of  disloyaUy 
to  her  father  and  that  wild  horees  would  not  drag  hi 
asters  to  that  cottage  door.  But  the  child  was  powTrlS^ 
As  heretofore,  she  was  completely  the  slave  of  Bifiv  And 
his  young  wife  was  very  sweet  and  beautiful. 

When  she  heard  that  her  brother  was  going  to  leave 
England  the  next  day  for  no  purpose  other  than  to  seek 
Cs' weUed?^  ^^"^  newly-acquired  self-control  the 

moL?''\5?f  ^^'^'  ^*^  *P*"«  °^  indescribable  over- 
mastering  bitterness. 

moTSf  ^g»cf  te-looking  wife  had  hers  under  a  better  com- 
mand.   Not  a  tear  escaped  her,  but  it  seemed  to  Deha 
that  in  her  eyes  was  something  worse.    The  dumb  desola- 
°?Au  i®?  was  to  haunt  her  for  many  a  day. 
Oh  Billy !    How  can  you  go  away  from  her  ?    How 

uZfli^'^''".*!'' ^    " '^^  ^^«  "^i"«  lamsure Icouldno^ 
I  *ould  want  her  to  stay  with  me  always  and  always." 

Don  t  talkhke  that,  little  kid."     In  aU  her  recollection 
ot  him  she  never  remembered  to  have  heard  that  tone 
You  musn't  talk  Uke  that,  -ou  know." 

■•nhK«      ^  must,"  said  Lviha,  with  valiant  simplicity. 
Oh  how  can  you,  Billy  f  "  *^       ' 

Ji\°P,^!  little  k::d  I  "    It  was  almost  as  if  her  simple 
jonlshadstruck  him.     "  I  hardly  know  how  I  can  mS 

tel^^\y?;!  "^^  «°*  *°  ^°  *  ^^""s  y^^'^e  jolly  vSh^ot 

to  do  It,  whether  you  can  or  you  can't." 
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By  an  effort  which  afflicted  his  sister  as  soon  as  she 
detected  it,  he  suddenly  re-assumed  his  laughing,  careless 
ease. 

"  You  young  beggar.  What  do  you  mean  by  catechising 
me  like  this  ?  What  do  you  mean  by  it,  eh  ?  I  shall  have 
to  box  your  jolly  young  ears,  you  know,  if  you  get  so  co.xey. 
But  we  are  getting  quite  a  woman  now<  aren't  we  ?  We 
shall  be  faUing  in  love  next." 

Billy  was  no  observer,  therefore  the  swift  change  his 
light  words  provoked  in  the  face  of  his  young  sister  passed 
without  a  challenge. 

"  Whyj  hang  it  all !  "  cried  Billy,  in  the  stress  of  sudden 
recollection,  "  you  haven't  spoken  to  Auntie  yet." 

With  his  cheery  laugh  he  brought  the  old  woman  forward 
from  her  hiding-pl^ce  in  the  background  of  the  wall 
Although  it  was  to  be  supposed  that  DeUa  would  hardly 
have  scared  a  butterfly.  Miss  Sparrow  was  very  much 
afraid  of  her,  and  when  dragged  out  of  her  obscurity  her 
nervousness  scarcely  permitted  her  to  speak  a  word, 
although  she  was  able  to  drop  a  curtesy  the  like  of  which 
DeUa  had  never  seen  before. 

Delia  found  herself  regarding  the  shrinking  face  so  pale 
and  unhappy  and  debased  with  privation,  with  the 
same  wonder  and  irresolution  as  she  had  regarded  Alice. 
And  in  spite  of  their  great  disparity  in  years,  she  became 
as  suddenly  the  prey  of  that  impulse  which  had  caused 
her  to  enfold  the  frail  child  to  her  bosom.  In  the  case  of 
this  old  woman  she  awoke  to  find  that  she  had  done  the 
same  thing. 

"  Will  you  tell  my  mother  and  the  girls  that  I  am  going 
back  to  town  to-night  ?"  said  Billy,  as  Delia  prepared  to 
take  her  leave  with  the  empty  basket  in  her  hand.  "  Tell 
them  to  come  up  here  this  afternoon.  I  should  like  to 
see  them  before  I  go ;  there  is  no  saying  when  we  shall 
meet  again.  And  I  had  better  say  good-bye  to  you,  Httle 
kid,  here  now.  I  always  knew  you  were  a  good  httle  sort. 
Not  much  of  you,  eh  ?  but  what  there  is,  is  solid  gold, 
eh,  little  Miss  Muffet  ?  And  now  for  the  very  bestest 
kiss  you  have  got.  What  a  cold  face  you  have  got,  little 
kid.  And  not  so  rosy  as  it  was,  by  Jove.  You  must  buck 
upj  Httle  kid.    Mustn't  sit  so  hard  at  those  book  ,  eh  ?    One 
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more  for  luck ;  and  then  off  with  you-Lord  knows  when 
we  shall  see  one  another  again  I  " 

He  gripped  Delia's  hands  in  his  own.  and  looked  upon 
her  with  all  the  beguihng  fondness  of  his  eyes 

With  his  last  kiss  upon  her  lips  Delia  hastened  from  him 
into  the  open  air.  The  fear  was  upon  her  that  she  would 
break  down  before  his  beautiful  fragile  wife,  who  was  so 
brave.  She  ran  into  the  sensuous  air  of  May  heavy  and 
languorous  with  the  sun,  and  the  almost  intolerable  music 
of  birds ;  and  never  dared  to  stay  her  headlong  flight  until 
the  wood  and  the  hill  and  the  little  cottage  nestling  under 
thtra  were  far  away,  * 

There  was  a  pitiful  commotion  in  the  child,  but  the 
dread  of  tears  was  past.  They  would  have  been  a  rehef 
now,  but  the  power  to  shed  them  had  gone  from  her  A 
cruel  ngour  had  fastened  on  her  throat;  her  brain 'was 
resolved  into  a  compact  and  definite  substance  in  her  skuU. 
It  was  hke  a  ball  of  fire.  And  yet  its  matter  was  so  heavy 
ihat  it  was  hke  a  piece  of  clay.  She  even  made  an  effort 
to  cry  now  for  the  sake  of  relief ;  but  the  attempt  to  do  so 
was  hke  inducing  the  blood  of  her  veins  to  distU  itself 
through  the  glands  of  her  eyes.  Something  of  the  hysterica 
passto  had  come  upon  her. 

She  went  straight  lo  her  mother  with  the  empty  basket 
and  the  tragedy  of  her  face,  and  i  e  BiUy's  message. 
Ihe  barrier  of  awe  and  distrust  of  her  mother  fell 
down  an  mstant  in  the  pitch  of  desperation  while  she  said— 
He  is  going  away  from  England  to-morrow.  He  is 
going  to  leave  his  wife ;  and  it  is  because  of  his  father 

Ir     "°*       ^^  ^°'  ^"*  ^  ^"°^  ^*  ^s— 0^  '  I  know  it  is  " 

Mrs.  Broke  regarded  her  youngest  daughter  with  a  per- 

ectiy  serene    expression.    She  scanned  the  horror  and 

he  sorrow  rendered  so  poignantly  in  the  child's  face; 

sne  listened  with  an  extraordinary  patience  to  her  wild- 

ness,  and  rephed  to  it  at  a  carefully-dehberated  leisure 

sentence    ™P"^*^^^   melancholy  of  a  judge  pronouncing 

'  Yes,  DeUa,  it  is  because  of  his  father.    It  must  be  a 
lesson  to  you  all," 

riiiiV^^  '??^®  ^^f^^  '^°^^'  ^^^  ^l"e  eves  were  seen  to 
uuate  in  a  blaze  of  meaning,  something  in  the  manner  of 
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that  fabulous  iewel  which  turned  the  hearts  of  aU  who 
lojUu^n  its  lustre  into  a  block  of  stone  But  by  now 
t?^  childCas  in  no  condition  to  heed,  and  the  analogy 
Stweenhrr  brother's  case  and  her  own.  which  her  mother 
hfteS  to  strike  hoi  .e,  had  not  the  power  to  pierce  her^ 
''  It  te  cruel  it  is  un  ust !  "  she  cried,  transfigured  by 
her  liiS.^  Alice  is  so  sweet  and  beautifu  and  g^ : 
lUs^mei.  it  is  wicked  to  make  her  suffer !  And  Billy 
is  w  brave  and  noble  1    It  is  wicked,  it  ^  unj'ift ' 

Her  mother  regarded  this  outburst  with  a  tnge  of 
curiStrnorunmingled  with  astonishinent  Deha  was 
SveW  the  last  criature  in  the  world  in  whom  such  an 
fflS  wi  to  be  looked  for  I*  ?^^de  an  unwdcom 
prft^edent  in  the  history  of  her  daughters  lives  th^^ 
Sne  of  them  should  appear  before  her  thi^  And  J^ 
chUd  too.  the  .ne  among  them  with  t^e  le^t  imtiati^^ 
the  leaat  force  of  character,  to  appear  before  her  in  tms 

"  f)«»lia  I  must  ask  you  to  be  silent." 

"  imv  has^i^ed  his  commission."  the  chUd  went  on. 
with  a  drefry3ness.  ."  He  is  giving  up  everything; 
he  is  leaving  his  wife.    He  ;s 

mchildToSd  lot 'escape  the  dominating  glance^'jf 
thrSd  terror  of  that  iniplacable  will  re-asserted  U^^ 
It  strangled  the  quick  words  on  her  hps.  With  a  little 
cry  of  horror  she  ran  from  the  room. 
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1i  was  not  until  the  afternoon  that  Delia  was  able  to 
find  her  five  sisters.  They  had  taken  luncheon  at  an 
agricultural  show.  Ultimately  she  found  them  assembled 
in  full  conclave  over  the  tea-cu]>s  in  their  common  room, 
talking  cattle  and  horses.  As  soon  as  she  entered  she 
cried — 

"  Billy  is  at  the  cottage,  and  he  wants  to  see  you  all 
to  say  good-bye.    He  is  going  to  leave  England  to-morrow." 

The  first  glances  her  sisters  directed  to  her  were  of  the 
nature  of  bewilderment :  her  voice  was  ro  wild,  her  words 
so  unsteady.  It  was  Joan  who  was  the  first  to  recover  her 
self-possession ;  or,  overcome  perhaps  by  so  momentous  a 
crisis,  they  did  not,  aftjr  their  kind,  trust  themselves  to 
have  thoughts  of  their  own  until  she,  the  one  having 
'ithonty,  their  natural  leader,  had  indicated  the  direc- 
i.v ;)  in  which  they  must  go. 

Even  Joan  was  seen  to  shiver  a  little,  but  her  mouth  was 
very  stern,  and  her  face  reminded  them  irresistibly  of  their 
father's  at  the  moment  he  had  issued  his  mandate. 

"  You  must  leave  this  room,  Delia,  until  we  have  taken 
tea.    We  cannot  submi*  to  disobedience  from  you." 

"  Mother  sent  me,"  said  Delia  defiantly. 

"  You  know  that  father  had  forbidden  us  to  mention  his 
name." 

"  In  his  presence,"  said  Deha  wildly. 

"  We  should  act  when  he  is  abse  t  just  as  though  he 
were  present.  If  you  have  not  enough  self-respjct  to  do 
that,  we  cannot  have  you  here.    Leave  us,  T-ilia." 

"  I  will  speak  first ;  I  must  speak  first !  Billy  go^ 
away  from  England  to-morrow.    He  asks  to  see  you,  md 
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if  vou  do  not  go  to  him  now.you  may  never  see  him  again.' 
y^n  r^.  put  down  her  cup,  opened  the  door,  and  stoori 

^<  niha  ••  she  said  in  a  low  voice.  "  I  insist  on  your 
leaving  this  rtmTand  you  are  not  to  enter  .t  agam  unt.l 

'  Sia'^v^tE- "ke  went  up  to  her  bedrc^m  but  soon 
the  convenient  of  four  walls  became  mtolerable  The 
fediSw^sTpon  her  that  the  world  was  pressmg  her  to 
d?S  She  STust  have  a  freer,  more  ^Pac--  f  -  - 
which  to  breathe,  in  which  to  tbmk.  iheretore.  oare 
headed  as  she  wa^,  she  went  downstairs  and  out  of  doors 
fnto  the  exquisite  freshness  and  peace  of  the  evening. 
Ceheaded  she  cro^d  the  la-^  into  the  meadoN.'s 
Bareheaded,   snect^        the  heat  of  noon,  their  green 

S alrea^XtK^^^  1°^^^  *^°^*5'  T'"!i 

h^Se  crickets   made   their   Uttle   noises,    birds    formed 

Seif  evening  notes;  there  was  the  sound  of  a  thou- 
sand iSs  f  and  over  and  above  the  mild  voices  of  nature 
thp  oeace  of  a  hundred  thousand  years. 

xfthe  chUd  in  her  unquietness  this  eternal  serenity 
was  touched  with  healing!*  The  great  peace  of  God  vva^ 
uS  an  opiate  Ibut  not  even  the  majestic  calm  of  a  sunset 
faSnc  on  Kree^  fields  could  wholly  assuage  the  tumultuou. 
^Swthf  had  overborne  her."  Grief  had  rendered  her 
mute    but  it  needed   all  her  power  to  pre-ent  it  fron, 
wellL    up   into    frenzy.    Not    once,  but    ^.any  t.me.^ 
had  she  "o  conquer  the  desire  to  fling  her  burning  fac 
in^o  the  long  swathes  of  meadow  grass  clad  ic;ly  with  de^ 
What  had  her  brother  done,  and  the  tender  child  he 
lov^.  thafaU  the  world,  including  those  who    orm^r  V 
had  adored   him,  should  treat   him  as  a  leper  ?\V  hat 
tint  lurked  in  the  sacred  nature  of  their  love,  that  tbe\ 
sSdS  punished  thus  ?    She  framed  the  question  f 
t       u    wis    it  fi  criine   t^      /lo  ation    of   some  secret 
SaT;Tr;  that  one  human  oeing  should  love  a-ther 

There  was  the  example  of  her  own  case.  She  in  the 
dJi  e  of  her  spirit,  had  dared  to  love,  and  how  b"!^^ 
h?w  refentlessly  had  the  act  been  visited  upon  her  !  Now 
waT  she  condemned  to  a  perpetual  hungering  tormen  ha 
noliiinl  could  appease,  a  perpetual  deprecation  of  self  that 
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notlung  could  mitigate.  Ana  even  could  she,  like  her 
brother,  have  brought  her  cravings  »o  their  consummation, 
she  saw  the  price  at  which  it  would  have  I  en  obtained. 
His  fate  would  have  been  hers.  The  scorn,  the  reproaches 
of  those  virhom  she  held  dear  would  have  Kllen  with  th« 
same  heaviness  upon  her. 

A  little  wistfully  she  remembered  the  bravery  and  the 
strength  of  this  beloved  brother.  Wliat  a  great  heart  he 
had  m  adversitv !  Why  was  she  incapable  of  that  un- 
daunted fortitude  ?  Ah  1  but  then  the  requital  of  luve  was 
his.  He  had  the  exquisite  co-operation  and  stimulus  of 
passion  to  bear  him  onwards,  the  entrancing  sense  of  two 
made  one  and  walking  in  the  perfect  way.  Well 
might  he  hold  up  his  head  and  >  ;ndidly  endure  I 
She,  pitiful,  insignificant  as  she  Wo^,  had  not  the 
force  to  evoke  the  immortal  welding  flame  in  the  nature  of 
another.  She  could  never  be  fortified  with  the  supreme 
exaltation  of  completeness.  Her  pangs  had  no  resources  to 
assuage  them,  no  sanctified  bread  on  which  to  grow 
appeased.  Her  love  must  be  fed,  must  be  kept  alive 
whoUy  upon  the  blood  of  her  own  spirit.  This  love  of 
hers  was  a  monster  that  waxed  upon  the  precious  fluid  of 
her  veins,  and  with  its  inordinate  demands  titarved  her 
young  nature  into  shadow  and  naleness. 

Her  wandering  feet  strayeii  far  across  the  fields  in 
the  direction  m  which  the  cottage  lay.  The  moment  she 
awoke  to  its  nearness  she  turned  and  went  back.  In- 
tensely she  longed  to  look  upon  that  beloved  brother  again  • 
mtcMely  she  longed  to  derive  an  instant's  sustenance  from 
one  final  pressure  of  those  arms.  But  she  did  not  dare. 
Only  a  nwracle  had  saved  her  from  humUiation  in  their 
parting  of  that  morning.  It  would  shatter  her  to  look 
upon  him  again.  They  were  a  pair  of  outcasts.  The 
hands  of  those  they  revered,  the  hands  that  had  nurtured 
them,  were  uplifted  against  them  now.  They  were  pariah 
in  the  name  of  love. 

Thus  she  turned  from  the  cottage,  and,  in  utter  self- 
abandonment,  bent  her  steps  the  other  way.  Chance  took 
T^  1°  ?u  '^'^^ction  of  that  ruin,  from  whose  crazy  heights 
sne  had  been  plucked  by  the  arms  of  one  when  the  jaws 
of  death  yearned  to  take  her  in. 
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Hour  alter  hour  since  ^^^^^o^'^cX 

this  question  *^^«^"^,^?:  to  him  ttian  a  stone,  or  a 
him ;  why.  if  she  was  no  ngre  to  Jim  tn       ^        ^^^ 

bit  of  earth,  or  a  chip  of  * Jj^j-^y  giely  he,  whose  life 
tonly.hisso-precious  hfe  ^f^J^'^if.jSy,  would  have 

was  developed  ^ith  ^^^Jhe%Ty  S^S^^  of  a  thing 
had  too  high  a  sense  of  ^^e  ^uty  oicu  r      ^^^.^ 

so  exquisite  imposed  UP°"  ^^"J' *^^?f^^Sd  have  been  to 
And  ?ec  how  much  "^^J?^  «S?^nd  penS  Could  he  but 
l^IvfJirtran^^f  contS^  her,  he  would 

her  to  that  hallov.  ed  ^^^  "^  °]^'^^^^^^  of  agencies 

may  be  only  a  name  for  a  subtle  concaten^  b     ^^^ 

all  working  in  secret  to  one  end.    She^vas  go    g      ^^^ 
ruin  in  an  instinctive,  ^^volunt^y  m^er  y^ 

shaU  say  she  was  not  ^^^^  .f^^n  thfdusk  were  the  only 
heights  that  rose  there  g^untiy  m  the  dusK  ^       ^^j^^, 

objlctstowhichlifenowatt^^^^^ 

eyes,  and  through  the  mists  oUhe  even   g  ^^^^     ^^^ 

aid  receive  the  5°f  ^^^.^^J^rfveSng;  vague,  irrational, 
in  the  weary  spirit  ^f  f^e  JS  It  was  a  desire  to 
almost  too  impalpable  ^  be  ^^^^^^g  There  may  have 
lay  her  throbbing  temples  <>"  ^^^^J^  J^^^^^^^  \i  the  ultimate 
bien  a  suggestion  of  ^he  et^m^  ^^  eto^^^        the  burden 

eUxir  for  every  Imng  ^^^^S^^J^ '^ ^w  to  carry,  in  those 
at  last  that  lo^g  ago  has  ^ovm  tooj^eavy  ^^  ^^^ 

impassive  upright  ^^/^^fhimself  is  allowed  to  rest 
yeJxs,  on  which  poor  old  Time  hims^;;  js  au 
fike  one  who  is  tired     ^nd  again  X  r^^  ^^^ 

ptessibly  the  sepulchre  of  the  unkahUed?^^^^ 

eJ^sSSl"- was  .^y  a^g«^„-,^i  Jt,t 
^^S?S^.i^n*:l?o.'^  h&e  and  pasture,  or  a  cold 
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white  pall.  A  far-off  star  or  two  had  lit  their  candles  in 
the  sky.  The  little  chill  moon  was  come  already  into 
heaven.  The  distant  winds  of  night  were  already  to  be 
heard  walking  in  the  valleys  like  unquiet  spirits.  There 
was  hardly  an  ember  of  daylight  left  when  she  cUmbed  up 
the  familiar  hill  into  the  shadow  of  the  ruin.  The  deep 
reflection  that  it  cast  rendered  it  all  but  invisible ;  while 
too  much  was  she  wounded  with  intolerable  memories 
10  discern  a  vague  mass,  a  something  dark  outUned  in 
mirk  against  a  wall  of  ivy. 

In  her  obsession  she  approached  within  a  few  yards  of 
It,  and,  bareheaded  as  she  was,  pressed  her  aching  hair 
against  the  ruin.  The  first  touch  of  the  cold  stone  brought 
relief.  The  tears  burst  out  of  her  heart.  In  the  first 
ecstasy  of  feeling  them  flow  once  again  she  surrendered 
herself  to  a  strange  orgy  of  passion,  and  craved  that  she 
might  weep  to  death.  Presently  her  sense  of  oblivion  was 
invaded  by  a  voice  at  her  side.  It  was  as  though  experience 
was  repeating  itself.  It  was  as  if  some  pregnant  incident 
of  an  existence  in  some  far-off  aeon,  too  remote  for  the 
scuses  to  accept,  was  seeking  for  recognition.  It  was  too 
distant  even  to  have  significance.  To  Delia  the  voice  at 
her  side  was  the  faint  voice  of  a  phantom  floating  amonii 
the  winds  of  the  glebe. 

"  Alas  I  alas  !  "  said  the  voice. 

By  now  there  was  some  eerie  quality  in  it  that  seemed 
to  arrest  the  motions  of  her  heart.  She  peered  round 
wildly,  and  was  able  to  discern  the  dim,  yet  luminous, 
outlines  of  a  face  she  had  never  looked  to  see  again.  She 
uttered  a  cry  like  a  little  hunted  animal.  The  next  instant 
she  was  encompassed  strongly,  with  the  tip  of  her  nose,  the 
firm  line  of  her  lips,  and  the  point  of  her  chin  all  huddled 
together     against     something    breathing    and     respon- 

She  was  content  to  close  her  eyes  and  he  there  captive. 
Her  heart  had  resumed  its  motions,  but  now  it  pattered 
quick  and  little,  like  a  bird's  when,  after  being  driven  hard 
about  a  greenhouse,  it  is  taken  and  imprisoned  in  the 
grasp.  Only,  in  the  wild  flutterings  of  her  spirit  there  was 
no  desire  for  escape.  She  had  no  wish  other  than  never  to 
emerge  from  the  arms  that  kept  her.    She  craved  to  close 
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ker  eyes  in  the  ecstasy  o.  .eding  them  about  her,  never  to 

"^MnStS^^ithont  speech 
"Alas !  aJas  1 "  the  voice  repeated. 
Sh'^tiil  h^g  »  W^rSi^^r??!  Sjifnsible  of  the 
"  Alas,  poor  wild  '''^'^^tLSlher  print  dress. 

■"^:^t=r4?M^-H^e.i.thi. 

5^tS^  Kr  ir&T.  sn.au  .an,h  that  has 

been  driven  tiU  it  dies.  strength,  fearing, 

■^■^t^.S-Z^^^"^'^  *e  relelsed  hi.  he 

would  go.  „  . , .  «  ^Qu  left  me,  and  I— I 

"  You  went  away,    she  saia ,     y"" 

felt  I  could  not  live." 
«« But  I  come  back  to  you  now. 

"  You  will  not  go  from  me  agam  . 

"  Never,  never  1 ''  „         Q^  ^e^e  com- 

Iron,  me,  and  that  Y™  ™"°t„  ,^„e  me  again,  promK 
rl'ySn'^nli't  mJSS  height  above  us  before  yc 

^°-"  You  have  suffered,"  he  said,  vrtth  grave  pity ;  "  V^  ■ 

-Jf ^^y!^!;  :hy^  ^tuleave  me  ^  r  ^„  ^ 

'"^?';^;'S^u''n"*v':  me  just  one  smaU  Uttle  word. 

Only  oni-»»e  to  keep  me  from  despau-. 
"  Do  not  upbraid  me. 

Her  Ups  were  yielded  to  his.  ^       juj 

"  I  have  been  wrong,    he  said,  seuimg        j  ^^ 

breast     "  You  make  me  begin  to  see  that  i  oia 
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you,  even  as  I  did  not  know  myself.    But  I  must  teU  you 
my  story,  m  the  hope  that  it  may  help  you  to  foreive  " 

Deha  stramed  to  him  closer,  and  tucked  the  point  of 
her  chm  deeper  mto  his  coat. 

"  Ahnost  from  the  first  day  of  our  coming  together  I 
saw  how  careful  I  must  be ;  and  when  I  saw  you  yield 
more  and  more  as  the  weeks  went  on  I  grew  afraid.  I  did 
not  know  myself.  You  see  I  am  speaking  out  aU  that  is 
m  my  mind,  for  there  can  be  no  secret  between  us  now." 

bne  dug  her  chin  deeper. 

"  ^},^}'  y°"  see,  you  had  no  real  meaning  for  me.  You 
were  the  first  specimen  of  womanhood  of  a  rare  variety  I 
had  seen ;  and  I  suppose  I  was  Professor  Dryasdust  look- 
ing  at  your  wonderful  mysterious  mechanism  under  a 
double  magnifying  glass.  At  least,  that  was  how  I  felt  at 
hrst.  You  were  an  intensely  interesting  pathognomical 
specimen,  but  you  did  not  fill  my  nights  and  d^.  But 
hen,  after  a  while,  this  apathetic  mind  began  to  concede 
you  something  else." 

c  ?^llf^flP"i"?  °,",^*^  ^°^*'  s^«  J^">"ed  her  arms  to  him 
M  tightly  that  she  felt  they  were  hke  to  crush  him  to  death. 
She  ahnost  longed  for  the  power.  It  was  as  though 
having  a  rare  jewel  miraculously  delivered  to  her  after  it 
had  been  given  up  for  lost,  she  yearned  to  embody  it  as  a 
piece  of  her  own  actual  self. 

"After  that  I  began  to  see  you  as  you  were,  and  pre- 
^ntiy  preferred  to  come  to  you  rather  than  stay  at  home  to 

vou  ?  Z'^.  *^.^Hl?l"?yu^f  "■*  ^*  P^^^-    "  I  did  not  see 

you,  I  got  to  feel  that  I  had  passed  a  day  without  hvine. 

Your  presence  began  to  mean  more  and  more.    I  began  to 

?i^^  ^^^I  t^^  ^°""d  °^  y^"""  voice  in  my  ears,  your  pretty 

ittle  childish  accents.    They  grew  like  music  ;  such  music 

hat  one  day,  as  I  was  reading  "  Lycidas,"  they  pronounced 

the  magic  numbers  word  by  word.    That  put  me  in  fear. 

n^  httle  one.    And  I  remember  that  one  calm  midnight 

wntmg  in  my  attic  on  white  foolscap,  the  page  became  a 

^ansparency  by  which  I  could  look  through  the  films  of 

thSnr  df^^l^^^hich  kept  your  eyes.    There  and 

hmv  f  A  r'?^  P^"  4°^""'  ^^^  ^'^'^  a  whole  week  knew  not 

I  2i  *  ^^  '*  up  again.    But  with  aU  this  I  felt  you  were 

I  going  faster  and^  farther  than  could  I.    It  had  begun  to 
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dawn  upon  me  that  you  had  the  greater  nature,  or,  at  least, 
a  greater  one  in  love.  You  see,  we  wretched  people  have 
only  about  a  fifth  part  of  a  soul  to  call  our  own,  a  poor  gift, 
alas !  to  bestow  upon  a  very  woman  who  has  brought  to 
us  the  whole  of  hers.  Art  is  the  inexorable,  jealous  mis- 
tress that  we  serve.  Far  too  great  a  tyrant  is  she  to  let  us 
render  an  adequate  service  to  a  mistress  of  our  native 
species,  endowed  with  flesh  and  blood  and  delicious  human 
caprices.  She  will  brook  no  rival  near  her  haughty  arro- 
gant celestial  throne. 

"  That  was  the  reason  why  by  now  I  was  afraid.  I 
knew  that  art  had  me  in  her  boncb.  Hence  the  need  for 
vigilance.  Beyond  ever3rthing  I  saw  how  essential  it  was 
that  you  shotidd  not  be  ndsled.  Even  a  chance  word 
might  wreak  an  injury.  I  must  be  wary  to  protect  you ; 
for  you  see,  I  was  still  underrating  Nature  and  overrating 
Art.  How  could  you,  a  child,  hope  to  overthrow  the  most 
mighty,  the  most  ruthless,  the  most  passionate  tyrant  who 
ever  placed  hf  r  yoke  on  the  neck  of  man  ?  How  in  the 
end  could  suchaUttle  thing  as  you  hope  to  prevail  against 
her? 

"  Therefore,  when  I  went  to  London  I  was  sorely  beset.  My 
heart  had  become  the  battle-ground  of  two  terrible  powers 
in  the  strange  inner  world.  Nature,  the  Mighty  Mother,  had 
already  made  her  call  upon  me  ;  but  with  Art,  the  Mighty 
Ifistress,  looming  in  the  background,  I  felt  I  dare  not  lift 
a  finger  in  response.  If  ever  you  read  the  biographies  of 
such  as  me,  you  will  understand  what  I  mean,  my  poor 
little  fairy  ;  there  are  very  few  of  us  who  are  not  guilty  of 
a  crime  when  we  dare  to  marry.  And  so  I  deemed  the  only 
honest  course  was  to  leave  you  without  a  hint  of  the  bloody 
conflict  in  my  spirit.  It  would  have  been  too  grievous  if, 
after  I  had  bidden  you  have  faith,  my  flaccid  fibres  in 
the  absorption  of  the  exotic  Ufe  they  are  condemned  to 
lead  had  allowed  Art  to  spurn  Nature  after  all.  I  think, 
had  that  happened  after  I  had  once  surrendered  to  you,  I 
could  never  have  regained  my  self-respect. 

"That,  h  iwever,  is  far  behind  us  now.  Once  in  Lon- 
don, I  awrxe  to  the  trite  fact  that  in  the  end  Nature 
must  conquer.  Whatever  I  had  been  to  you  at  the 
time  of  my  going  away,  within  one  short  month  you 
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a  significance  apart  from  ^m,  ?t,*^Ks  "<>  longer  had 
dominated  by  ySuVyou  were  S;  n.?*J  ^'^^  "^^ht,!  ^ 
my  work.  Vou  were  rSd  m  «^  •*"^*"«'  y^"  ^ere  in 
that  made  your  absencfiS^^  Se  t^  ^  ^^^'"^d  shapj^ 
raeamngs  in  your  face  thS  heM  m-      .  ®  "^^^^  a  hundfed 

in  your.eyesVew  mo?e  Jife1h"ma&!°  ""^ '  ^'^^  "g^t? 
the  carnage  of  your  litJe  hJ«H  ♦k^^®  *"**  mysterious: 
feet,  the  sound  of  ^oSr^fe  h'aiSf J?^*'"'  °^  ^^"^  «*"« 
fairy  I  cannot  teU  youhow  thev  K^*  "2*"^^'  "^  ""^ 

''  And  so  at  last  I  awokl  tT^  ^^unted  me  f 
had  passed  through  tSrcrdeS  ^liIT^^'  ^^^  ^^'    I 
becoming  less  to  me  you  hid  bLo^"""'  ^°^  '^^^^^  of 
times  more     IknewwUel  was -aML"}*^'  *  ^^^^"^d 
to  act.    Thus  when  I  left  LoS  m^J,  ^  "^  empowered 
few  days  with  my  father  at  C,,f?,cJ^  ""?"""«  *«  spend  a 
would  seek  you  and  nuke  mv  confii^'  ^  «^lved  that  I 
look  to  find  you  here     lT.n°  l^f  ^"-    B"*  I  did  not 
agent  it  is  that  brouSrvou  >S  °*  *.^"  ^^^^^  mysterious 
you  this  morning'?  J3*nSme^?on1-"  '^'  ^^^^^  ^  sent  ?o 
all.  I  made  no  reference  to  tlS  S  :nS!7f^"'"-    ^bove 
half  an  hour  ago  that  I  tWht  of  .?  ^'  'V^^  "°t ""«! 
observing  whither  my  Sk   h  J^ '^^"^^  >re.     Then, 

tuniedtolookuponrLnrTh.?  ''•nT°"«^'°'«ly  led,  I 
strange  memori^"       '"^  *^a*  ^"  be  ever  ha/owed  by 

kneef  hlrt  Tj^an'^^rP"?/'  ^^^  ^^elia.    "  Let  us 
to  keep  us  in  His  care.'"^  °^  '^''^  ^"^  ^k  God  toco^SiS 

her  co^Son'KrrCncT^^^^        °""  ^-«"y '"  -d 
J- tigh^y  that  she  couKvel^lK^^  a^rf  ^ 

shiver  in  the  arms  of  h^ove"      ^'^*  ^'"-    ^^«  ^egan  to 
mou^li^JJ"  ^°  "°*  ^"°^'  yo"  do  not  know  J "  she  said 

by;i'ffl?..ttS  %t^  ^f.^-t  Difficulty 
^ow  many  times  I  have  ^L  ZZ  ^Ct^' »-«- 
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"  I  have  seen  you  do  it  once,"  she  said  with  the  exaltation 
of  his  tone  stirring  in  her  pulses.  "  I  have  seen  you  do  it 
when  no  other  in  all  the  world  could  do  it. 

"  It  can  be  done  again." 

•'  I  am  thinking  7i  my  father.    You  do  not  know  my 

father."  ,,        ,.,  ., 

The  voice  of  the  child  was  like  a  wail.  ^.^  ..   ^  ■ 

■•  The  name  of  that  giant  is  Convention.    Together,  in 
our  might,  I  think  we  can  do  battle  with  him  too. 

She  clung  to  his  coat  convulsively. 

"  You  do  not  fear,  my  little  one  ?  „ 

"  In  the  heart  of  me  there  is  a  wretched  cowardice. 

"  And  I  beside  you  ?  "  „      ... 

"  You  cannot  know  what  my  father  is.    Men  hke  you 

cannot  understand."  ,     i.-  -»^  i " 

"  Will  the  ogre  kiU  me  and  eat  me  for  his  supper  ? 
The  chUd  shuddered  and  nestled  into  his  coat  once  more 
"We  will  put  on  our  invisible  coat  and  our  snoes  oi 
swiftness,  and  borrow  the  sword  Excalibur,  or  get  fnend 
S  to  steal  it  for  us.  Be  of  good  courage,  my  littie 
faSTprScess.  I  can  fight  any  giant  in  the  world  m  any 
SSted  castle,  in  any  impenetrable  fastness,  with  any 
fiery  drago^  before  the  mouth  of  it,  or  I  were  unworthy 
to  hold  you  in  my  arms.    Grip  tighter,  little  pnncess,  and 

^  ff  only  I  had  courage  !"  said  poor  DeUa. 
She  was  still  shivering  at  the  recoUection  of  her  brother  s 

*^^'You  shall  not  fearwhUe  you  he  against  my  heart  I 
would  there  were  a  light  by  which  you  could  see  niy  iac^ 
li  would  be  a  very  taUsman  to  bear  you  through  those 
noirome gloomy  cavem.-Doubt  and  Difficulty,  n  neve^ 
yet  turnid  back  from  the  work  before  it.  Nor  ever  shall, 
noor  Uttle  fairy,  nor  ever  shall !  "  ,     ,     i.     „ 

^V  vktue  of  these  arrogant  speeches  her  cheeks  be^ 
suddenly  to  glow.  She  saw  him  as  he  swooned  upon 
feeS  of  eith  with  the  blood  flowing  from  his  wovmded 
hanS^Such  heroic  words  as  these  were  his  splenid 
bShricht.  In  another  they  were  boastfdness,  but  m 
him,  the  valiant  warrior,  they  were  proper  to  his  quality. 
"  I  do  not  fear  ;  I  am  not  afraid/  she  cried. 
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"  You  were  not  mine,  poor  little  fairy,  were  it  otherwise." 

^^  Must  you,  must  you  see  my  father  ?  " 

"Yes,  indeed.  I  must  beard  that  ogre  and  carry  mv 
good  sword  in  my  hand." 

"  You  will  find  him  truly  terrible !" 

She  was  trembling  painfully. 

"  How  cold  you  are  I  And  your  poor  heart  is  beating 
so.    Come,  small  princess,  you  shall  not  be  afraid." 

"Ah,  but  'eisso  terrible! 

"  And  we  f    Are  we  not  terrible  also  ?  " 

She  closed  her  eyes  again,  and  lay  back  shuddering  and 
tmed  her  head  in  his  bosom.  He  imprinted  another  kiss 
with  extreme  delicacy  upon  her  wet  cold  hair.  He  then 
put  off  his  tone  of  romantic  lightness  for  one  a  little  more 
matter-of-fact,  as  became  one  in  whose  veins  the  Saxon 
was  mingled  with  the  Celt. 

"  And  now,"  he  said,  "  suppose  we  are  material  ?    That 
IS  a  pomt  of  view  that  must  never  be  absent  from  the  mind 
of  the  honest  Briton.     I  think  we  can  safely  say  that 
the  world  has  not  ear-marked  us  to  come  tcj^ether.    Still 
if  the  happy  chance  that  called  us  into  being  also  pre- 
destmed  us  for  one  another,  perhaps  f  ..r  once  the  world  will 
be  put  to  shame.    Accidents  of  birth  and  fortune  have  no 
hen  upon  our  immortal  souls.     I  am  afraid  even  poor 
Mr.  Debrett  will  not  be  able  to  do  more  than  write  a 
letter  to  the  Standard.     Now  I  shall  be  able  to  build  a 
small  doll's-house  of   a  palace  for  you,  my  little  fairy 
princess,  if  your  aristocratic  spirit  can  stoop  to  the  region 
of  South  Kensington.    You  see  I  get  eight  hundred  pounds 
a  year  from  the  Review ;  I  am  to  enjoy  a  subsidy  from 
the  University  of  Cambridge,  which  may  mean  a  little 
more ;  and  publishers  have  already  deigned  to  take  such  a 
fnendly  interest  in  me  '  r-ause  of  the  little  book  I  pre- 
sented to  an  astonished  world  a  month  ago,  that  I  think  I 
can  add  still  a  little  more  from  that  direction  too.    There- 
fore, still  continuing  to  degrade  ourselves  with  the  material 
there  should  be  enough  to  provide  for  the  little  princess 
who  lives  in  the  doll's-house  curds  and  whey  and  an  occa- 
sional bunch  of  flowers  newly  from  the  country,  which  I 
am  led  to  understand  is  all  that  fairy  princesses  choose  to 
live  upon.    And  now,  my  little  one,  the  evening  is  late.    I 

389 


BROKE   OF   COVENDEN 

can  feel  your  hands  are  ice ;  you  have  no  hat  and  coat ;  you 

are  very  thinly  clad."  _  ..    ,      ,       .1. 

At  the  mention  of  the  hour  Deha  l«ipt  up  in  horror. 
"  Oh  I  what  is  the  time  ?    I  had  quite  forgotten  it.    And 

I  have  not  been  home  to  dinner.    I  shall  be  scolded  dread- 

fully."  , 

He  struck  a  match  and  read  his  watch. 

"  Five  minutes  to  eleven." 

"  I  must  fly." 

"  Alas,  poor  Cinderella  !  «.       •  1    j  *u  • 

Long  agVit  had  become  wholly  dark.  They  picked  their 
path  through  the  bracken  on  the  steep  hillside,  and  under- 
Sath  the  Ihyest.  faintest  shred  of  moon  made  tiieir  way 
^o^  the  dew-soaked  meadows  to  the  near  neighbourhood 
of  the  house.  A  clock  fropi  an  adjacent  hamlet  chimed  the 
hour  of  eleven;    Deha's  heart  sank  as  it  counted  the  re- 

^'"%  'whaSVer  will  happen  ?  "  she  cried  as  she  stood 

a  moment  in  despair.  cu.».,i-4  «,-> 

"  There  is  no  longer  a  place  for  fear  m  us.  Should  we 
walk  now  into  the  ogre's  parlour  hand  in  hand  ? 

"  Oh.  no.  no,  no !  To-night  I  am  sure  I  could  not  bear 
what  would  foUow.  I  think  you  will  never  be  able  to 
understand  what  my  father  is,  and  my  mother  also,  and 
mv  sisters  worst  of  all  I  "  ...  j  1^ 

''  You  are  right."  he  said ;  and  his  cahnness  seemed  to 
add  density  to  her  despair.    "  We  must  be  wise  and  choose 

*^"  It  makes  me  uphappy  to  hear  you  sj^ak  so  Ughtly. 
When  the  full  weight  of  their  unkindness  falls  upon  you, 
I  almost  seem  to  fear  that  you  wiU  renounce  me. 

"  You  shall  not  have  such  a  thought.  From  this  night, 
come  what  may.  doubt  cannot  invade  us.  Never,  never 
shall  there  arise  a  cloud  between  us  now. 

"  You  are  greater  than  I."  said  DeLi,  peenng  up  mto 
ids  face  by  the  aid  of  the  insuffir^nt  Ught  of  the  moon 
white  her  eyes  glowed  and  dUated  until  they  were  far 
^^ri^  to  the  pStry  pair  of  stars  that  hung  about  heaven. 
••  Sways  greater  than  I.  Even  in  love  you  are  greater 
and  yet  my  love  drove  me  to  the  verge  of  despair  Who 
am  I  that  sWd  have  such  as  you  for  a  lover  ?    God  is  too 
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gentle  with  me  •  He  rewards  me  out  of  all  proportion  to  my 

"  You  will  never  doubt  again,  poor  little  falterer  ?  " 

I'  Never,  never  while  I  live !  " 

"And  I  have  never  doubted  nor  will.  Good-bye 
small  fairy.  A  kiss  and  ^hen  good-night— here  by  this 
noble  tree  on  this  fair  spot  of  earth.  To-morrow  or  the 
next  day  I  will  beard  the  og:  e  in  his  lair ;  but  come  what 
may :  come  shine,  come  hail,  we  pledge  ourselves  forever  I " 

"  Forever! " 

She  was  locked  to  him  one  wild  instant  more. 

They  parted  underneath  the  young  moon,  and  went  their 
ways.  Delia  was  bareheaded  and  thinly  clad.  The 
damj  of  the  night  had  penetrated  her  stockin-^  and  shoes, 
and  i  ;r  petticoats  were  a  sop  where  their  edges  had  swept 
the  dew  from  the  fields  of  meadow-grass  through  which 
they  had  trailed.  The  clock  from  the  village  steeple 
struck  the  half-hour  after  eleven ;  she  had  had  no  food 
auce  the  middle  of  the  day,  and  that  very  scanty ;  she  had 
been  exposed  to  the  open  for  many  hours,  but  she  was 
neither  cold  ror  hungry,  nor  thirsty,  ncr  afflicted  with 
weanness.  She  was  net  even  heavy  of  heart.  There  was 
an  exotic  exaltation  in  her  spirit  that  for  the  present  placed 
her  beyond  the  reach  of  all  calamities  of  the  flesh. 

When  at  last  the  dark  form  of  her  lover  had  been 
swallowed  in  the  gloom  of  an  immense  w&J  of  trees  and  lost 
to  view,  rtelia  turned  to  go  indoors.  She  might  have  had 
fear  m  her  heart,  as  hunger,  and  in  her  limbs  weariness, 
and  other  mfirmities  of  a  corporeal  character  residing 
somewhere  in  her  flesh.  But  in  nowise  was  she  sensible  of 
these  things.  There  was  that  magical  secret  in  her  that  had 
resolved  her  young  blood  into  ether,  so  that  she  seemed  no 
longer  to  have  feet  of  clay  rooted  in  the  mire  of  the  world. 


«  1 
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TO  Delia's  relief  she  discovered  the  great  hall  door 
to  be  ajar.  So  late  was  the  hour  for  such  an  early 
retiring  household  that  she  was  afraid  she  would  have  to 
arouse  it  if  she  were  to  be  admitted. 

The  fact  that  the  hall  door  was  undone  was  a  phenomenon, 
and  very  properly  of  a  piece  with  the  transcending  events 
of  that  evening.  But  looking  a  little  farther  she  found 
the  explanatic.  of  it,  even  as  we  may  find  the  explanation 
of  all  phenomena  if  only  we  look  far  enough.  The  old 
butler  trod  '^oftly  forward  from  out  of  the  dark  interior  in 
a  pair  of  carpet  slippers  with  a  candle  in  his  hand.  He 
placed  a  finger  to  his  lips. 

"  Be  very  quiet,  miss.  They  all  thought  you  were  in 
your  bedroom  at  dinner.  They  thought  you  were  imwell. 
They  have  not  found  you  out.  And  they  won't  if  you 
go  up  very  quietly. 

"  You  are  very  good  to  me,  Porson.  How  did  you 
know  I  was  out  ?  " 

"  I  had  an  instinct,  miss.  I  saw  you  were  not  at  the 
dinner-table ;  I  always  carry  you  all  in  my  eye,  you  know. 
And  I  learned  from  Walters  you  were  not  in  your  room. 
You  will  find  a  fire  there,  and  a  plate  of  bread  and  cold 
meat  and  a  basin  of  warm  milk.  If  I  may  take  the  liberty 
of  saying  it,  miss,  I  have  noticed  you  have  not  been  well 
for  some  little  time." 
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•'  You  are  too  good  to  me,  dear  Porwn. 
find  out  that  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  I  know  more  about  all  of  you,  miss,  than  vou 

5^^.  1/°"  '^*''*  "^y  °^  daughters  you  could  be    -nrl 

lamer  au  his  hfe.    I  can  remember  quite  wUl  the  dav 

?r  v*^""'    ^"l^.""-^  '^y  '  '^^^^  ^" '"  tWs  house  six?/ 
two  years  come  Chnstmas.    xNow  if  you  ro  verv  auiet 

T^Ele^MJT  •r^^'^  'r • "°  one  wiLTnoTof 
ims.    tven  Mrs.  Smith  doesn't  know." 

oy  beam,,-  the  candle  -iutiously  and  solemnly  before 

eJdtZ^n?^  that  at  the  dinner-table  her  absence  had 
tJ»  S?  "o.  comment,  after  Joan  had  hazarded  the  remark 

H!  K  j^^^*  ■'«' unknown  to  her  husband  and  daughters 
was  harder"  *°  '^\<^<''\^Se  to  say  farewell  to  her  S 
Sant^^^"  -^  '*^i^  °  "^"^  *o  e'^ert  her  cusromarj^ 
SfnS  .^H"^^  f^'  ^^'?'  *^y  *^«  ««ht  of  what  £d 
moS  *h  '^l'',st':a"ge  nterview  with  the  chUd  that 
morning,  thought  sns  might  be  indisposed.  Broke 
himself,  who  of  late  had  become  the  most  apffik  oflSn 
ttt!S'}'-^  word  throughout  the  meal,  and  betr^jS 

dre^d^H    ^Jh^^^'^'.M'   IP^^^   *^«   o^<*«al   which    she 
dreaded.    She  drank  the  basin  of  warm  mUk  gratefuUv 

m^nv^PP'^^K'^^^  "^^^"^  *h«n'  ^°^  the  first  tirSTfor  fSi 

oTSct^heSfh^  "'^.^*'  ?^'  tp*  *^^  ^^^^p  °'  p«rf«=t  yo"th 

tSL',tl'st^"e'ting.^^^^^  ^*--V; 

al^u?  Sir's  '!?**'  ^  '^^^.*'"  ¥"*  *°  *h«  twitterings  of  birds 
about  her  window  as  m  the  unintrospective  dlysof  old 

There^i?,^??./"'^  ^^  ''^''^'^  ^^mind  aS  bcSy 
darknJ^nS  i'**^^  .^^'■oJ  "?<>«  her  lips.  The  night  of 
frSh  Sh  ?n,  '^"Pr  ^"iP^*-    ^he  had  awakened  to  a 

In  the  sanity,  the  clearness,  the  cahn  of  morning,  fear 

393 


BROKE   OF   COVENDEN 

could  exiit  no  more.  An  exquitite  leU-reUance  thrilled 
within  her.  There  was  no  room  for  baser  (toubts  now 
that  the  crowning  one  of  aU  had  been  for  ever  laid  at  rest. 
The  little  world  in  which  she  had  been  reared,  the  little 
world  which  a  few  short  months  ago  had  been  so  dear, 
so  sacred  to  her,  might  now  conspire  to  spit  its  venom  at 
her  and  h«  -s,  but  nothing,  as  it  seemed  in  the  splendour 
of  this  sovereign  day,  could  poison  the  clear  fountain 
from  whence  sprang  their  corjnon  faith.  No  human 
obloquy  could  percolate  to  their  impregnable  love. 

«^he  had  awakened  to  find  herself  in  the  toils  of  a 
s.iureme  exultation.  For  the  first  time  she  tasted  the 
pteacore  that  has  its  source  in  the  requital  of  love.  The 
passion  in  its  craving,  in  its  insatiable  madness  of  desire. 
IS  a  fever ;  but  the  consummation  of  it,  the  sanctity  ot 
faith  answering  to  faith,  may  be  compared  to  a  strange 
beatitude  serenely  rising  like  an  aerial  vapour  above  the 
hissing  cauldron  of  chaos.  Delia  dressed  bhthely.  Sing- 
ing,  she  saUied  out  to  feed  her  pts.  Pr<»ently  she 
returned  to  procure  a  crust  of  bread  to  gnaw  hersell,  lor 
she  had  suddenly  made  the  discovery  that  she  was 
desperately  hungry.  ,  ,    ,      _.        , ,       . 

It  was  hardly  more  than  five  o'clock.  The  cold  and 
pure  aire  of  the  morning  that  swept  her  templra  now 
recalled  vaguely  to  her  mind  the  feverish  longing  that  had 
possessed  her  the  previous  evening  to  lay  her  burning 
forehead  on  cold  stone.  But  the  transactions  of  that 
insane  period  had  become  Uttle  more  than  a  dream  already. 
She  was  far  too  reasonable  now  to  be  able  to  look  back 
r  oon  them  with  any  sense  of  detaU.  Clothed  in  our  right 
minds  we  cannot  enter  intimately  into  the  high  dehnum 
of  fever  and  unreason.  .  ^.       ^ 

She  sang  to  herself  softly  as  she  tripped  over  the  wet 
lawns,  and  she  did  not  fear.  Fate  and  her  world  should 
put  their  heads  together  aiid  contrive  their  worst,  but 
fte  necessary  resolution  was  wm  hers  to  stand  steadfast. 
She  was  like  her  brother  now.  Yesterday  her  complaint 
had  been  that  he/  love  had  its  foundatio.is  m  the  sand. 
But  now,  Uke  his,  it  was  raised  upon  the  impenshabie 
rock.  Yesterday  she  felt  that  she  coul^^  never  be  as 
resolute  as  he.    Now  she  had  awakened  to  learn  tnai 
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■bf  had  mitjudged  the  ione%  of  her  heart.  Thia  mining 
the  feit  her  strength  to  be  as  great  as  that  of  any  creature 
in  the  world. 

Her  happy  way  led  her  down  a  remote  path,  in  which 
was  a  small  summer-hutch  without  a  door.  Coming  upon 
it  suddenly  she  was  transfixed  by  an  apparition  seatedin 
it  shrouded  in  grey  light.  It  was  Maud  Wayling,  baie- 
headed  and  clad  in  a  dress  of  'vhite  riuslin.  She  was 
reading  a  book.  She  lifted  her  -vonf'erful  grey  eyes  to  Delia, 
and  smiled  wanly. 

"  Come  and  sit  by  me,"  she  said,  "  and  take  my  hand 
and  speak  to  me.  Are  we  not  both  wayfarers  in  the  same 
dark  valley?  Are  we  not  both  stricken  of  the  same 
mortal  complaint  ?  " 

Delia  was  no  longer  timid.  Ever  since  Maud  Wayling 
had  been  amoM  them  in  that  house  she,  in  common  with 
b^f  sisters,  had  be*n  in  fear  of  her;  but  this  morning 
that  feelinc  and  the  self-conscious  reserve  induced  by  it 
had  passed  away.  Without  hesitation  she  approached. 
The  vivid  pallor  of  Miss  WayUng's  face  afflicted  her.  It 
was  peculiarly  cold  and  placid ;  as  transparent  as  marble  ; 
and  the  rings  that  had  lately  come  about  her  eyes  were 
the  only  tints  upon  it  that  had  any  value  as  colour.  As 
Delia  came  to  her  now,  her  own  experience  enabled  her 
only  too  clearly  to  understand  the  true  nature  of  her 
malady.  The  proud  and  unapproachable  creature  was 
suddenly  represented  in  a  new  light. 

"  You  loved  him  ;  you  loved  Billy  ;  and  he  has  gone  from 
you,"  cried  Deha.  "  I  know  what  it  is  to  bear  that, 
because  I  have  had  to  berz  it  too." 

"There  is  no  hope  for  women  like  us,"  said  Maud  WayUng. 
"When  we  are  oereft  we  can  only  wither.  I  say  this 
to  you  because  we  both  suffer  the  same  inexpressibly 
bitter  degradation.  There  is  no  rest  for  us,  no  peace; 
we  can  only  perish.  Our  mout'bs  are  stopped  with  dust 
and  ashes,  but  they  cannot  always  stifle  the  words  that 
surge  upon  our  lips.  It  only  remains  for  us  to  hide  our 
heads." 

"  Yesterday  I  felt  so."  said  Delia,  and  she  could  not 
wholly  repress  the  thrill  of  exaltation  in  her  voice  strive 
as  she  might  to  do  so  out  of  pity  for  the  wretchedness 
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of  this  other  sufferer,  "  But  I  am  not  so  now.  It  has 
pleased  God  to  have  mercy  upon  me ;  I  am  very  happy 
now.  But  perhaps  I  ought  not  to  tell  you  this ;  it  may 
give  you  pain.  Perhaps  I  am  cruel  and  unkind.  I 
have  no  right  to  speak  of  happiness  when  you  are  so 
unhappy.  Please  forgive  me  ;  but  this  morning  I  feel 
it  is  impossible  to  conceal  from  any  one  the  terrible  joy 
that  is  making  me  so  happy." 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you  happy.  I  have  measured  your 
affliction  by  my  own,  although  I  dared  not  speak  to  you 
about  it." 

"  And  yours,  and  yours  !  It  has  been  base  of  me  not  to 
see  what  your  affliction  was.  Oh,  but  I  see  now  1  Every 
inch  of  these  dark  ways  have  we  walked  together.  I  have 
not  been  alone  in  my  despair.  And  yet  so  lately  as  last 
evening  it  nearly  overcame  me.  I  have  not  known  how 
to  pass  my  days.  There  has  been  no  solace  anywhere. 
At  least,  poor  Maud,  if  others  do  not  mourn  for  you,  I 
shall  always.  I  do  not  know  why  my  happiness  has 
been  restored  to  me  in  tenfold  measure  when  you,  who  are 
so  much  wiser,  so  much  better,  so  much  more  beautiful, 
have  had  your  happiness  taken  from  you,  never  to  be 
given  back.    It  does  not  seem  just." 

"  I  am  trying  to  acquire  the  habit  of  not  complaining 
of  Fate,"  said  the  beautiful  unhappy  woman ;  "  but  the 
task  is  heavy.  It  calls  for  more  tenacity  of  purpose,  a 
greater  strength  of  nature  than  I  possess.  As  you  say.it 
does  not  seem  just.  But  I  think  I  am  coming  slowly  to 
see  in  what  way  I  have  offended.  There  is  surely  a  reason 
for  a  punishment  so  unmitigated.  I  am  coming  slowly 
to  see  that  it  is  because  I  have  surrendered  myself  to  a 
heartless  and  selfish  mode  of  Ufe.  My  interests  have 
been  too  much  centred  in  myself.  My  thoughts  have 
run  too  much  upon  my  private  ease ;  they  have  poisoned 
my  very  spirit,  sapped  my  resolution.  My  inhuman 
sefeshness  has  cloyed  the  springs  of  my  heart.  It  has  no 
vecoil.    This  is  why  I  am  punished," 

"  But  why  should  not  I  be  punished  too  ?  "  said  Delia. 
"  It  does  not  seem  just  that  I  should  be  condemned  to 
suffer  only  for  a  term  when  you  must  suffer  always.  I 
am  sure  my  crime  has  not  been  less  than  yours ;  at  least 
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no  one  could  have  thought  more  about  oneself  than  I 
have  lately. 

"Yes;  but  your  nature  is wholesomer,  honester,  purer 
stronger,  than  is  mine.  It  has  not  been  subjected,  and  has 
not  fallen  a  prey  to  the  temptations  of  money.  You  do 
not  know  what  a  curse  money  is.  You  can  scarcely  be 
made  to  understand  what  a  crop  of  foul  diseases  it  breeds. 
Ihe  Idle  can  never  be  happy  ;  the  creatures  of  surfeit  can 
never  rejoice.  And  for  one  like  me  to  be  bred  in  the 
manner  that  I  have  been,  and  not  to  languish,  not  to 
swoon  on  the  cushions  of  prosperity,  seems  to  be 
impossible. 
"  Is  there  not  a  cure  ?  " 

"  I  seem  to  fear  that  my  nature  is  not  great  enough  to 
effect  a  cure.  But  I  am  sure  that  if  I  do  not  soon  find 
something  to  lessen  the  pressure  of  my  thoughts  I  shall 
not  be  able  to  bear  my  affliction.  It  is  more  than  we 
nursehngs  of  wealth  can  endure  to  be  thwarted  in  our 
smaUest  desires,  let  alone  in  our  greatest.  We  cannot 
escape  from  ourselves.  The  monotony,  the  heart-wearing 
wretchedness  of  being  ever  face  to  face  with  our  own 
impenous  desires  has  no  alleviation.  I  begin  to  envy  the 
ives  of  the  women  in  the  London  shops.  They  have  not 
forgotten  the  taste  of  happiness.  When  they  can  snatch 
an  instant  from  the  battle  of  existence  to  give  to  themselves, 
they  enjoy  a  truer  luxury  than  we  creatures  of  surfeit  have 
ever  known.  Think  of  the  chUd  at  the  cottage  whom 
your  brother  has  married.  She  has  known  more  of 
happiness  m  her  squalid  little  hfe  than  have  I  in  all  mv 
acclaimed  and  feted  one.  The  very  simplicity  of  nature 
that  IS  in  her  is  an  alluring  thing ;  whereas  the  stagnating, 
toetid  complexity  of  an  extreme  civilisation  that  is  in  me 
IS  a  rank  offence  that  smells  to  Heaven.  I  suppose  mv 
unhealthy  hfe  reacting  on  my  weak  nature,  has  made  me 
of  Self  "^         ^"  egoist— an  unhappy  victim  of  the  god 

The  beautiful  unhappy  woman  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands. 

aPf^^'}^  ®P?*^  °^  *^®  ecstasy  of  her  own  situation,  was 
Wied  with  pam  by  such  a  distress.  In  regarding  it  she 
t)ch«ld  a  state  of  mind  from  which  she  had  miraculou»ly 
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escaped.  This  austere,  this  aloof  creature,  who  was  so 
fair,  was  being  seared  by  a  suffering  that  too  intimately 
she  understood.  Human  nature,  it  seemed,  was  much 
the  same  all  the  world  over.  One  of  her  complete  humility 
was  privileged  to  share  the  pangs  of  the  proudest  bosom. 
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HEN  Delia  came  in  to  breakfast  her  mother  looked 
ci;.'^j  ^'  '""  )^,  *  keemiess  that  was  disconcertin/j. 
n?n.  *r^  ^^^'  H^^  *^^  childher  glance  seemed  prel- 
nant  with  meamng.  The  recoUection  suddenly  swept  ovir 
her  that  her  lover  had  posted  a  letter  to  her  the  previous 
day,  and  that  as  yet  it  had  not  come  into  her  hands  A 
pang  sank  into  her.  It  was  born  of  the  conviction  that  it 
had  been  mtercepted. 

From  that  moment  a  steady  reaction  came  upon  her. 
The  buoyant  fearlessness  of  the  early  morning  begaVslowly 

^J"^^^-  ul^^H^'^  °^  reflection  reasserted  itSlf  in  S 
and  It  brought  foreboding  in  its  train.  What  would  happen 
when  her  lover  came  to  see  her  father  ?  She  hardly  dS^d 
to  frame  the  simster  question.  Her  mother,  in  the  earUest 
days  of  his  appearance  in  that  house,  had  shown  herself 
capable  of  making  cruel  speeches  to  his  face,  and  behind 
his  back  of  even  more  cruel  references.  As  for  her  father, 
him  to  whom  all  her  life  her  instincts  had  led  her  to  look  a^ 
wtJhTh  S  ?r*^*?'"  ^"d  friend,  after  his  harsh  dealing 
with  the  brother  beloved  by  them  all,  who  should  say  in 
what  manner  he  would  be  moved  to  deal  with  her  I 

Ihe  consequences  that  might  ensue  upon  her  lover's 
coming  to  that  house  grew  intolerable  to  consider.  The 
condition  of  intense  restlessness  the  subject  induced  led 
ner  to  seek  a  preoccupation.  In  this  suspense  of  the  im- 
pending,  silence  and  solitude  grew  too  ominous  to  support. 
l.li^^  ?u°  something,  go  somewhere.  AccordingljTshe 
went   to   the  cottage  to  see  her  brother's  young  wife. 
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Had  she  not  promised  Billy  to  go  and  see  her  frequently  ? 
There  was  the  consciousness  that  by  so  doing  she  was 
fulfilling  a  duty  that  had  been  imposed  upon  her  ;  besides, 
she  had  to  confess  that  there  was  a  longing  within  her  to 
acquire  the  first-hand  experiences  of  those  in  the  vortex 
of  this  passion  of  love. 

At  the  cottage,  although  the  sun  still  bathed  the  clean 
w^,  and  in  the  wood  behind  the  birds  still  piped  their 
spring  notes,  the  spirit  that  yesterday  presided  there  had 
gone  away.    All  things  were  unchanged,  yet  the  presiding 
genius  was  not  there.    To-day  they  were  flat  and  tame, 
and  palled  upon  the  heart,  where  yesterday  they  we.e 
quick  and  significant  and  filled  with  a  memorable  fra- 
grance.     At  the  moment  Deha  entered  the  trim  and 
spotless  kitchen  she  was  afflicted  with  this  sense  of  loss. 
The  absence  of  a  laughing  voice,  a  frank  presence,  a  pair 
of  tormenting  impudent  arms  haunted  her.    It  seemed 
to  pollute  the  light  of  the  sun  and  render  all  things  grey. 
And    her    own    feeUng    of    berea- -jment    was    reflected 
poignantly  in  the  face  of  the  old  woman  and  the  young. 
Alice  came  to  greet  her  with  a  hungry  eagerness,  and 
a  faint  cry  upon  her  sHghtly  parted  lips.    She  had  already 
learned  to  overcome  her  timidity  in  regard  to  Delia.    She 
was  Billy's  sister  ;  and  her  love  for  him  was  a  complement 
to,  not  a  rival  of,  her  own.    But  this  morning  the  young 
wife  was  wan  with  terror. 

"  I  have  ruined  him,"  she  said  in  a  hard  voice,  without 
emotion. 

Delia  received  her  tenderly  in  her  arms. 
"  No,  oh,  no  !  "  she  found  the  courage  to  say.     "  A  love 
like  yours  could  never  do  that." 

"  It  is  because  of  me  he  is  driven  away,"  said  the  young 
wife.  "  I  was  wicked  and  unheeding,  and^thought  only 
of  myself,  or  I  should  have  known  that  so  it  must  be.  It 
was  not  possible  for  me  to  be  the  fit  companion  of  my 
husband.  I  ought  to  have  recognized  that,  and  have 
saved  him  from  the  niin  he  could  not  foresee." 

"  It  is  not  ruin,"  said  Delia.  "  He  will  return  to  you 
soon,  rich  and  full  of  love.  His  love  for  you  will  be  more, 
if  it  were  possible  for  it  to  be  more,  ard  he  will  no  longer 
be  Hcpi>ndent  on  others." 
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"  There  is  something  in  my  heart  that  teUs  me  he  will 
not  return.    I  have  been  base  and  wicked,  and  God  wiU 

^"J'^  Tu?  ,P""*'^  "'^-  I  have  thought  only  of  myself 
I  did  not  thmk  of  those  who  were  near  and  dear  to  him  • 
J  J°^f?v,  y°":,s»sters.  of  the  beautiful  lady  who  loved 
him,  of  the  mother  who  has  been  so  good  to  me,  and  the 
poor  father  I  have  made  so  unhappy,  'it  has  been  wanton 
?i  I.  P.u  gratification  of  my  own  wishes  I  had  no 
v.i'!   w    *   t""^^''yJ  "'^^h*  ^""g  "Pon  others  who  were 

Ih^wlT  *°  ^""u'  ^^^^'^  ^"""y  ^""  °*  1°^«  fo^him  ;  others 
who  were  so  much  better,  so  much  nobler  than  myself.  I 
do  not  know  how  any  of  you  can  forgive  me ;  I  do  not 
^1,    K  forgiven.    God  wiU  not." 

The  hif  J  tones  of  her  desoair  were  as  so  manv  blows 
delivered  on  Ddia's  breast.'  The  words  of  consolation 
welling  out  of  it  were  ruthlessly  forced  back. 

When  your  brother  gave  me  his  love,"  the  young  wife 
wen  on.  my  thoughts  were  of  him  and  of  myself  Ldoi 
what  we  were  to  one  another.  And  when  he  iked  me  to 
be  his  wife,  although  I  was  so  much  frightened,  I  could 
only  see  he  bearing  it  would  have  on  my  own  Uf^,  and  on 
Zir^\  /.f  ^  "°  ^^'■^^^'"  then.     I  could  not  see  hi^ 

aTfSf nf^""^  ^^^^''V  ^"'^  ^'  '''^^'^  i"  the  background  aU 
as  full  of  sorrow  as  I  was  full  of  joy.    Poverty  and  toil  made 

Sved7.T'^  and  self-seeking.      I  have  ruined  him  who 
loved  me,  because  I  would  not  deny  myself  his  love.     But 
Ciod  will  punish  me." 
The  fragile  creature  quivered  hke  a  leaf  in  the  wind. 

ina  2^  f"^  ^.^^^  ^°°"'"  ^aid  the  valiant  Delia,  apply- 
ing  the  comfort  of  one  child  to  another.  "  He  will  J-ome 
back  very  rich,  and  my  father  and  mother  and  sisteis 
vwll   be  so   happy    that   they  will   be  very  grateful  to 

"  He  will  never  come  back."  said  the  young  wife     "  I 

re'tL  ?  f  ,r*'''^?  t'^^t  ^°^  ^"  "e^er  albw  him  to 
mS        T  ?^^  ^°*  he  allowed  another  moment  of  happi- 

deSrved!'^*''^  ""^   ^°"''  ^""^  '^  "^^  "°*^  ^han  I 

.Z  ^°"  ,^*^?  "°*  heen  wicked,"  said  Delia.  "  Only  heartless 
and  cn,el  and  unworthy  peoplr  "d  sav  that.  Love  Jnol 
wickedness.     It  is  all  nobili-  -  purity  ;  ar  .'  if  we  a?e 
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punished  because  we  love  worthily  and  righteously,  those 
who  punish  us  are  unjust." 

A  prophetic  fire  broke  forth  so  suddenly  from  the  hps  ci 

Billy's  sister,  that  the  youthful  wife  recoiled  from  her,  and 

looked  wonderingly  into  her  vivid  eyes.    The  brooding 

blue  depths  she  beheld  were  the  haunts  of  mystenes  that 

her  own  brief  but  highly  wrought  experience  dimly  enabled 

her  to  apprehend.  „      j 

"  Those  were  my  thoughts  but  a  few  weeks  ago,    said 

AUce,  "but  I  was  bUnd  then  and  could  not  see.    Believe 

me    dear  Miss  Broke,  such  a  bUndness  is   wrong   and 

wicl-ed.    If  we  purchase  this  love  that  is  so  pure  and  noble 

at  the  price  of  the  happix^ess  of  others  surely  our  selfishness 

cannot  be  forgiven.     My  love  for  your  brother  and  my 

poverty  caused  me  to  be  blind  and  callous.    I  could  not  see 

the  truth,  and  did  not  wish.     I  was  beloved,  and  I  asked 

no  more.    But  now  the  scales  are  taken  from  my  eyes  by 

the  God  who  knew  all  the  time  what  I  was  domg,  and 

hated  me  for  my  wickedness.    Yes,  Miss  Broke,  He  knew 

what  I  was  doing.    And  now  He  has  taken  away  the 

happiness  I  gained  so  wrongfully,  and  because  of  that  He 

will  never  give  it  back.    He  knows  I  am  unworthy. 

The  hard  poignancy  that  underlay  the  soft  accents 
seemed  to  bruise  DeUa.  Her  mother,  in  the  first  mterview 
with  the  old  aunt,  had  had  an  experience  much  the 

No  words  of  consolation,  however  tenderly  and  valiantly 
conveyed,  could  avail  against  the  conviction  of  Alice  that 
an  offended  deity  was  deaUng  in  person  with  her  affairs. 
And  worse,  such  were  the  clear  eyes  that  anguish  had  given 
her,  she  could  trace  in  the  eager  attempts  made  by  the 
sister  of  her  husband  to  bring  her  comfort  something  ot 
the  somce  from  which  they  sprang.  Delia's  passionate 
speeches  of  consolation  could  hardly  arise  from  a  purely 
impersonal  desire  to  mitigate  the  pain  she  suffered,  lier 
hot  words  leaped  forth  too  palpably  under  the  goad  oi  a 
fierce  impulse.  Such  flaming  cheeks,  such  flashing  amma- 
tion  of  her  Umpid  eyes,  such  hectic  utterance  could  harcuy 
be  aroused  by  a  wholly  disinterested  seeking  after  tne 
welfare  of  her  brother's  wife,  dearly  as  she  might  be  known 
to  love  him.    AUce,  by  the  Ught  of  her  expenence,  coma 
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too  truly  read  the  cause.    Her  wise  eves  saw  that  n«i,o 
was  scorched  already  by  the  sacred  K  **  °'^'* 

Forgive  me.  dear  Miss  Broke,  but  I  pray  you   I  be 
seech  you  to  take  heed  of  that  which  has  faSen  uS.n  rS" 

^u^'^atTS  """^'^^^  f  I  have  dol  le^?rinj^ 
you  do  to  others  be  avenged  upon  you  "  ^^^ 

the  yoimg  wife  pressed  her  palms  tightlv  toeether  tnH 
Se':^^"  ^'^  °^^  ^  *^^  -^  °^  f uffJrinr^l^n^ 

momh\^T''  ^"^  ^''^''  *^°^^  ^^""^  "^y  ^°^<J«  only  a 
"I  will  repeat  them,  I  wiU  repeat  them "  said  DpHo 

wildly,  seizing  the  hands  of  Alice.  '        ^  ^^* 

'The  thought  is  too  hard  for  us  to  bear "  said  Ai,v« 
We  dare  not  think  that  a  love  Uke  our^  shnifiH  i- 

ottjeg^   But  it  do«,.  Miss  Broke^^d  ^s'r dy^t^i?^^ 

will  God  avenge  it  in  us."  r  «»  *«.  aoes 

.'.'  2^'  ^  ^  °o*'  I  cannot  believe  it !  " 
..  5*Tf  ^  "°*  ruined  your  brother  ?  " 
No,    said  Deha  fiercely  "  it  is  nnf  fm-      t* 
father  that  banished  my  broVUm  ylu^^^not  y^^r^^rfS^ 

If  ;;"w?ri::or^:lx^^^  cie^^l^^^ororLr^v 

suiely  so  just  a  man  would  not  have  turned  aeaiLthTm 
iL^-^iT.^'  ^°^  I  ^°^  base  and^TvofC  5SS 
wouli  r^*  ^  f^'  '^'  '^'^^^  '"  the  selfishness  of  my  htit 
would  I  have  taken  away  from  him  I  loved  mo^thT^l 
were  possible  for  the  love  I  bore  him  to  ripay/'  ^^  '' 
Against  such  a  desolation  nothing  could  avail  aii 
predictions  that  Delia  made  of  herbfothe^^s  sS  atS 
prosperous  return  were  as  the  droppin^^f  S^u^^ 
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in  which  sl.s  herself  stood  at  that  moment  were  in- 
duced  Promising  to  return  the  next  day  and  the  next, 
and  for  full  many  a  one  to  come,  as  though  m  such  a 
childlike  wilUngness  to  heal  some  measure  of  surcease 
might  reside,  Delia  left  the  cottage  famt  of  spirit  and 

cold  of  heart.  ... 

New  doubts  rose  up  like  mountains  in  her  so  impres- 
sionable mind.     In  the  face  of  a  grief  so  barren  love  itsel 
lost  something  of  its  radiant  significance.    Could  it,  after 
all,  be  an  act  of  guilt  to  cast  one's  thoughts  in  a  direction 
that  those  in  authority  over  one  had  forbidden  them  to 
CO  ?    By  the  light  of  that  morning's  intercourse  her  own 
case  was  picked  out  with  hideous  plainness.    It  was  surely 
parallel  and  counterpart.    There  were  those  who  were 
hear  and  dear  it  behoved  her  to  consider.    There  were  the 
father  and  the  mother  and  the  sisters  who  would   be 
stricken  by  her  conduct.    Was  not  the  distraught  Alice 
rieht  '      Did  she  not  speak  with  the  prophetic  instinct 
born  of  a  terrible  experience  ?    The  pain  infiictea  upon 
others  could  not  be  justified  by  a  corresponding  gratifica- 
tion bestowed  upon  oneself.    The  duty  she  owed  to  the 
friends  who  had  nurtured  her  was  very  great     She  must 
yield  her   lover.     Oh  God,  she   must  yield  him  to   the 
prejudices  of  those  who  held  her  dear  !  ^       ,,„ 

The  thought  was  too  inexpressible  to  contemplate. 
She  walked  faster  down  the  hill  to  the  green  fields,  %ster 
and  faster  she  walked  to  the  birds  and  the  insects  and  the 
sweet-breathing  earth.  She  must  outstnp  that  thought, 
outpace  it,  run  from  it,  lose  it  wholly  and  for  ever  in  he 
males  of  the  over-grown  hedgerows  tangled  with  nettl 
knd  briars.  It  must  never  find  her  again.  Kmd  God  in 
heaven,  it  must  never  find  her  again  1 

It  is  not  given  to  the  strongest  of  us,  however  to  ba 
out  thought  by  the  door  of  mere  resolution.  The  cruel 
suggestion,  the  intolerable  suggestion,  continued  again  and 
Sn  to  recur.  No  matter  whether  she  walked  or  ran  it 
was  a  spectre  gliding  noiselessly  by  her  side.  If  such  an 
Tnli^sh^  thaf  of  tL  young  ^^fe  at  the  cottage  was  th^ 
coSmmation  of  a  passion  so  pure^  so  Pe^^^t  in  itseU J 
all-sufficing,  must  there  not  be  ^^'^^  ,f^^^;^J'2 
ineradicable  taint  residing  there  unrevealed  to^those  wno 
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harboured  it,  else  she  who  slaked  her  so  great  tloirst  at  the 
immortal  spring  could  never  awake  to  discover  that  the 
draught  had  poisoned  her  sweet  blood. 

th^n'^t*  ^  K^**^'  duty  to  her  friends  was  more  sacred 
than  that  to  her  lover  and  her  own  nature  ?    Inquiries 
of  this  kind  are  not  hkely  to  have  much  authoritj^t^ 
nrp^'inf'ti     *«  inexperience  striving  to  go  right  they  may 
present  themselves  m  the  reaction  from  that  first  strange 
ravishment  of  the  spirit.    The  self-accusing  misery  ofl^l? 
SSri     %T^'  haunted  Delia  as  a  premonition  of  her  own 
doom.      She  and  her  love  would  soon  stand   before  the 
world  in  precisely  that  guise.    Must  a  similar  tyrannical 
Providence  intervene  to  blast  their  hves  if  their  unlicensed 
inclination  dared  to  set  the  world  at  nought  ?   "°"*'®"*^^ 
That  afternoon  was  to  be  dedicated  to  a  garden  partv  at 
a  great  house  m  the  neighbourhood.    ThI  six  daughters 
0   the  house  of  Broke  put  on  their  best  white  suiSne" 
afternoon  frocks,  which  for  several  years  past  had  done 
duty  on  state  occasions,  and  set  out  in  the  rar^shaclde 

?hrh.^.t  of  n'r"'  '"""^"^^C  ^^'^  forebodings  clouded 
the  heart  of  Delia  even  as  she  went.     In  it  there  was  a 

reasonable  presumption  amounting  to  certainty  that  her 

lover  woud  appear  before  her  father  during  heVabsence 

^fbSSn  nf'P*  *°  ""T^  ^  ^*^^^"  °^  fftalismTn  the 
best-balanced  of  us ;  surely  was  it  not  in  the  nature  of 
things  that  her  lover  should  come  to  her  father's  house 

Wkhin  tT.  7°?1  ^  ".°  ^'''\^y  P^^^^"^^  to  protect  Wm? 
Within  the  last  few  days  she  had  conceived  a  genuine 

tlZ  °\^''Ji^'':  ^^  *he  reaction  from  a  hfet"me 
passed  in  blind  adoration  of  him,  he  stood  out  now  in  Sr 
magmation  a  very  ogre  in  his  treatment  of  the  tender  and 
the  helpless  Intensely  she  could  have  wished  to  be  at 
home  when  her  knight  came  to  confront  the  giant  in  his 

hou.h  h^f  *  °^  ^''  might  strengthen  him  stil!  moi.  £ 
though  h«  courage  was  the  noblest  thing  she  had  ever 
known     The  sense  that  she  was  near  him  might  do  some- 

ti  ^"^  K°«'"   ^^'  "^^"^^  °f   "^'^  ordeal.\she  St 
For  .h/'^"^'  °'  ^^^^t  h'gh  words  arising  between  S 
For  she  was  possessed  with  a   fear  that  the  untoward 

toew  that  If  they  once  set  up  their  wills  one  against  the 

405 


''  -[i 


BROKE   OF   COVENDEN 

other,  like  a  pair  of  mastiffs  they  might  go  for  one  another's 
throats,  and  contend  for  the  ascendency  until  one  or  both 
lay  dying  on  the  floor.  That  was  the  clay  in  which  they 
were  faSiioned.  In  her  chivalrous  childish  heart  she 
yearned  to  buckle  on  the  arrooiir  or  to  bear  the  spear  of 
the  so  gsdlant  knight  who  was  to  contend  for  their  joint 
cause  before  the  dragon.  If  only  he  had  not  to  go  alone! 
If  only  she  could  be  at  his  elbow  to  cheer  him  on  his  way ! 
If  only  it  could  be  her  fortune  to  intercept  any  chance 
buffet  hurled  at  the  sacred  form  of  him  who  dared  every- 
thing for  her  I  ,.         ,      ■.    u  / 

So  luridly  was  the  image  of  impendmg  calamity  before 
her  eyes  that  she  almost  allowed  herself  to  plead  a  head- 
ache as  an  excuse  to  avoid  the  garden  party.  By  the 
time  the  afternoon  came  round  there  was  a  conviction  in 
her  that  there  would  arise  during  the  next  few  hows  a 
crying  need  for  her  presence  in  that  house.  To  such  an 
extent  was  she  worked  on  by  this  idea  that  tentatively 
she  complained  to  her  mother  of  being  unwell,  and  ex- 
pressed a  preference  for  staying  at  home.  Her  mother, 
however,  was  emphatic  in  her  insistence  that  she  should 
accompany  the  rest.  And  to  DeUa,  in  the  throes  of  her 
prepossession,  the  vigorous  nature  of  that  insistence 
allied  to  the  fact  that  her  mother  had  already  suppressed 
her  lover's  letter,  and  had  studiously  avoided  any  reference 
to  his  name,  gave  colour  to  her  fears. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI 
In  which  our  Hero  takes  down  his  Battle-Axc 

THERE  are  times  when  a  man  miy  feel  himself  to 
be  the  victim  of  a  conspiracy  on  the  part  of  Destiny. 
Circumstance  treads  on  the  heels  of  circumstance,  mis- 
fortune succeeds  misfortune,  horror  accumulates  on  the 
head  of  horror,  until  the  most  trivial  incidents  are  invested 
by  a  tragic  shape,  and  the  commonest  accidents  of  life 
become  part  of  the  design  against  us. 

Broke  sat  in  his  hbrary  that  afternoon  re-reading  for 
the  tenth  time  a  letter  that  lately  had  come  into  his  hands. 
It  was  not  addressed  to  him  in  the  first  place,  but  that  was 
not  a  fact  to  lessen  its  significance  in  his  eyes.  At  the 
outset  it  has  to  be  confessed  that  to  a  man  of  sober  brain, 
whose  life  was  a  fabric  of  dull  and  reasonable  events,  there 
was  hardly  a  line  in  it  which  could  be  construed  into 
oifence.  But  Broke's  mind  no  longer  moved  upon  the 
patient  path  of  sanity.  It  ran  ahead  of  itself  and  climbed 
perilous  altitudes  to  view  the  motives  of  others.  Awful 
shapes  were  residing  in  his  fancy.  Other  persons,  in  their 
commonest  dealings  with  him,  were  sinisterly  clad.  A  grim 
suspicion  enhanced  the  tritest  facts.  He  had  ceased  to 
tolerate  ;  in  peace  he  could  neither  live  nor  let  live.  Ther« 
was  a  conspiracy  against  him  ;  there  was  an  anarchist  ready 
to  cast  a  bomb  inside  every  cloak  that  fluttered. 

The  world  had  laid  a  plot  to  pull  down  to  its  own  ignoble 
level  the  sovereign  thing  he  called  his  pride.  North,  south, 
east,  aiid  west  it  was  springing  its  base  emissaries  on  him 
vnth  that  object  in  view.  Now  they  tripped  him  np,  now 
threw  dust  into  his  eyes,  now  stabbed  him  in  the  back, 
now  hit  him  in  the  face.    The  bloody  rogues  were  driving 
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him  mad.  He  would  have  to  show  them  that  he  could 
strike  out  as  well  as  they.  Only  it  would  not  be  done 
from  behind  in  his  case.  There  would  be  no  sprmgmg  out 
of  corners  and  curtains  with  him,  no  stalkmg  on  tip-toe  to 
get  in  a  blow  when  the  victim  was  of!  his  guard.  If  he 
struck,  the  miscreant  should  have  fair  warning  of  what 
V  IS  in  store,  and  the  blow  should  be  straight  in  the 
teeth.  Indeed,  so  far  gone  was  our  hero  that  even  at 
this  moment  he  was  prepared  to  take  up  arms. 

He  could  bear  his  indignities  no  more.  First  was  he 
smitten  with  a  bitter  poverty,  a  fell  disease  loathed  as 
much  as  small-pox  or  black  plague  by  every  nght-thmkmg 
Christian  Englishman.  Was  it  not  a  blackguard  act  on 
the  part  of  Destiny !  then,  upon  the  pretext  of  cunng 
that  distemper,  a  crew  of  wretched  persons,  hired  rufiians 
of  the  baser  sort  in  the  service  of  the  arch-schemer,  who  m 
the  times  nf  his  prosperity  would  never  have  gamed 
admittance  to  his  threshold,  offered  him  gibes  and  msults 
in  the  guise  of  patent  medicines.  Then  his  son,  his  most 
cherished  possession,  for  whom  he  had  made  great  sacrifices 
was  seduced  into  the  plot  against  him.  The  wretched 
fellow  had  been  entrapped  without  knowing  that  surh  p 
thing  as  a  plot  was  in  existence.  Then  again,  his  wife, 
whom  these  thirty  years  he  had  trusted  implicitly,  seemed 
to  be  in  danger  of  falling  a  victim  to  these  diabolical 
agencies.  Had  not  she,  foolish,  deluded  woman,  already 
offered  insults  to  his  intelligence  by  attempting  to  defend 
the  indefensible,  and  bv  claiming  forgiveness  for  offences 
that  were  unpardonable  ?  Was  it  not  a  coward's  trick  that 
in  this  pass  to  which  they  had  brought  him  they  should 
ahenate  his  natural  ally,  and  by  their  tricks  and  base 
hvpnotic  devices  rob  him  of  the  sympathies  of  the  one 
p^reon  in  the  world  to  whom  he  might  look  for  whole- 
hearted allegiance  ?  .  .   x 

And  now,  finallv,  as  if  these  things  were  not  enough  to 
undermine  the  sane  spirit  of  a  man  and  cause  its  overthrow, 
they  had  arranged,  these  blackguard  conspirators  in  their 
cloaks  and  their  sombreros,  to  strike  a  blow  at  him  through 
the  medium  of  one  of  his  daughters.  A  man  and  a  father 
may  bear  up  his  head  in  the  midst  of  much.  He  may,  tor 
example,  support  with  the  expenditure  of  a  few  groans  the 
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black  ingratitude  of  an  only  son.  But  a  daughter  is  too 
tender,  too  sacred.  The  infidelity  of  such  a  one,  as  in  the 
case  of  Lear  goes  straight  to  the  hea.t  of  him.  and  strikes 
him  down.  One  of  the  veiled  emblems  round  whom  he  had 
swathed  the  Yashmak  .  f  an  overweening  pride,  that  the 
gross  eyes  of  the  world  should  not  siUly  them  with  so  much 
as  a  glance,  had  been  corrupted  too,  and  was  become  an 
instrument  for  his  humiliation. 

The  letter  he  had  in  his  hand  had  been  placed  there  by 
his  wife.  It  was  addressed  to  his  youngest  daughter, 
presumably  with  the  child's  connivance.  It  bore  the 
signature  of  a  Cuttisham  bookseller.  Such  incidents  were 
of  almost  daily  occurrence  now.  They  were  part  of  the 
scheme.  The  indignities  that  had  been  recently  put  uoon 
him  were  incredible ;  he  began  to  marvel  at  his  own 
patience.  But  they  were  telling  upon  him.  These 
malicious  machinations  of  an  Unknown  Hand  were  doing 
a  work,  although  not  the  one  perhaps  they  had  in  view! 
tvery  time  he  was  baited  his  fibres  stiffened,  his  nature 
grew  more  implacable.  He  would  prove  the  mettle  that 
was  in  him ;  he  fancied  that  his  endurance  would  not  be 
the  first  to  give  out. 

Still  that  trite  proverb  is  ours  that  those  whom  the 
gods  would  destroy  they  first  deprive  of  reason.  Broke 
r.egan  to  feci  that  they  were  seeking  to  pluck  reason  out  of 
him  by  the  hand  of  humiliation.  They  were  not  content 
w-ith  his  son,  they  must  take  his  daughter.  The  patronage 
0  Salmon  was  not  enough  ;  he  must  suffer  the  equality 
Of  breffit.  Really,  the  whole  business  was  becoming  too 
extravagant  It  would  have  been  farce,  of  a  somewhat 
dubious  quality  certainly,  if  the  pinch  of  his  circumstances 
had  not  for  ever  banished  mirth  from  his  lips.  He  felt  that 
^lighter  was  demanded  of  him :  in  his  former  state  he 
must  have  laughed  cheerfully  and  heartily  ;  but  a  ruined 
man  loses  the  knack. 

rpni  "^^^^i!^  °"'"  ^"*  O'"  principal  comedian  was  sur- 
rendered to  all  manner  of  these  reflections,  that  the  butler 
entered  to  say  that  a  Mr.  Porter  wished  to  see  him. 
onng  him  here." 
Mr   Porter  was  brought  there  immediately.     He  came 
m  with  a  slight  air  of  self-possession,  a  part  of  his  natural 
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simplicity  or  part  of  his  obtuseness.  whichever  construction 
the  beholder  preferred  to  place  upon  it.  Instinctively 
Broke  noticed  it  against  him  as  part  of  his  effrontery.  He 
neither  offered  the  young  man  the  privilege  of  shaking  his 
hand  nor  did  he  invite  him  to  accept  a  seat. 

Our  hero  waited  with  a  grim  and  rather  grey  face,  some- 
what the  colour  of  cold  ashes,  for  the  visitor  to  state  his 
errand.    He  waited  with  a  certain  curiosity  as  to  what 
mode  he  would  adopt.    To  aid  him  by  speaking  a  word 
would  be  to  rob  the  thing  of  some  of  its  scientific  interest. 
Therefore  our  hero  stood  looking  at  him  steadily  with  a 
slightly   unnatural    calm.    A    man    entirely    devoid   of 
emotion  does  not  usually  hold  his  hands  pressed  to  his 
sides,  while  the  veins  stand  out  in  knots  and  bunches  on 
his  forehead.    And  all  the  time  the  Olympian  audience 
sitting  in  heaven,  those  earnest  followers  of  time-honoured 
and  legitimate  farce,  had  their  necks  craned  upon  this 
bom  comedian,  not  missing  a  syllable  that  fell  from  liis 
mouth  nor  a  single  facial  gesture.    Indeed,  they  doted  on 
the  situation  itself,  and  on  the  perfectly  natural  develop- 
ments it  might  be  expected  to  produce.    Even  the  God  o 
Irony  himself,  that  perfectly  blas6  old  dramatist,  might 
have  been  seen  to  throw  himself  back  contentedly  m  his 
fauteuil  in  the  author's  box,  with  a  simper  of  satisfaction 
for  his  own  work.    If  his  leading  comic  man,  who  was  work- 
ing so  famously,  proved  equal  to  this  scene  which  had  been 
specially  written  for  him,  the  thing  was  bound  to  be  a 
success.    There  are  worse  things   than  being  an  author 
when  the  stalls  are  craning  eagerly  towards  a  choice  moment 
in  a  httle  thing  of  your  own,  which  is  being  played  so 
beautifully  by  your  friend  the  manager    and  his  giuea 

company.^^  suppose,  Mr.  Broke,  you  know  why  I  am  here 
his  visitor  began  in  the  clear-cut  tone  of  perfect  sen- 
possession.    "  I  hope  you  will  not  find  my  explanation 
tedious.    One  there  must  be,  I  fear,  but  I  hope  you  will 
be  patient  with  me."  ,      ,  „ 

Our  hero  cut  him  short.  Now  that  the  fellow  w.s 
speaking  it  was  more  than  flesh  and  blood  could  endure 
to  stand  there  and  listen. 

"  Are  you  the  writer  of  that  letter  ?  " 
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The  open  document  he  held  in  his  '-c^m  'r  gavp  to  his 
visitor.  °     ' 

"  I  am  ;  although  I  would  like  to  si  v  't  was  nof  in'  ended 
for  any  eyes  save  those  to  whom  it  -va,  addresse- .." 

No  need  to  tell  me  that,"  said  oui  i.cio  ■.-itV,  a  sour 
smile.       Perhaps— ah— you  will  have  the  goodness  to— 
ah— tell  me  what  you  mean  by  it." 
'.',  I  ^^  ^^^^  ^o""  *hat  purpose,  sir.  The  facts  are  these " 

Stop  1  said  our  hero.  "I  will  not  trouble  you.  If 
you— ^— want  to  explain  your  effrontery  I  may  say  at 
once  that— ah— nothing  you  may— ah— say  will  explain 
It  m  the  least. 

^^  ''  Effrontery  ?  "  said  the  young  man  with  a  demure  smile. 
I  must  ask  you  to  forgive  me,  Mr.  Broke,  if  I  do  not  view 
my  conduct  m  that  somewhat  arbitrary  light.  I  have  the 
sanction  of  your  daughter  ;  the  sanction  of  myself ;  and 
1  am  not  entirely  without  means.  I  do  hope  you  will  be 
a  little  patient,  sir,  and  allow  me  to  make  a  statement  of 
the  case. 

"  The  case  calls  for  no  statement.  An  apology  may  not 
be  out  of  place,  although  it  is— ah— my  duty  to  warn  you 
beforehand  that  I  am  not  at  all  likely  to  accept  it." 

The  young  man  recorded  a  certain' bewilderment  in  the 
quick  play  of  his  features. 

"  Apology  ? "  he  said.  "  I  do  not  quite  understand, 
forgive  me,  sir,  if  I  do  not  quite  see  the  necessity  for  an 
apology.  Indeed,  I  confess  that  in  this  connexion  the 
word  stnkes  me  as  singular." 

The  impatience  of  the  first  comedian  was  manifest. 
An  ample  and  unreserved  apology  can  be— ah— the  only 
excuse  for  bringing  you  here  to-day.    I— ah-decline  to 
near  any  defence  of  your  conduct." 

"I  cannot  allow,  sir,  that  my  conduct  has  been  of  a 
Kind  to  call  for  a  defence." 

A  sudden  grip  came  into  the  young  man's  voice  ;  there 
was  a  round  of  pleased  hand-claps  in  the  Olympian  Theatre. 
fen  Vr  M  ~^^^""®  *°  discuss  it  in  any  form.    It  is  inde- 

Our  hero  deUvered  the  line  with  admirable  points  But 
tne  powerful  efforts  he  was  putting  forward  to  retain  a 
noid  upon  himself  were  only  partially  successful.  His  face 
grew  tawnier,  and  his  voice  shook. 
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The  younger  man  also  was  forfeiting  something  of  his 
former  serenity.  By  an  earnest  self-mastery  he  had 
acquired  the  habit  of  tolerance.  But  his  nature  was  other- 
wise Men  of  his  type  are  only  too  morbidly  susceptible. 
He  was  already  beginning  to  feel  that  Mr.  Broke  must  not 
trespass  too  far.  There  were  limits.  Beyond  them  one  s 
duty  to  one's  self  entered  into  the  question.  Delia  s  father 
was  becoming  intolerably  arrogant  and  overbeanng  m  his 

™  "  I  hope,  sir,"  he  said,  forcing  himself  to  be  calm,  "  you 
wUl  let  me  speak  of  this  matter.  I^  may  say  at  once  it 
involves  your  daughter's  happiness." 

"  Stop  I  "  our  hero  commanded  him.  You  have  no 
right,  no  authority,  to  mention  my  daughter.  It  is— ah- 
gross  impertinence,  sir,  on  your  ptirt.  I— ah— shaU  teel 
obUged  if  you  will  please  understand  that  our  lnter^^ew 
is  at  an  end."  ,        ,  , 

Crackles  of  laughter  and  salvoes  of  applause  ran  round 
the  Olympian  Theatre  at  this  brilliant  saUy  by  the  hrst 

comedian.  ^      ,      ^  „, 

His  visitor  gave  back  a  step ;   there  was  not  a  trace  ol 

colour  in  his  face.  .       .     j.,     t    *  +i„t 

"  Mr.  Broke,"  he  said,  "  even  allowing  for  the  fact  that 
the  relations  we  have  stood  in  hitherto  have  been  those  ot 
employer  and  employed,  it  does  not  seem  to  me  that  tms 
is  the  tone  one  man  is  privileged  to  use  to  another. 
"  Do  you  propose  to  teach  me  manners,  sir  ? 
His  grim  sneer  drew  a  cheer  of  approval  from  the  stalls. 
"  No  ;    I  only  ask  for  common  courtesy."  ,    , .   , 

Our  hero  recognized  a  cant  phrase  of  the  fellows  kind. 
His  gorge  rose  at  it.  Persons  such  as  these  insulted  one 
grossly  in  one's  tenderest,  most  vulnerable  point,  and  then, 
by  way  of  justification,  they  put  in  a  plea  for  common 
courtesy.  Did  they  think  that  these  low  tricks  were  going 
to  be  played  off  on  him  ?  At  the  sound  of  the  cant  phrase 
the  mediaeval  devil  that  all  this  time  had  been  snugly 
coUed  up  in  his  heart,  suddenly  rattled  its  chain  to  infer 
that  it  was  ready  when  wanted.  Upon  his  honour,  it  tne 
insolent  young  cad  did  not  take  himself  off  at  once,  it 
would  hardly  be  fair  to  hold  him  guilty  of  the  conse- 
quences I 
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"  I  advise  you  to  go,"  he  said  hoarsely. 

His  facial  play  was  much  admired  by  the  diverted 
3"dience  in  heaven. 

His  visitor  remained  immovable  and  erect,  with  a  rather 
fine-drawn  smile  on  his  white  face.  His  lips  were  tight, 
but  his  eyes  were  stretched  wide  to  their  full  limits.  A 
challenge  glittered  in  them.  It  was  cold  and  hard,  of  the 
lustre  of  steel. 

Our  hero's  blood  was  up ;  and  when  it  was  in  that 
interesting  condition  he  was  the  last  man  in  the  world  to 
have  consideration  for  others.  Besides,  in  Etiquette  for  the 
Elect,  the  invaluable  little  manual  of  behaviour  by  which 
he  regulated  his  life  and  conduct,  it  laid  it  down  in  the  form 
of  a  rough  maxim  that  the  persons  who  in  the  first  place 
were  entitled  to  his  consideration  were  surprisingly  few. 
A  Cuttisham  bookseller,  for  example,  was  not  included  in 
that  category. 

They  continued  to  confront  each  other  unflinchingly. 
Broke  had  indicated  the  necessity  for  Porter's  withdrawal. 
He  was  not  in  the  habit  of  repeating  his  phrases.  In  silence 
he  waited  for  him  to  comply.  P-*  his  visitor  did  not 
move  a  step. 

It  was  conceded  at  this  point  b^  ritics  among  the 

Distinguished  Audience  that  altho'  ^ii  it  was  not  to  be 
expected  of  a  jimior  that  he  should  play  with  the  finish 
and  aplomb  of  the  first  comedian,  who  was  perhaps  the 
chief  of  his  enchanting  profession,  the  young  one  was  doing 
very  well  for  a  beginner. 

"I  am  here  to  speak,"  he  said,  "  and  speak,  sir,  I  must. 
It  is  of  the  first  importance.  The  opportunity  cannot 
recur." 

Broke  raised  his  chin  wamingly.  Porter  still  betrayed 
no  disposition  to  quit  his  ground.  And  to  the  obstinate 
nothing  is  more  intolerable  than  the  exhibition  of  that 
quality  in  another.  Our  hero  was  confronted  by  the  sudden 
limit  to  his  patience.  It  yawned  a  very  precipice  under 
his  feet.  The  small  devil  in  his  heart  was  wriggling  fero- 
ciously to  slip  its  gaunt  little  neck  out  of  its  collar.  Its 
chain    had  rattled    unceasingly  for    five   minutes    past. 

"  I  speak  with  the  sanction  of  your  daughter,"  said  the 
young  man. 

"  You  lie,"  said  our  heio,  trembling  with  fury.    "  How 
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dare  you— ah— ah— affront  me  to  myk  •?  If  you  do 
not  get  out  now— at  once,  I  shall— ah  -ah— be  under 
the— ah  — ah— necessity   of     kicking     you  out.      You 

cad!" 

Appla^^se  was  breaking  in  inconsequent  hand-claps 
from  th-  cheaper  parts  of  the  Olympian  Theatre,  and  was 
being  hushed  down  by  the  stalls.  The  first  comedian 
was  surpassing  himself,  and  the  true  devotees,  scentmg 
an  incursion  of  legitimate  drama,  were  deteimmed  not  to 
miss  a  word.  .    ,        . 

Porter  heard  dully.  His  senses  were  numbed  and 
faint,  but  in  his  head  the  blood  was  cool.  Not  a  Ime  re- 
laxed in  his  tense  bearing.  In  him  had  been  aroiaed  the 
desperate  tenacity,  the  fconcentrated  determination  that 
was  the  keystone  of  his  nature.  He  did  not  move  an  inch, 
but,  livid  as  he  was,  he  met  the  unbridled  eyes  of  our 
hero  with  a  contemplative  gaze,  which  slowly  acqmred 

a  tinge  of  pity. 

When  your  confirmed  hereditary  despot  encounters 
a  frank  and  rather  condescending  challenge  to  the  un- 
Ucensed  will  which  is  his  sovereign  law,  there  is  only  one 
course  open,  only  one  means  left  to  him  by  which  he  can 
vindicate  it.    Our  hero  took  down  his  battle-axe. 

"  My  God  1  "  he  cried,  "  you  defy  me  in  my  own  house, 
you— you  counter-jumper.  You've  had  a  fair  warmng. 
You  won't  take  it  ?    Suppose  you  take  this  !  " 

"  This  "  consisted  of  a  heavy  blow  with  his  clenched 
fist  full  on  the  mouth  of  his  visitor.  He  followed  it  up 
with  a  tremendous  clinch.  In  an  instant  he  had  got  one 
hand  as  tight  as  a  vice  on  the  lean  throat,  and  whUe  the 
weaker  man,  half-stunnc "  and  shattered  to  pieces  by  the 
blow,  made  semi-conscious  and  ineffectual  wnggles  like 
a  dying  rat,  Broke  hustled  and  dragged  him  to  the  door 
of  the  room.  Without  much  difficulty  he  got  him  over 
the  threshold  into  the  haU,  but,  arrived  there,  his  task 
became  rather  more  laborious. 

They  could  not  have  been  more  unequally  matchea. 
Broke  was  a  full-blooded  son  of  the  soil,  lusty  of  thew, 
close  knit,  with  a  great  arching  chest ;  in  form  a  splen- 
did animal,  and  rejoicing  Uke  one  in  a  life  of  activity 
and  hardihood  in  the  open  air. 
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Porter,  on  the  other  hand,  was  of  the  type  that  is  bred 
in  towns.  He  seemed  to  present  an  appearance  of  arrested 
development  and  general  physical  incompetence.  He 
was  small-boned,  short-limbed,  muscleless  and  puny; 
his  whole  frame  was  under-sized,  and  there  was  a  sugges- 
tion about  him  of  anaemia.  But  as  soon  as  he  found 
himself  hustled  into  the  hall,  and  he  was  able  to  gain,  by 
the  aid  of  that  sense  which  had  not  already  been  knocked 
out  of  him,  a  clearer  conception  of  what  had  befallen  him, 
and  what  was  likely  further  to  befall  him,  his  ineffectual 
rat-like  wrigglings,  hitherto  merely  instinctive,  became 
endowed  with  purpose.  His  puny  hands  rose  in  the  air, 
and  the  fingers  of  them  clawed  about  at  large  like  the 
tentacles  of  an  octopus,  until  they  found  a  grip  on  Broke. 
His  thin  legs  writhed  and  coiled  themselves  around  the 
solid  oak-like  calves  of  his  adversary.  He  entered  into 
a  struggle  to  free  his  neck  from  the  grasp  of  iron  that  was 
choking  out  his  life,  and  in  the  effort  his  collar  and  the 
band  of  his  shirt  came  away  together,  and  allowed  him 
something  of  freedom. 

It  was  a  rather  ludicrous  scene  that  was  enacted  in  the 
hall  in  the  view  of  Lord  Bosket,  who  had  that  moment 
entered  it,  and  also  in  that  of  one  or  two  astonished  persons 
of  the  estabhshment.  Not  a  word  passed  between  the 
combatants.  Their  silence  was  ominous.  The  only 
sound  that  issued  from  their  strife  was  the  continuous 
scufaing  of  their  feet  as  they  slid  upon  the  highly  pohshed 
floor,  while  now  and  then  a  grunt  was  wrung  out  of  their 
tense  machinery. 

The  younger  and  weaker  man  had  not  a  chance,  and 
thi  highest  evidence  to  be  adduced  of  his  resolution  was 
that  he  was  able  to  prolong  the  uncompromising  course 
of  his  exit.  He  was  prepared  to  yield  his  Ufe  rather  than 
submit  to  be  run  out  at  that  distant  door,  but  ihe  blood 
in  his  arteries  was  as  water,  and  his  unaccustomed  muscles 
seemed  to  crumble  like  bread.  His  struggles  might  be 
superhuman,  but  they  were  of  no  more  avail  against  the 
contained  fury  that  encompassed  him  than  is  the  falling 
earth  against  the  energy  of  Cyclops.  Their  clenched  forms 
swayed  this  way  and  that,  but  their  progress  was  ever 
in  one  direction. 
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The  process  was  sinister  in  its  quietude,  its  complete 
freedom  from  audible  sound.    In  the  anguish  of  contest 
their  eyeballs  might  be  breaking  from  their  sockets,  but 
it  was  a  fact  that  passed  unheeded  in  the  silence  and  the 
fury  with   which   they  grappled   to   one   another.    The 
nearer  Broke  got  his  man  to  the  door,  the  more  powerful 
grew  his  victim's  efforts  to  disengage  his  fists  from  the 
embrace  that  rendered  them  impotent.     If  his  very  life 
snapped  in  the  act  he  felt  he  must  get  one  blow  home, 
that  it  might  vindicate  him  in  some  kind.    There  was 
the  fury  in  him  of  the  savage  beast.    The  trained  intellect 
was  less  than  nothing  to  him  now.     Reason,  veneered 
over  with  the  civilized  arts,  forgot  to  exercise  its  functions. 
The  primeval  fiend  that  lurks  in  the  hearts  of  all  of  us,  and 
has  lurked  there  from  the  time  that  man  first  swung  upon 
branches  and  curled  his  tail  round  a  tree,  the  lust  of  hitting 
back,  possessed  him ;   overthrew  the  kid  glove  precepts 
of  the  civilization  by  which  he  was  encompassed ;  ren- 
dered   him    hopelessly    dmnken,    hopelessly    mad.    The 
scholar,  the  recluse,  the  philosopher,  the  makei  of  maxims 
for   the   guidance   of  his   less   disciplined   brethren,   the 
burner  of  the  midnight  oil,  the  scorner  of  pleasure,  the 
liver  of  laborious  days  was  become  a  wild  beast. 

This  spirit  of  the  incarnate  ftend  in  him,  however,  was 
of  no  avail.     Escape  from  the  concentrated  grip  that  was 
crushing  him  to  powder,  body  and  soul,  he  could  not. 
He  was  almost  demented,  and  snapping  with  his  red  teeth 
like  a  dog  by  the  time  he  approached  the  threshold  of  the 
hall  door  ;  but  no  matter  what  he  did  he  could  not  avoid 
the   crowning   ignominy   that   awaited   him.     He  would 
be  spurned  out  of  doors  with  a  kick  like  a  bag  of  shavings. 
The  blow  in  the  face  that  had  knocked  down  the  citadel 
of  his  intelligence,  that  slow  work  of  years,  as  easily  and 
completely  as  a  house  of  cards,  must  be  swallowed,  must 
be  submitted  to.     It  had  changed  his  blood  into  fire,  but 
the  Deviser  of  his  clay  had  ruthlessly  withheld  from  him 
the  strength,  the  common  physical  strength,  to  requite 
his  foe  for  that  indignity.    As  he  swayed  that  moment 
close-knit  to  his  adversary  towards  the  farther  door,  life 
itself  would  have  been  but  a  little  price  at  which  to  buy 
the  satisfaction  of  feeling  his  raw  knuckles  beating  out 
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'^L'C^:^zir'  "°"*"  ^  '^^  ^^  °^  ^  -" 

He  had  spent  his  hfe  in  the  conquest  of  the  flesh     He 
had  supposed  he  had  achieved  something  of  pMosophv 
He  was  not  a  participator,  an  actor  in  thi  human  Tama' 

oC2n?\''  *"  '''  ^"  '^'  ^*^"^'  i*^  the  manner  oSi 
Olympians  who  now  witnessed  his  present  performanceT 

:?es  '"ms  he^n^t"^*'  ^"*'^^^'  "'^^^•"^'  ^ut  impS 
eyes.      was  he  not  a  seer,  an    nquirer  ?      Did  he  not 

t^onTf  V*  ''''  ^°^^°^  '"^"'  the^olution,  the  vLdica! 
Hon  of  this  amazing  ironical  chimera,  for  which  we  have 

ButTJeT?H-^"^ ''•y  '^'  "^^"°"^  ^°^d  of  knowfedge  ? 
But  here  in  this  crisis,  at  which  we  and  the  gods  who 
planned  his  destiny  observe  him,  he  would  havfgrventhe 

Sato  fnn'Sri  ^?^  '!"'  ^^^'  "°'"^'-  ^"d  Shakespeare! 
Plato  and  Sophocles,  to  possess  the  gross  physical  fo?ce  to 
beat  his  enemy  to  earth,  and,  lying  prone  to  have 
ground  his  heel  into  his  face.  ^    ^        '         ^^^ 

r.^^^^^  "'^^uf'^l?'^'"  co"ipensations,  but  her  exactions 
n.  ffe  ^"^'•^dibly  bitter.  Has  she  not  a  habit  of  choos! 
ing  the  pound  of  flesh  we  can  least  afford  to  dispense 
when  it  IT^J  levying  a  distress  for  it  at  the  se^on 
th.t  nL^  *  convenient  for  us  to  meet  a  demand 
hat  ought  never  to  be  made  ?    The  sedentary  hfe  of 

which  Sf'nfJ'  '^T  ^y  '^""'f  '^"  ^"^  ^°"d^^^"l  th  ngs 
which   the  rude   deulements  of  the  world  have  not  the 

power  to  sully,  is  an  exquisite  thing,  but  it  prec  udes 
physical  efficiency.  The  unstable  limbs  the  jLerC  eyes 
X  oft'ed"^  .7.«cles  the  weak  nerves  ar;  the  ^rice  thaTi^ 
min  if'  .*  ''  "t?*  ^^^"^  *°  the  recluse  to  become  the 
man  of  action.     He  was  called  on  now  to  pay  for  that 

Sen  n7.SH ''  1  '^'  'P'"*  ^"  ^^ich  his  exisince  had 
a  sn",r?  nf  •  "^^^  ^  ""^'t  'Snoble  bitterness.  At  the  last 
inent  I  i^f fi,"^^'  T"?^  f "*  °^  him  to  find  himself 
Dro^nHinl^  ^f  '"^'^  °^  ^  ^''■'^^°"''  ^""^  ^'  with  tongue 
Kd  hHn/'K    '""^  °T.*°  ^^-     ^«  was  "^ad  and  drunk 

ted  un^I  r^-  u^'  f  r^"^  ^"^^"^^  «^  his  heart 
enfmv    .nH    r-^T^?"°lhreathe.     He  nuzzled   to  his 

fS^ 'h«nl  V""  I'l'  ,^^"^  ^th  his  teeth,  since  his 
wlsdis^nt^r'^'^vr?  ^?P  him.  His  inarticulate  fury 
was  distiUed  through  his  throat  in  little  sobs,  but  nothing 
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could  save  him.  The  stronger  man  had  both  han(b  now 
u^n  iS  neck  He  shook  him  Uke  a  rat.  He  shook  hun 
S  hS  S  seemed  to  rattle  against  h»  nerves  and 
Ws  evS  a^d  tongue  protruded.  Afterwards  he  cast  him 
frJmTm     He  spumed  him  in  contained  furyoutof  doors. 

'^^Irl^tiJ'e^n  SJSd  his  back  upon  the  ^g- sprawUn^ 

-rSj^Tty't^  '^  [.-^Sed^se^r^raM 
B^ket    and  as  with  chest  hugely  heaving  and  jowl  in- 

l^haSrThis  leading  comic  man  in  this  scene  had  made 
thf^av  He  feared  nothing  now  ;  success  was  assured; 
andSrvSus  in  that  contentment,  he  permitted  two 
o?  his  fSds  to  link  their  arms  in  his  and  lead  hun 
out  of  theSx  to  celebrate  his  good  fortune  in  a  bottle  of 
Perrier  Jouet  '87  at  the  refreshment  bar  adioming. 
'TyGodi  Edmund,  you've  about  done  for  the /eUer 
Ou^^hero,  having  mopped  a  face  ^^  "^ck  °n  w^^^^^ 

veins  were  still  swollen  a  good  ^f ^' j^'f^^J^^^^t  S 
footed  serenity  seemed  to  be  restored  to  him.  At  least 
he  greeted   Ws  brother-in-law   with   exceUent   compo- 

^"^^Hnlln  Charles  how  do?  Porson,  you  had  better 
help^iie  feUowTo  get  up.  and-ah-see  to  it  that  he  goes 

'"T^Srd'^BoSrhlwever.  was  incUned  to  see  a  more  sinister 

"'^He'Son'fmove."  he  said.  "We  had. better  go  and 
rive  hhn  a  leg  up.  I  don't  know  who  he  is  or  what  he 
d^ne  bit  I  fall  him  sand.  Took  his  gruel  weU.  Hes 
oX'a  fitherweight,  but  he  was  game  right  up  to  the 
Sh  nS  to  2e  that.  Give  me  the  feller  or  the  ho^ 
SS^on'tlSow^^en  he's  beat  I^sJ-ck -e.  E^m^^ 
that  you  were  a  bit  severe,  considenn'  he  «not  more  than 
eight  stone  nothing.    He  is  not  m  your  class,  you  know, 
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bLf 'doin'^i  ^v  *\^"'."  ;'°?^  "«  ^  P°""d.  What's  he 
been  dom  ?    Poachin'  ?    Poisonin'   foxes  ?  " 

WhUe  I^rd  Bosket   was   making  these   remarks  and 

h^s  lordships  coachman  who  had  driven  the  d(wcart 
that  had  earned  him  thither,  a  ga^deaer  or  tw^lnd 
several  odd    men    from    the    stables,  formed  a    ^o-ao 

?a"v"e1  '""VS  ^riTV^"^^  ^*^  ^'  facTstaininfthe 
gravel.    White-cheeked   housemaids   peered   out   of   the 

Ubrary  ''''*'"'•  ^'*^  ^'^^''^  ^^^^^   back    to   the 

Lord  Bosket  now  came  bustling  throu-^h  the  eroun 

insensible,  and  that  blood  was  issu  ng  out  of  it  he  knelt 

terr.?'  ?^*^«^^tJ^  ^n  air  of  pfofessiona^^'aiurance 
bred  of  experience  m  many  glove  fights.    He  addressed 
the  unconscious  man.  and  tried  to  raL  hi.n  in  Ws  arms 
Not  being  able  to  do  so.  he  looked  up  at  the  onlookersTn 
an  agitated  manner,  and  said—  oniooKers  in 

"We  want  a  doctor.    Somebody  go  and  eet  a  doctor 
can't  you  ?    I  don't  like  it  at  all."  ^  °'' 
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Rencounter  between  a  Dogcart  and  an 
Omnibus 

THEY  picked  uothe  young  man  and  propped  his  head 
against  a  corner  of  the  stone  balustrade  that  ran 
at  right  angles  to  the  door.  The  appearance  he  made  was 
so  unfortunate  thai  J  ord  Bosket  became  .nore  agitated  than 

^'^St  a  dStor,  can't  you,  somebody  ?  Of  course  there's 
not  one  about.  They^  are  the  same  as  the  police— never 
there  when  you  want  'em."  ,, 

There  was  no  need  to  loosen  the  young  man  s  collar, 
because  in  the  struggle  it  had  been  torn  free.  Water  was 
sent  for;  but  before  that  primitive  remedy  had  arnved, 
to  the  immense  relief  of  Lord  Bosket  and  that  of  the  by- 
standers, consciousness  showed  signs  of  returning.  Presently 
Porter  opened  his  eyes.  In  addition  to  the  distressing 
condition  of  his  mouth,  blood  was  flowing  freely  from  a 
deep  cut  in  the  forehead  upon  which  he  had  pitched  in  his 
exit.  He  certr-nly  made  a  sorry  figure  with  the  blood 
dripping  rapidly  into  his  eyes,  and  smeanng  the  vivid  pallor 
of  his  cheeks.  ^  .,.  |,„ 

The  first  thing  of  which  he  was  conscious  was  that  he 
was  being  enveloped  in  something  warm  and  wet.  Ihe 
innate  repugnance  to  blood  to  be  found  in  men  of 
his  type  wis  so  strong  that  he  nearly  became  insen- 
sible  again.  It  was  only  when  he  awoke  to  the  jact  ^ 
he  was  the  centre  of  a  group,  and  that  anxious  and  startled 
faces  were  directed  upon  him,  that  he  showed  signs  oi 
regaining  self-control.    In  the  shock  of  this  second  dis- 
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nelrlv  fefl  'In^fVu  ^^  ^*-     ^"  '^'  ^t-  however,  he 
nearly  feU,  and  Lord  Bosket  took  it  on  himself  to  support 

him  ^*  J?  Yn,!^i,f  ^  I^^l'  '^'\^l^'^  "ncle.  taking  hold  of 
aid'thanl  roi^?''^  *°  ^^""^  *^%^  ^"^^  ^"^  mouth  seen  to, 
crn't  vou  ? ^nH  '.  K°  ""^T-  ^."^  ^'"^  *  ^hair  somebody 
mv  Ld  L  r^  K  ^/"^  ^  ^'°P  °  •''^"dy-  Sit  down  there 
^hi  'a  ^^  '^°"^*  ^'y  '*^"^"'  ""*"  ^'e've  fixed  you  up 
a  bit     As  damned  nasty  a  cut  as  ever  I  saw.    Sit  down 

and  ?h;n  n  h'*'  *^^'  handkerchief  round  it  temfS^ran^y: 
afew  .mi    "^""^^  r"  '"*°  Cuttisham  and  let  a  vet  pit 

?h[rGo^o'r::ke"n'tJreV' "•     ^^  ^°"^^^  *^^^^  ^'^  ^ '- 
.rl!!.*  ^"**^'"^'"'  ^°^«^'er,  did  not  show  a  disposition  to 
Sll  Xr'tTt  °^  "°y  T-    \^^^^^  ^'"'^^  he  made  inef° 
assured  them  feebly  that  "  he  was  all  right." 
Dut  th^'f^rlft  T  ^^^.^^  "S^*-  y°"  ^°-    But  this  will 

tI  ^""^  '"*°  y°"'  whit  > " 

whTrh  ?^^-*"^P^""?  agent  in  question  proved  to  be  brandy. 

with  paternal  gravity,  and,  with  a  firmness  that  was  quite 
unusual,  insisted  on  his  drinking  it.    He  then  Sk  the 

pS^hL,'''"^^"  1*'  "  ^^^  ^^^^*-  aplomb  than  the' 
Ad  sS  thff  '^  ^<^  announcing  to  the  onlookers,  as  he 
Old  so.  that         .,e  things  always  upset  him." 

nafeh^ToTR  J"5  ^f  ^""^  "°^  ^^^  Porter.  Fortu- 
rnn?/'  ^  B.ofket's  tone  was  so  solicitous,  and  his 
conce.n  so  evident,  that  in  the  end  the  shaken  and 
demoralized  man  surrendered   to  him  entirely     In  aJy 

ne2"Ih^^fr^  J'^''^!  bandaged  personally  the  deep  cut 

Se  ate  skTt"^-^  """"^'^^  large  handkerchiefs  and  the 
moderate  skUl  at  his  command,  called  to  his  man  to  brine 

he  tS?u  iT"i  .  "^^^  *^'^  ^^hicle  was  forthco^^f 
Piectof^pa^^^^^^^  '"^  '''''''''  ^^°"^  it  t^°  <^ris? 

held^an  riaiff  ^^""^'■•."^y  boy.    That'll  help  to  put  your 
A     il  ^    '  I  respect  you."  ^        f      ^ 

As  the  young  man  was  in  no  condition  to  accept  this 
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•pccific  for  a  broken  mouth  and  a  lacerated  forehead,  our 
friend  crushed  them  into  one  of  the  pockets  of  his  coat. 
The  cart  having  now  beer    drawn  up  m  a  convenient 

manner,  he  said —  .      v         u— j 

"  Hold  him  up  whUe  I  get  m.  Then  give  him  a  hand. 
and  mind  how  you  do  it.  The  poor  devil's  not  quite 
himself.  Anybody  know  who  he  is  ?  I  shall  look  well 
drivin'a  poacher  or  afcUerof  that  kidney  into  Cuttisham, 
I  shall,  but  I  expect  that's  about  the  ticket.  Never 
mind,  Edmund  should  not  be  so  rough.  Besides,  I  don  t 
care  who  the  feller  is,  or  what  he  is,  he's  grit." 

At  this  point  the  butler  moved  forward  to  his  lordship 
with  an  air  of  great  mystery. 

"  It  is  the  young  man,  my  lord,  who  used  to  come  to 
teach  Miss  Delia,"  he  said  in  a  diplomatic  undertone. 

"  Didn't  know  there  was  a  young  man  who  used  to  come 
to  teach  Miss"  Delia." 

"  Oh,  yes,  my  lord.  Her  ladyship  used  to  send  a  young 
college  gentleman  to  teach  her  Greek  and  Latin." 

"  Nonsense,  Porson,    This  can't  be  the  feller." 

"  I  beg  your  lordship's  pardon,  but  it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  be  mistaken." 

"  Nonsense,  my  boy.    Mr.  Broke  would  not  be  such  a 

damned  fool."  x    u-    i    j 

The  august  old  gentleman  pressed  closer  to  his  lord- 
ship's ear  to  impart  rn  even  more  pregnant  item  of  infor- 

"  What— what !  "  cried  Deha's  uncle,  trying  to  baffle  his 

own  credulity.  .     ,  ,,•      v   i  ^ 

He  gave  vent  to  his  astonishment  by  straddling  his  legs 
apart,  thrusting  his  hands  deep  into  the  pockets  of  his 
breeches,  looking  steadily  down  his  nose,  and  pursing  his 
lips.  He  occupied  this  attitude  for  the  best  part  of  a 
imnute  before  he  recorded  his  bewilderment  in  his  f avounte 

formula. 

"  Well,  I'm  damned." 

The  immediate  business  in  hand  having  then  rec""^ 
to  him,  he  jumped  into  the  dogcart  and  superintended 
the  entrance  into  that  high  and  awkward  vehicle  of  the 
still  only  half-sensible  Porter.  As  he  took  tht  reins  he 
called  out  to  his  man — 
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"  I  shan't  be  back  here,  to-day,  Thompson.  Borrow  a 
mount  and  ride  home." 

The  dogcart  started  briskly  on  its  way.  It  had  n"»t 
left  the  park  gates  of  Covenden  far  behind  when  an  oid 
and  familiar  vehicle  hove  in  sight.  It  was  the  ramshackle 
omnibus  returning  from  the  garden-party.  A  sly  but 
inveterately  humorous  leer  appeared  in  the  face  of  Lord 
Bosket  when  this  equipage  waddled  into  the  middle  dis- 
tance. He  touched  up  his  horse,  and  determined  to  waste 
no  time  in  getting  past  it.  But  the  interior  of  the  quaint 
chariot  was  furnished  with  seven  pairs  of  feminine  eyes. 
Therefore  his  chance  of  escaping  notice  was  about  as  remote 
as  it  could  be. 

"  Why,  it  is  Uncle  Charles ! "  exclaimed  the  occupants 
excitedly  one  to  another.  "  And,  oh,  there  has  been  an 
accident  I  There  is  a  man  with  him  who  is  bleeding  and 
smothered  in  bandages." 

Delia  was  next  but  one  to  the  door.  In  a  moment  she 
was  up  and  clutching  at  the  handle.  But  quick  as  she 
was  her  mother  was  quicker.  She  rose  in  almost  the  same 
instant  and  caught  her  by  the  wrist. 

"  Sit  down,  child,"  she  said  quietly. 

Delia  swayed  a  moment  irresolute  with  the  lumbering 
motions  of  the  vehicle.  She  looked  at  her  mother  with 
something  rather  remarkable  in  her  face. 

'  Sit  down,  child." 

The  tone  was  even  quieter  than  before. 

Deha  obeyed.  By  this  the  dogcart  had  passed  out  of 
sight. 
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Tribulations  of  a  middle-aged  Peer  at  the 
Hands  of  Woman 

BY  the  time  Delia  reached  home  things  had  resumed 
their  normal  shape.  Visible  evidences  there  were 
none  to  testify  to  the  occurrence  of  the  extraordinary. 
In  the  demoralized  condition  of  her  mind  she  was 
almost  impelled  to  make  secret  inquiries  of  the  servants ; 
but  reflection  showed  her  the  impossibility  of  this 
course.  Indeed  it  was  a  solace  to  think  that  this  might 
be  a  matter  of  which  they  had  no  cognisance.  But 
whether  they  had  or  not,  and  whatever  the  agonizing 
curiosity  that  was  devouring  her,  she  could  not  admit  them 
to  her  confidence  on  such  a  subject. 

By  evening  she  was  persuaded — such  was  the  ominous 
silence  that  was  maintained  —  that  she  must  await 
the  next  visit  of  her  Uncle  Charles.  Never  a  week 
went  by  without  his  putting  in  an  appearance  at  Covenden 
if  he  happened  to  be  at  home.  Whatever  it  cost 
her  to  withstand  those  pangs  that  seemed  to  be  biting 
her  heart  into  pieces,  he  was  the  only  person  she  could 
consult  legitimately.  She  might  take  the  extreme  course 
of  putting  a  question  point  blank  to  her  father,  but  he 
would  hardly  be  likely  to  answer  it ;  and  if  he  did  answer 
it  in  the  terms  she  foresaw  he  must,  would  not  a  grave,  a 
terrible  ordeal  be  presented  to  them  both  ?  Her  curiosity 
had  mounted  to  a  passion,  it  was  gnawing  her  to  death ; 
but  with  a  young  girl  delicacy  is  inveterate. 

The  bleeding  man  covered  with  bandages  she  had  seen 
in  the  dogcart  had  confirmed   her  darkest  forebodings. 
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Also  oflate  she  had  come  to  know  the  almost  awful  ferocity 
of  her  father  s  nature  when  the  savage  in  him  was  aroused. 
In  her  heart  she  felt  it  was  not  necessary  to  inquire  what 
had  taken  place  m  the  mterval  between  her  lover's  comine 
to  that  house  and  his  going  from  it.  But  the  case  was 
too  grave  for  circumstantial  evidence.  She  was  as  sure 
as  that  there  was  a  God  in  heaven  that  her  father  was 
guilty;  but  there  was  a  sheer  physical  repugnance  in  her  to 
convict  until  the  positive  evidence  of  his  crime  was  laid 
before  her  eyes.    Natural  reverence  for  her  father,  which 

Sfi,  >!^^/k^'  ^^  stjU  paramount  in  her,  demanded 
that  he  should  be  given  the  benefit  of  every  doubt  That 
IS  not  the  way  of  her  sex  as  a  rule.  Instinct  prompting. 
It  wiU  take  inordinately  short  cuts  to  the  most  inaccessible 
of  conclusions.  But  m  the  case  of  her  father,  so  long  as 
no  eyewitness  could  be  brought  forward  who  was  prepared 
to  att^t  to  what  had  taken  place,  she  must  not  dare  to 
judge  him.  And  let  it  be  urged  that  this  unfeminine 
torbearance  on  the  part  of  his  youngest  daughter  was  one 
01  the  amplest  comphments  the  character  of  our  hero  ever 
received. 

Nearly  a  week  went  by  before  Lord  Bosket  came  to 
Covenden  again. 

l,i?"w?.  ^^f  period  his  unhappy  young  niece  hardly 
laid  her  head  on  her  pUlow.  Neither  day  nor  night  could 
bruig  ease  to  her  thoughts.  Nothing  could  appease 
the.  morbid  curiosity  that  corrupted  her  heart.  As  the 
days  passed  she  felt  she  must  hear  the  truth  or  she 
must  die.  There  was  no  source  open  to  her  from  which 
0  acquure  information.  It  was  not  impossible  to  write 
to  her  lover.  Tn  these  black  days  she  hardly  dared  to 
mink  of  him  ;r  first  wish  was  to  shut  that  bleedine 
bandaged  imc       of  him  out  of   her   mind.      It  wa^f 

nol'^evert'!'^^*"'"'"  *°  ""^'"^  ^"  imagination  must 
In  the  meantime  the  inquiries  she  could  not  brine  herself  to 
prosecute  had  probably  been  made  by  others.  For  at  least 
dating  from  that  tragic  afternoon,  life  among  her  sisters 
would  have  been  intolerable  had  she  not  been  possessed  by 
one  all-dominating  thought.  She  suffered  a  completer 
ostracism  than  ever.    They  neither  spoke  to  her,  nor  looked 

425 


^ 


BROKE   OF   COVENDEN 

at  her ;  they  shut  the  door  of  their  common-room  against 
her-  they  avoided  her  sedulously  at  meals.  She  was 
wholly  debarred  their  pastimes  and  intercourse ;  and  so 
thorough-going  they  could  be  when  they  chose,  that  like 
the  name  of  their  brother,  that  of  their  youngest  sister 
was  banished  from  their  Ups.  Their  behaviour  was  formu- 
lated on  the  admirable  principle  that  they  had  not  an 
existence  at  aU.  If  they  met  Delia  descending  the  stairs 
as  they  were  ascending  them  they  refrained  from  looking 

at  her.  ,     tt  *    i 

Her  mother  remained  the  same  as  usual.  Her  perpetual 
smUe  had  as  Uttle  meaning  as  ever,  and  her  epigrammatic 
silences  as  much.  In  her  daily  demeanour,  a  nuracle 
indeed  of  candour  ^d  suavity,  there  was  not  the 
twitching  of  an  eyeUd  to  suggest  that  there  had  been 
an  incident.  It  was  just  as  if  their  relations  had  remained 
exactly  as  they  had  been  always.  She  might  have  been 
qnite  unversed  in  the  art  of  suppressing  letters  ;  and 
mtellectually  incapable  of  reading  the  expression  on  the 
face  of  her  daughter  when  she  held  her  by  the  wnst  to 
prevent  her  from  jumping  from  the  omnibus. 

The  manner  of  her  father  was  not  much  more  eloquent. 

Maybe  he  was  grimmer  than  of  yore,  and  sufficed  more  to 

himself.    His  great  laugh  was  hardly  ever  heard  now  from 

the  head  of  the  table  ;  something  seemed  to  be  lacking  in 

the  old  spirit  of  camaraderie  between  himself  and  his  girls. 

His  frank  deUght  in  them  was  hardly  so  articulate ;  the 

same  boyish  adnuration  did  not  beacon  out  of  his  eyes 

when  he  referred  to  them  in  the  presence  of  others ;  he 

no  longer  seemed,  to  Delia  at  least,  all  tenderness  and  Jl 

simpUcity.    To  her  remorseless  eyes  it  was  as  though  he 

sat  with  a  wolf  gnawing  at  his  vitals.    The  f  eyness  o 

his  hair  had  become  much  more  palpable  of  late;  nis 

cheeks  were  not  so  ruddy,  and  had  hues  m  them  where 

they  hung  loose  and  flabby  ;  he  was  ageing  rapidly,    m 

did  he  carry  his  massive  head  quite  as  of  yore.    It  fcjd 

lost  a  Uttle  of  its  military  trimness.    His  daughters  we« 

wont  to  regale  their  imaginations  by  tracing  a  sligMiy 

imperial  hauteur  in  him.    They  could  not  have  done  J 

novr.    Everything  about  him  was  become  creased  and  re 

laxed,  where  formerly  it  was  so  alert,  so  finely  braced,  sc 
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fuU  of  self-esteem.  Delia  would  have  been  shocked  by  this 
change  in  her  father,  wrought  in  a  few  weeks,  had  it  now 
been  possible  for  her  to  be  shocked  by  anjrthing. 

At  last  the  morning  came  when  the  child  could  entertain 
the  hope  of  setting  aU  doubts  at  rest.  Her  Uncle  Charles 
waddled  m  among  them  just  as  they  were  finishing  break- 
fast. His  comings  and  goings  were  as  casual  as  anything 
could  oe.  He  was  there  at  all  times  and  seasons,  the  first 
thmg  m  the  morning,  the  last  thing  at  night,  so  that  in  the 
process  of  time  a  bedroom  had  become  dedicated  to  his 
service,  where  the  sheets  were  kept  always  aired  for  cases 
of  emergency.  He  held  a  latch-key  of  the  hall-door  of 
Covenden  against  those  occasions  when  he  had  no  desire 

to  go  home  and  face  the  music  "  ;  and  it  was  no  infre- 
quent thing  for  his  feet  to  be  heard  stumbling  up  the  stairs 
of  his  brother-in-law's  residence  in  the  small  hours  of  the 
morning. 

*u"^*2  °'  *^®  mornin',"  he  said,  as  he  took  a  seat  at 
the  table  in  their  midst,  and  summoned  the  assiduous 
Person  by  the  simple  expedient  of  holding  up  a  finger. 

"  You  can  get  me  a  mornin'  prayer,  Porson." 

As  Porson  retired  on  this  ecclesiastical  mission  he  was 
peremptorily  recalled. 

"  Did  I  say  a  devilled  kidney  as  well,  Porson  ?  " 

"  No,  my  lord." 

,.''^^}h  ^  ™^a"t  to-  A  mornin'  prayer  and  a  devilled 
kidney. ' 

Poreon  had  proceeded  but  a  httle  farther  on  his  pious 
"^.??«,       "  ^^  ^^^  recalled  even  more  peremptorily. 

1 11  have  the  prayer,  Porson,  but  never  mind  the 
kidney.  I  ve  got  a  tongue  this  mornin'  like  the  back  of  a 
hedgehog. 

Porson  bowed. 

He  (jot  away  all  right  on  this  occasion  as  far  as  that 
temple  of  rehgion,  the  side-board,  where  he  was  adjured 
to    Look  sharp,  there's  a  good  feller  !  " 

A  "mornin'  prayer"  proved  to  be  a  polite  euphemism 
lor  a  large  tumbler,  a  decanter  of  whisky,  and  a  bottle  of 
Apolhnans  water.  Lord  Bosket  proceeded  to  mix  these 
mgicdients  m  the  nice  proportions  amenable  to  a  palate 
that  was    like  the  back  of  a  hedgehog."     After  imbibing 
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them  with  the  solemn  gusto  that  an  earnest  nature 
takes  in  a  rehgious  rite,  he  went  on  to  register  his 
customary  formal  complaint  against  the  quality  of  the 
whisky. 

"  I  only  lodge  the  objection,  you  know,  as  a  mere  matter 
o'  form,  although  they  do  say  that  constant  droppin's  will 
wear  away  the  Guildhall.  But  we  get  no  forrarder  on 
this  subject.  I  never  take  a  drink  in  this  house  but 
what  I've  had  to  complain  to  the  Stewards.  It  is  such  a 
little  matter  I  should  ha'  thought  something  could  be  done. 
Is  it  red-tape  or  what  ?  " 

It  was  to  be  gathered  from  Lord  Bosket's  particularly 
querulous  air  that  his  domestic  intercourse  had  suffered  yet 
another  check  to  its  harmony. 

"  The  missis  is  back  from  town  on  the  rampage. 
An  1  all  about  nothin',  mark  you.  There'd  be  an  excuse 
for  her  if  I  was  a  dead  wrong  'un,  which  I'm  not.  She 
can't  say  that  I  haven't  always  been  a  good  husband  to 
her.  And  what  do  you  suppose  it's  all  about  this 
time?  Why,  simply  because  while  she  was  away  I 
arranged  a  Uttle  glove  fight  in  the  home  close,  a 
snug  little  mill  and  nothin'  more.  Quite  an  informal 
little  affair,  don't  you  know,  between  two  middle- 
weights  of  the  district  for  a  small  purse  subscribed  by 
myself  and  a  pal  or  two.  We  were  goin'  to  have  no  press. 
no  publicity,  no  nothin'.  It  was  goin'  to  be  quite  private, 
tickets  by  invitation,  and  everything  kept  very  select,  and 
all  as  right  as  rain.  But,  God  bless  my  soul,  you  should 
ha'  seen  the  missis  when  she  got  wind  of  it.  It  was  a 
degradation  to  the  highest  and  purest  instincts  of  the 
lord-knows-what !  One-sided  I  call  it.  I  stand  her  poets 
without  a  word,  absolutely  without  a  word,  mark  you. 
We've  even  had  anarchists  and  labour-leaders  and  Fenians 
in  the  house  before  now,  but  I  can't  even  go  rattin'  in  a 
ditch  with  a  terrier  pup  on  a  Sunday  momin'  but  what  she 
calls  down  fire  from  heaven.  And  that's  not  all;  she's 
got  another  grievance  now,  dear  old  thing.  Somebody 
has  told  her  a  cock-and-bull  story  about  Billy  havin 
resigned  his  commission  in  the  Blues,  and  she  throws  it 
at  me,  funny  old  thing,  that  I  have  kept  it  from  her.  It 
was  no  use  my  sayin'  that  it  was  all  my  eye.     She  says  it 
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is  a  conspiracy  to  keep  her  in  the  dark.  You  had  better 
let  her  know,  Jane,  she's  found  a  mare's  nest.  But  her 
common-sense  ought  to  tell  her." 

"  On  the  contrary,  Charles,  I  am  afraid  Emma  is  very 
well  informed,"  said  his  sister.  "  We  could  not  afford 
to  keep  him  in  the  Blues  any  longer.  Too  expensive, 
you  know." 

"  What,  my  geU  ?  " 

Upon  a  repetition  of  the  news  his  jaw  was  seen  to  drop. 

"  That's  a  nice  how  d'ye  do.  Rough  on  a  feller  that  is, 
especially  a  young  feller.  He  oughtn't  to  ha'  done  that. 
Why  didn't  you  speak  to  me  about  it  ?  I  daresay  I  could 
ha'  done  something  in  n:\  important  matter  like  that." 

"  You  are  very  good,  Charles,  but  we  really  felt  we  could 
not  hold  ourselves  indebted  to  you  to  any  further  extent. 
You  have  been  too  generous  already." 

"  If  I  can't  give  my  own  nephew  a  leg  up  now  and 
then  it's  a  pity.  He's  the  only  lad  I've  got ;  and  for 
him  to  do  a  thing  like  that  touches  me  a  lot  more  than  a 
few  pounds  a  year  towards  his  keep  would  ha'  done." 

"  That  only  covers  part  of  the  motive.  His  general 
conduct  of  late  has  left  much  to  be  desired." 

"  The  feller's  young.  He's  only  a  boy.  Let  every 
colt  have  its  head  a  bit  at  the  start,  I  say,  especially 
if  there's  blood  in  him.  He'll  only  take  it  if  you  don't. 
Such  talk  is  not  like  you  and  Edmund  ;  I've  '"ivs  given 
you  the  credit  for  bein'  plain  sensible  people  vv».  now 
what's  what.  My  ideas  aren't  worth  much  beside  luose 
of  a  clever  beggar  like  you,  Jane,  of  course ;  but  if  you 
aren't  right  off  it  this  time  I'm  no  judge  of  a  boss.  I 
should  ha'  thought  Edmund  would  ha'  known  better.  It 
is  a  very  serious  thing  for  a  young  feller  at  his  time  of  Ufe, 
let  me  tell  you.  And  what's  he  goin'  into  now — the 
police  force  ?  " 

"  He  has  left  the  service  for  good." 

"  Wha-a-a-t !  " 

"  He  sailed  for  South  Africa,  I  believe,  last  Wednesday 
week.  He  is  going  to  farm  or  to  prospect  for  gold,  or 
something  of  that  sort." 

Lord  Bosket  sat  bolt  upright  in  his  chair,  with  his  glass 
suspended  mid-way  to  his  lips. 
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"  That's  won  it !  "  was  all  he  could  say. 

The  silence  around  the  breakfast  table  was  rather  Tpain- 

"  A  fine  lad  like  that !    I  don't  know  how  you  could. 
You  had  no  right  to  let  him  go.    That  lad's  mine  as  much 


The 


as  he  is  yours,  by  God  he  is  I    I  can't  get  over  it." 

The  iace  of  Billy's  uncle  was  an  abject  blank, 
silence  of  all  around  him  remained  a  Uttle  pitiful. 

"  I  feel  as  though  I  want  to  blub,"  he  said.  "  You  have 
no  idea  how  it  touches  me,  or  you  wouldn't  ha'^  done  it. 
And  this  Maud  Wayling  scheme  ;  all  off— what  ?  " 

"  It  is,"  said  Mrs.  Broke  impassively. 

For  a  time  her  brother  rocked  himself  to  and  fro  m  his 
chair,  repeating  at  intervals  in  an  undertone  all  sorts  of 
odd  phrases,  and  punctuated  them  by  aimlessly  nodding 
his  head.  The  number  of  times  he  did  this  gloomily  and 
dispassionately  it  would  be  hard  to  say,  but  he  appeared 
to  derive  a  certain  solace  from  this  incantation. 

"  It  is  the  rottenest  thing  I  ever  heard  in  my  life, '  he 
broke  out  at  last  with  vehemence.  "  What  I  want  to 
know  is,  why  did  not  somebody  tell  me?  1  would  ha 
played  old  Harry  rather  than  it  should  have  happened. 
I  may  be  wrong,  Jane,  but  this  business  looks  to  me  as 
though  you  and  Edmund  have  been  cutting  off  your  noses 
to  spite  your  faces.  That's  how  it  strikes  me,  and  let  me 
tell  you  that's  how  it  will  strike  others.    It's  not  like  you. 

Lord  Bosket's  distress  was  very  real  and  unbridled. 
That  of  his  hearers  must  have  been  quite  as  acute  as  his 
own,  probably  more ;  but  tact,  that  thrice-blessed  quaUtv, 
had  no  existence  in  his  forth-right  and  ingenuous  soul. 
Broke  might  sit  grim  and  grey  in  an  inaccessible  silence ; 
his  wife  might  fence  and  parry,  and  make  obvious  attempts 
to  turn  the  conversation ;  the  girls  might  all  be  stanng 
straight  in  front  of  them  with  faces  that  grew  white  and 
scariet  by  turns ;  but  signals  such  as  these  were  not  for 
Lord  Bosket.  As  was  usual  with  him,  when  he  was  in 
pain  he  demanded  that  it  should  be  shared  by  others,  m 
the  same  Uberal  manner  that  he  was  prepared  to  take  the 
sufferings  of  other  people  on  the  shoulders  of  himself. 

"  I  can't  get  over  it.    I  tell  you  it  is  the  rottenest  thing 
I  wonder  if  it  was  of  his  own  free  will.    1 


I  ever  heard. 
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wonder  if  he  shied  at  Maud  Wayling.    I'd  lay  a  thousand 
to  five  he  did.    Did  he  shy  at  her,  Jane,  and  run  away  ? " 

"  I  can  hardly  go  into  details  now,  Charles,  but  you  can 
rest  Msured  that  you  shall  hear  them  all  in  due  season." 

"  I'm  not  goin'  to  be  put  off,  so  you  needn't  think  it.  I 
want  to  hear  them  now.  This  is  a  personal  matter.  It 
touches  me.  I  feel  it ;  how  I  feel  it  you  don't  know.  I 
liked  that  lad ;  and  one  way  and  another  I  looked  to  hira 
to  do  you  a  power  of  good.  You  may  have  your  reasons, 
but  I  tell  you  beforehand  that  they  have  got  to  be  good 
'uns  to  satisfy  me." 

At  this  point  Mrs.  Broke  rose  from  the  table  and  left  the 
room.  The  girls,  in  great  distress  as  they  were,  seized 
eagerly  upon  this  act  to  make  good  their  own  escape. 
Broke  also  followed  out  gloomily  upon  their  heels,  so  that 
m  Jess  than  a  minute  the  aggrieved  Lord  Bosket  was 
conducting  his  soliloquy  to  the  glass  of  whisky  in  front 
of  hun. 

"  Well,  I  am  damned  I "  he  continued  to  repeat,  with 
his  legs  sprawUng  under  the  table,  his  chin  on  his  breast, 
and  his  hands  thrust  up  to  the  wristbands  of  his  flannel 
shirt  into  the  pockets  of  his  breeches. 

To  him  in  the  midst  of  his  soliloquy  came  the  youngest 
of  his  nieces  with  a  rather  white  face.  The  butler  and  an 
assistant  were  clearing  up  portions  of  the  breakfast  d«4bris. 
Porson,  you  can  leave  us  for  a  few  minutes,"  said 
Deha.  I  wiU  ring  the  bell  when  I  have  spoken  with  his 
lordship.    We  are  not  to  be  interrupted,  please." 

She  waited  for  them  to  go,  and  observmg  a  key  in  the 
door,  took  the  precaution  of  turning  it. 

Her  Uncle  Charles  had  sat  with  his  back  to  her  whUe 
these  manoeuvres  were  going  forward.    She  now  came  and 
took  a  seat  opposite  to  him,  rested  her  elbows  on  the  table 
and  looked  at  him  in  a  concentrated  manner  with  her  chin 
on  her  hands. 

"  Hullo,  young  'un,"  said  her  uncle  with  a  start.  "  I 
Si^}  f  °*'*^^  y°"  *^^^^-  ^  thought  you  had  aU  gone. 
What  do  you  think  of  this  BUly  business  ?  Don't  you 
wunk  It  IS  very  wrong  and  monstrous  ?  I  suppose  I  ought 
not  to  say  so  to  you  young  fillies ;  but  I  can't  help  speaking 
asi  teel,  and  never  could.  Wrong  and  monstrous  I  call  it?^ 
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Delia  made  no  reply. 

"  They  won't  tell  me  all,  young  'un  ;  but  I  mean  to  know. 
I  have  a  right  to  know.  I  am  the  feller's  uncle,  do  you 
see  ;  he's  the  only  nephew  I've  got ;  and  I  was  very  proud 
of  that  feller.  He  was  the  apple  of  my  eye.  Good- 
looking,  honest,  straightforward,  cheery,  manly  feller.  I 
expect  it's  that  Maud  Wayling.  I  predicted  trouble 
at  the  time.  I've  said  to  your  mother  all  along  it 
would  be  a  mistake  if  they  tried  to  force  his  hand.  The 
right  sort  won't  t  ind  it.  I  did.  I  know  ;  but  I'm  of  the 
weak  sort,  young  'un,  that's  me.  But  I'll  give  you  my 
word  that  had  I  known  as  much  then  as  I  do  now  no  parson 
livin'  would  ha'  pushed  my  neck  into  the  halter  of  holy 

matrimony."  ,  ^  ,.       ,  .  , 

There  was  a  keen  pity  in  the  face  of  Deha,  which  was 
generally  there  when  her  Uncle  Charies  "  was  in  one  of  his 
moods."  She  waited  for  him  to  cease  speaking  ;  and  when 
he  had  done  so,  she  said  in  a  perfectly  quiet  and  contained 

voice — 

"  Uncle  Charfes,  did  you  see  that  accident  the  other  day  ? " 
"  Accident  ?    What  accident  ?  "  .     u^    a 

"  The  accident  to  the  man  who  was  covered  m  blood. 
Do  you  not  remember  he  was  in  your  dogcart  when  you 
drove  past  us  in  the  lane  the  other  day  ?  " 

"  Oh,  that  I    Who  told  you  it  was  an  accident  ? 
Lord  Bosket's  face  had  become  suffused  suddenly  with 
a  quaint  meaning. 

A  chill  spread  slowly  over  Delia's  veins. 
"  It  was  not  an  accident,  Uncle  Charles  ?  " 
"  I  did  not  say  so,  young  'un."  ^^ 

"  Please  tell  me,  Uncle  Charles,  how  it  happened. 
Lord  Bosket  grew  wary.  He  was  not  the  type  of  man 
who  is  Ukely  to  be  overborne  by  his  superfluity  of  wisdom 
but  that  concentrated  look  upon  his  niece's  face  would 
have  been  startling  to  the  most  obtuse  uncle  in  the  world. 
Besides,  in  a  dim  fashion  he  recalled  to  his  mind  that  old 
Porson,  or  somebody,  had  made  a  rather  odd  comment  on 
the  affair  at  the  time  of  its  occurrence.  He  %vas  not  a 
Solomon,  not  a  Sherlock  Holmes,  but  for  once  he  must 
try  to  put  two  and  two  together.  He  did  not  hke  to  see 
the  little  filly  look  like  that. 
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"  Oh  yes,  young  'un,"  he  said,  attempting  a  Ughtness 
of  tone  that  had  not  even  the  merit  of  deceiving  lus  own 
cars,  "  it  may  have  been  an  accident." 

"  It  was  not  an  accident,  Uncle  Charles." 

Deha  .  ade  this  announcement  in  a  tone  that  had  a 
rather  uncomfortable  amount  of  decision  in  it.  Somehow 
her  face  was  not  altogether  nice  to  look  at. 

"  Wasn't  it  ?  '  said  her  uncle,  with  an  admirable  caution. 

"  Did  you  see  it,  Uncle  Charles  ?  " 

"  A  bit  of  it.    I  may  have  seen  a  bit  of  it." 

"  Please  tell  me  what  you  saw." 

"  I — I  don't  think  I  ought,  young  'un.  Little  gells 
should  not  be  so  curious,  what  ?  " 

"  It  was  not  an  accident  at  all,  Uncle  Charles." 

"  Wasn't  it  ?  " 

"  You  are  trying  to  deceive  me,  Uncle  Charles." 

"  Why  should  I  try  to  deceive    you,   you   silly  little 

"  Because  it  was  not  an  accident." 
"  Well,  I  never  said  it  was,  did  I  ?    But  whatever  it  was, 
little  Miss  Muffet,  be  ruled  by  me  and  think  no  more  about 

it." 

II  You  must  please  tell  me  what  happened,  Uncle  Charles." 

"  You  must  please  forget  all  about  it,  Uttle  Miss  Poppet. 

I  daresay  it  gave  you  all  a  bit  of  a  shock  to  come  on  a 

bleeding  man  suddenly  like  that ;  but  what's  the  odds,  it 

is  no  business  of  anybody's.     '^'^" 

"  My  father  ?  "  said  Delia. 


Your  f  ather- 


Our  tactful  gentleman  saw  his  mistake  almost  before  he 
had  made  it.  But  his  niece  had  pounced  upon  it  like  a 
hawk  already. 

"  My  father  ?  " 

"Never  mind  your  father;  we  will  drop  the  subject, 
eh  ?  Little  gells  should  not  worry  their  little  heads  about 
things  they  can't  understand,  eh  ?  Now  be  a  good  and 
sensible  httle  gell,  and  the  very  next  time  I  come  I  wiU 
bring  you  a  four-pound  box  of  chocolate  creams  from 
Crossby's,  the  biggest  they  keep  and  the  best  quality." 

['  What  did  my  father  do  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Lord  Bosket,  with  a  lame  and 
somewhat  hurried  recourse  to  his  tumbler. 
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"  You  do  know,  Uncle  Charles,  and  I  insist  that  you  tell 

On  DeUa's  side  was  a  close-breathing  quietude  that  was 
extraordinary.  The  tones  were  firm  and  even ;  the  eyes 
were  wide  open  ;  not  a  muscle  faltered.  The  demand,  made 
without  emotion  of  any  kind,  admitted  of  no  compromise. 

"  Damn  it  all  I  "  said  Lord  Bosket,  beginning  to  vmggle 
in  his   chair.    Ht  was  growing  mightily  uncomfortable. 
"  You  ought  not  tc  ask  me,  you  know,  and  I  ought  not  to 
tell  you." 
"  I  insist,  Uncle  Charles."  .«  ,      , 

The  cold  and  stern  face,  still  propped  on  the  stiff  hands, 
was  so  calm  and  hard  that  it  began  to  have  a  kind  ol 
baleful  attraction  for  the  uneasy  gentleman,  whose  whisky 
glass  shook  in  his  hainds.  It  was  the  rummest  face  he 
had  ever  seen  on  anybody,  man  or  woman  I 

"  You  mustn't  ask  me,  you  know.  It  is  not  good  lot 
little  gells  to  know  everything."  ,, 

"  My  father  insulted  him  and  afterwards  struck  him. 
"  I  did  not  say  so,  young  'un,  and  you  can't  say  I  did.' 
"  You  shall  not  deny  it.  Uncle  Charles." 
"  Who  said  I  wanted  to  deny  it,  you  silly  little  beggar; 
Why  should  I  ?    What's  the  odds  one  way  or  the  other : 
Even  if  your  father  did  cut  up  -ough  he  wouldn't  withoul 
the  best  of  reasons,  would  he  ?    Come  now,  let  it  go  at  tb  ' 
and  don't  trouble  your  silly  little  head  about  it  any  m* 
and  be  a  good  little  gell." 
"  You  admit  it.  Uncle  Charles  ?  " 
Lord  Bosket  looked  at  his  niece  with  whimsical  an( 
rather  bleared  eyes.    It  bad  come  to  something  when  i 
Uttle  niece  not  much  bigger  than  a  pussy  cat,  and  i 
years  not  much  above  a  two-year-old  was  able  to  bully  an^ 
browbeat  a  man  of  his  age.    But  yet  he  felt  he  had  not 
thousand- to-one  chance  against  her.    It  was  the  sohdes 
chip  of  determination  ever  formed  out  of  a  human  sou 
He  felt  that  the  "ttle  devil  had  got  a  will  that  was  wort 
that  of  ten  suc^  men  as  himself.      He  had  never  seen 
woman  with  a  face  like  that ;  he  was  damned  if  he  woul 
not  rather  have  had  to  face  the  missis  at  her  worst ! 
"  You  admit  it.  Uncle  Charles  ?  '•  said  the  unrelentin 


voice. 
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Well,  and  suppose  I  do,  what's  the  odds,  you  funny 
little  fool  ?  You  can  take  it  from  me  that  your  father  had 
good  reasons  for  anything  he  did." 

"  He  attacked  a  defenceless  man  ;  a  man  weaker  than 
himself  and  smaller." 

The  tone  continued  to  be  perfectly  quiet  and  unemo- 
tional. 

"Rubbish,"  said  Lord  Bosket.  "Don't  think  about 
It  like  that,  you  little  silly.  It  is  not  a  thing  to  make  a 
song  about.  It  is  a  mere  nothing ;  take  it  from  me.  I 
daresay  the  feller  was  insolent." 

"  You  do  not  know  that,  Uncle  Charles  ;  and  one  ought 
not  to  say  what  one  does  not  know  to  be  the  truth." 

"  No,  I  suppose  one  ought  not." 

He  was  completely  taken  aback  for  the  moment  by  the 
extraordinary  manner  of  his  youthful  niece.  Suddenly 
it  made  him  laugh. 

"  But  you  are  gettin'  to  be  a  rum  little  devil,  aren't 
you  ?  Damned  if  I  know  what  to  make  of  you  I  This  is 
not  the  little  Miss  Muffet  I  used  to  know,  quiet  as  a  mouse, 
and  as  simple  as  a  baby.  If  you  go  on  like  this,  miss,  you 
will  be  a  terror,  you  will.  You  haver 't  been  taking  lessons 
from  your  Aunt  Emma  for  nothing,  you've  not ;  when  you 
run  your  match  with  her  you  won't  run  second,  you  won't. 
You  are  a  little  devil.  Still,  give  me  a  kiss  and  we  won't 
worry  our  heads  any  more  about  it,  will  we  ?  As  I  say 
what's  the  odds  ?  Your  father  should  be  a  judge  of  his 
own  affairs.  Little  gells  must  not  bother  their  heads  about 
em.  Now,  Miss  Poppet,  not  another  word ;  and  you  shall 
have  those  chocolates  the  very  next  time  I  come." 

In  this  delicately  wise  and  paternal  fashion  the  subject 
ins  dismissed.  Delia  unlocked  the  door  and  went  out  of 
the  room.  Lord  Bosket  continued  to  confront  his  glass 
for  some  little  time  afterwards.  Somehow  his  thoughts 
would  continue  to  revert  to  the  singular  interview  he  had 
just  had  with  the  youngest  of  all  his  nieces  ;  and  for  the 
tune  being  they  overlaid  those  in  regard  to  his  nephew  so 
recently  in  his  mind.  To  find  such  a  particularly  mys- 
terious manner  in  one  of  his  "  little  chestnut  fillies  "  was 
something  quite  new.  Their  hearts  were  whole  and 
unclouded,  as  frank  and  simple  as  the  day.    The  voung 
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'un  defeated  him  altogtth  i 
have  seen  a  woman  1'  ^>' 
want  to  see  one  lo^  k  U  .t  if-  i  ^ 
in  a  way  that  had   -v\' »  i'"s 


He  could  not  remember  to 
that  before,  and  he  did  not 
an.  It  had  got  home  on  him 
t  him,  damn  it  all ! 
itinued  to  linger  in  his  mind 
his  way.  He  did  not  com- 
at  invaded  it  to  his  sister  or 


This  sense  of  dL  .ir'urt  c. 
when,  after  breakfab-  >p  •■ 

municate  any  of  the    ou    .      - . 

to  Broke,  because,  af.er  nl',  ihc  mter  lew  might  be  nothmg 
more  significant  than  -ho  o..  •  ^-e  '  uldish  curiosity  ; 
and  her  manner  m'  t^'  h^-Af  o.-'-  ■  o  strangeness  to  the 
way  in  which  the  m,  .  t  ..t  .  Li  -H  v.  man  had  wrought  on 
her  girlish  mind.  V.  omen  w .  •  ^^sed  to  be  a  bit 
squefmish  in  these  t/ngs  ;      .  fact  that  her  father 

had  hit  another  mai  might  ii.ivi-  outraged  her  sense  of 
dehcacy  a  httle.  Indeed,  the  onlx-  terms  in  which  he  per- 
mitted  himself  to  nfer  to  the  subject  at  all  was  when  he 
said  into  Broke's  ear  privately  as  he  was  on  the  point  ot 
quitting  the  house— 

"  Have  you  had  a  police-court  summons  yet,  Edmund  ? 
!  f  I  am  on  the  bench,  my  boy,  I  shall  be  dead  agaiiKt  you. 
Broke  smiled  a  grim  acknowledgment  of  the  ]oke. 
At  the  luncheon  table  Mrs.  Broke  made  a  comment  on 
the  absence  of  Delia.  Did  any  one  know  why  she  was  not 
present?  Was  she  unwell?  Nobody  knew.  She  had 
Sot  been  seen  since  breakfast.  The  matter  was  pursued 
no  farther  at  that  time.  Most  probably  she  was  sulkmg 
in  her  bedroom.    They  believed  her  to  be  capable  of  almost 

any  enormity. 

Her  absence  from  that  pious  rite,  afternoon  tea,  was 
not  remarked,  because  she  was  still  forbidden  their  common- 
room.  But  when  dinner  came  and  her  absence  was  again 
remarked,  Mrs.  Brake's  inquiries  grew  more  insistent.  A 
maid  was  despatched  to  her  room,  only  to  return  with  the 
information  that  she  was  not  there. 

As  the  hours  passed  that  evening,  and  the  child  did  not 
return,  a  feeling  of  uneasiness  grew  abroad.  It  became  a 
matter  of  comment  that  she  had  been  rather  strange  m 
her  manner  of  late  ;  instances  ol  it  were  recaUed  ;  reminb- 
cences  came  unbidden  to  their  minds  of  the  singular  attitude 
she  had  adopted  on  many  questions  that  did  not  admit  oi 
two  points  of  view.    But  not  for  a  moment,  however,  did 
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they  condescend  to  follow  their  speculations  to  their 
logical,  their  natural,  their  inevitable  conclusion.  They 
were  face  to  face  with  her  absence.  It  could  only  be 
reconciled  on  one  assumption  ;  and  that  was  precisely 
the  one  their  dignity  would  not  allow  them  to  make. 
The  hideoiu  idea  was  in  the  minds  of  them  all ;  but  without 
communicating  it  to  one  another  her  five  sisters  were  as 
one  in  the  feeling  that  it  was  too  monstrous,  too  gross, 
too  far-fetched.  To  admit  for  a  moment  that  her  strange 
unhappiness  had  induced  her  to  run  away  from  home,  was 
impossible.     It  would  be  a  treason  against  her  clan. 

When  Mrs.  Broke  had  put  more  strenuous  inquiries 
afoot  among  the  servants,  the  butler  was  able  to  recall  a 
fact  that  was  invested  now  with  a  deep  significance.  He 
mentioned  Miss  Delia's  bidding  himself  and  Capper  leave 
the  room  when  they  were  clearing  away  breakfast,  in  order 
that  she  might  have  a  private  interview  with  bis  lordship, 
who  was  still  seated  at  the  table. 

"  And  if  I  am  no*  mistaken,  ma'am,  she  locked  the  door 
when  we  left  the  room." 

"  You  have  no  idea,  Porson,  of  what  she  said  to  his  lord- 
ship ?  " 

Porson  had  not.  Thereon  Mrs.  Broke,  true  to  her 
instinct  for  action  in  times  of  crisis,  despatched  a  mounted 
messenger  to  Hipsley  for  the  purpose  of  summoning  her 
brother  to  Covenden  at  once.  The  man  returned  in  some- 
thing under  an  hour  with  the  news  that  Lord  Bosket  was 
from  home  and  that  nothing  had  been  seen  or  heard  of 
him  all  day.  In  the  meantime  inquiries  at  the  porter's 
lodge  had  elicited  the  fact  that  Delia  had  been  seen  to  pass 
through  the  gates  at  about  a  quarter  past  ten  that  morning. 
No  attention  had  been  paid  to  the  direction  she  had  taken, 
and  she  had  not  been  seen  to  return. 

On  the  stroke  of  midnight,  however,  their  more  immedi- 
ate anxieties  were  allayed  by  the  arrival  of  a  telegram. 
It  ran  :  "  Filly  all  right.  Letter  in  the  morning.  Charles." 
It  bore  the  stamp  of  Charing  Cross. 
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LORD  BOSKET'S  wanderings  in  the  quest  of  an  allevia- 
tion to  his  lot  took  him  in  the  course  of  that  afternoon 
to  a  cricket  match  sohie  dozen  miles  away.     His  taste 
had  the  all-embracing  catholicity  of  the  true  sportsman. 
Wherever  two  sidci  contended,  or  one  Imng  thmg  was 
pitted  against  another,  the  contest  ensuing  was  sure  of 
his  patronage.    Two  spiders  on  a  hot  plate,  or  a  pair  of 
mongrels  in  an  entry,  provided  one  was  matched  against  the 
other  were  enough  to  aUure  his  imagination,  and  to  excite 
his  lust  for  finding  the  winner.    Therefore  three  o  clock 
this  summer   afternoon   found  him  minghng  with  the 
throne  in  Bushmills  Park  that  was  witnessing  the  first 
inninra  of  the  Free  Foresters  in  their  game  with  I  Zmgan. 
His  arrival  on  the  ground  was  a  signal  for  mild  com- 
motion.   Acquaintances  of  his  own  sex  slapped  him  on  the 
back,  punched  him  in  the  ribs,  waved  their  hands  to  him, 
and  acclaimed  him  from  every  possible  quarter.      Long- 
field-on,  in  his  after-luncheon  nap  against  the  comer  of  the 
bowling  screen,   awoke  sufficiently  to  murmur,      Hullo, 
Bos ! "  Acquaintances  of  the  opposite  sex  sat  up  and  purred, 
lifted  their  eyes  to  him,  confided  to  him  their  gloved  paws, 
made  very  pretty  moues  indeed,  and  by  delicately  percep- 
tible fluctuations  of  their  drapery  gave  graceful  mdications 
that  there  was  room  for  dear  Lord  Bosket  to  come  and  sit 
beside  them.    Everybody  feted  him.    He  was  buttonholed 
by  this  person  and  that.    They  were  three  deep  around 
him  in  the  luncheon  tent  to  take  turns  to  engage  m  con- 
versation with  him,  whither  he  had  been  escorted  by  another 
body  of  his  friends  to  have  a  drink. 
There  is  no  man  who  enjoys  the  popularity  of  hiro 
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with  a  reputation  for  good  nature.  It  lands  him  high  and 
dry  on  a  pinnacle  it  is  given  to  few  to  attain.  It  makes  its 
appeal  to  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men.  For  does  not 
such  a  guarantee  of  single-mindedness  grow  rarer  and  rarer 
under  the  stress  of  our  progress  ?  The  wear-and-tear 
becomes  too  great.  The  skyey  influences  are  averse.  Our 
friend's  querulous  melancholy  was  hke  an  oasis  in  the 
desert  of  a  self-satisfied  austerity.  Old  Bos  was  not  so 
confoundedly  superior.  A  reputation  of  this  kind  stood 
him  in  far  better  stead  than  the  most  brilhant  intellectual 
gifts  or  a  hfe  of  virgin  purity.  Where  the  amiable  weak- 
nesses of  others  could  not  have  been  condoned,  no  cause  of 
offence  was  to  be  dis  3rned  in  such  an  idol  of  the  populace. 
In  the  course  of  an  hour  our  friend  had  disengaged  him- 
self from  several  groups  of  these  clamorous  persons, 
ultimately  to  fall  into  the  clutches  of  a  celebrated  sporting 
baronet  who  hved  in  the  neighbourhood.  Our  old  friend. 
Sir  Horatio,  and  other  experts  in  this  recondite  lore,  inform 
us  that  there  are  always  two  peculiaritie'^  by  which  a 
baronet  may  be  identified.  He  is  invariably  ' '  celebrated  " 
and  as  invariably  "sporting."  This  one  was  of  the 
unimpeachable  variety,  the  true  genus  that  keeps  more 
"  gees  "  in  its  stable  than  it  does  in  its  vocabulary.  He 
was  of  the  most  famiUar  type  of  celebrated  sporting  baronet 
that  tradition  has  made  dear  to  us,  which  affects  a  high- 
crowned  square  felt  hat,  snuff-coloured  clothes,  a  horse- 
shoe pin,  and  brown  gaiters.  He  had  the  ruddy  bluff  look 
of  the  farmer,  with  brusquerie  and  absence  of  manners  to 
match. 

"  How  are  you;  Bos  ?  "  he  said  heartily.  "  Fine  day 
for  the  race."  ' 

"  Devihsh,"  said  Lord  Bosket.  "  Come'  and  have  a 
drink." 

"  Don't  mind.  I've  got  something  to  tell  you.  only  I 
can't  think  what."  J     >       y 

"^  Fancy  anything  for  the  July  meetin'  ?  " 

''  The  Dwarf ;  and  Gub  Gub  for  a  place.  Now,  what  is 
It  I  want  to  tell  you  ?    Something— something  funny." 

I  Seen  the  weights  for  Newmarket  ?  " 

"  Not  I.  Now  I've  got  it.  A  sing'lar  thing  I  saw  this 
mormn'.    One  of  those  nieces  of  yours." 
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"  What,  what,  Pearce,"  said  Lord  Bosket  with  a  sudden 
eagerness.    Something  had  given  a  great  leap  under  his 

"  I  think  it  must  have  been  the  youngest  of  'em,  if  I 
remember  'em  right." 

"  Well,  well,  Pearce,"  said  Lord  Bosket  impatiently ; 
the  athletic  performance  under  his  waistcoat  had  been 

"  I  met  her  walkin'  along  the  high  road  covered  up  to 

the  neck  in  dust."  .    .,    x  .. 

"  When— this  mornin'  ?    Nothing  very  funny  in  that. 

"  You  hold  on  a  bit,  old  son.  I'm  comin'  to  the  funny 
part.  She  stopped  me  and  said,  '  If  you  please,  is  this 
the  road  to  London  ?  ' ;  I  told  her  if  she  walked  another 
forty  miles  or  so  along  it  she  would  find  herself  about 
there.  If  she  had  started  from  her  place  she  must  have 
walked  more  than  ten  already,  and  a  broilin'  hot  day.  I 
couldn't  understand  it  at  all.  It  seemed  a  sing'lar 
thing  for  one  of  your  Uttle  chestnuts  to  ask  a  question 
like  that,  and  to  ask  it  as  thengh  she  meant  to  do  every 
yard  of  the  distance  on  her  flat  feet.  I  wanted  to  tell  you, 
Bos  ;  in  my  opinion,  it's  a  thing  you  ought  to  know." 

"  It  couldn't  ha'  been  one  o'  my  fillies." 

Conviction  was  grievously  lacking  in  the  tone  of  Delia's 

uncle. 

"  Don't  you  bother  your  head  about  that,  my  boy. 
Do  you  think  I  don't  k:  ow  one  of  that  kennel  when  I  see 
one  ?  She'd  got  a  nose  on  her  hke  a  knocker  on  a  door. 
One  of  the  old  pattern,  or  my  eyesight's  failin' ;  Edmund 
himself  doesn't  carry  a  better." 

"  Go  on,  Pearce,  nose  isn't  everything." 

"  It  is  with  that  kennel,  my  boy.  I'll  own,  when  I  first 
saw  her  I  thought  she  was  a  dam  sight  too  handsome  to 
be  one  of  your  Utter.  She'd  got  two  eyes  to  her  Uke  a  pair 
of  stars,  and  that  blue  that  the  sky  was  a  fool  to  'em.  I 
wondered  how  the  dooce  that  sort  came  into  your  kennel, 
Bos.  Against  the  regulations,  ain't  it  ?  But  I  ahvaj^ 
say  a  woman  is  the  same  as  a  good  bitch.  The  breed 
makes  all  the  difference.  She  may  strike  you  as  ugly  at 
first,  but  just  wait  till  you've  gone  over  her  points,  and 
then   you  find  out   she's  about  as  handsome  as  paint. 
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That  one  was  a  nailer,  my  boy,  and  no  error.  And  I  don't 
mind  telling  you.  Bos,  that  when  I  saw  that  thoroughbred 
tit  of  yours  marching  down  the  road  with  her  httle  chin 
in  the  air,  and  as  proud  and  dainty  on  her  feet  as  a  three- 
year-old,  I  thought  her  a  stepper." 

Lord  Bosket  gave  vent  to  his  feelings  in  a  whistle  very 
deep  and  long. 

"  Well,  I  am  damned  !  Come  and  have  a  drink,  Pearce. 
This  is  a  nice  how-d'ye-do  1  " 

Another  libation  in  the  tent  brought  no  comfort  to 
Delia's  uncle.  Her  behaviour  at  the  breakfast  table  had 
been  bitten  too  sharply  in  his  mind.  He  began  to  blame 
himself  bitterly,  as  his  habit  was  when  things  went  amiss, 
on  the  score  of  his  own  folly.  He  ought  to  have  known 
she  was  up  to  something.  He  ought  to  have  known  that 
no  little  filly  had  a  right  to  look  as  she  had  looked  that 
morning.  She  might  well  have  a  rum  manner,  if  she  had 
made  up  her  mind  to  run  away  from  home.  But  he 
could  not  believe  one  of  his  nieces  to  be  capable  of  such 
an  act.  They  were  the  last  people  in  the  world  to  do 
such  a  thing.  What  would  Edmund  say  ?  Whatever  had 
possessed  her  ? 

In  the  course  of  the  next  quarter  of  an  hour  his  mind, 
heavily  shackled  in  whisky  as  it  was,  had  brought  him 
to  the  conclusion  that  there  was  only  one  thing  to  do. 
He  must  go  after  her  at  once.  The  road  to  London  ran 
by  the  gates  of  Bushmills  Park,  and  London  was  clearly 
her  destination.  As  he  climbed  into  his  trap  and  took 
the  reins  from  his  man,  and  trotted  away  on  his  absurd 
errand,  the  incredible  folly  of  the  little  fool  recurred  to 
him.  To  walk  forty  miles  to  London  in  the  blazing  heat 
of  a  midsummer  day  was  the  maddest  thing  he  had  ever 
heard.  If  she  wanted  to  get  there  why  did  she  not  have 
the  ordinary  common-sense  to  go  by  train  ?  The  little  fool 
must  be  mad  I 

He  .(Tould  like  to  ask  also  what  did  she  propose  to  do 
when  she  got  there  ?  She  would  not  be  likely  to  go  to  her 
friends,  mad  as  she  was,  for  that  would  only  be  to  be 
packed  straight  back  home  again.  But  that  was  the  only 
project  she  could  have  in  her  mind.  It  was  almost  certain 
that  a  mere  whim  had  possessed  her  ;  that  the  heat  of  her 
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folly  would  soon  cool ;  and  that  she  would  hail  a  restora- 
tion to  the  fold.  But  she  would  catch  it  pretty  hot  when 
she  did  go  home,  if  he  knew  anything  of  her  father  1  And 
there  was  no  doubt  whatever  in  his  mind  that  women  were 
rum  beggars  when  they  Uked.  She  had  wormed  a  secret 
out  of  him  that  she  had  no  right  to  hear ;  and  to  express 
her  opinion  of  it,  in  an  absurdly  literal  sense ,  she  calmly 
ran  away  from  home.  He  could  see  now  more  clearly 
than  ever  that  he  ought  not  to  have  told  her.  He  felt 
at  the  time  he  was  making  a  great  mistake. 

As  he  passed  the  milestones  on  the  dusty  road,  the  face 

and  manner  of  his  niece  recurred  to  him  vividly  and 

perpetually.    Of  course  he  ought  to  have  known,  besotted 

fool  that  he  was,  that,  mischief  was  brewing.    The  little 

tit  had  no  right  to  that  sort  of  look.    At  the  breakfast 

table  it  had  disconcerted  him ;  and  it  came  out  at  him  now 

through  the  sunlight,  through  the  dust-coated  hedges  and  the 

abundant  foliage  in  a  fashion  that  made  him  as  thoroughly 

uncomfortable  as  it  did  when  he  first  saw  it  that  morning. 

As  the  raking  stride  of  the  horse  took  him  up  hill  and 

down  dale,  and  devoured  the  endless  undulating  ribbon 

of  white  road,  doubt  invaded  him.    He  might,  after  all,  be 

on  a  wild-goose  chase.    When  you  looked  at  it  reasonably 

the  thing  seemed  impossible.    What  a  great  "  score  "  off 

him  it  would  be  for  old  Pearce,  if  it  .vas  a  mere  first-of- 

April  fake.    How  everybody  would  chuckle  and  tell  it 

against  him !    But  still,  old  Pearce  was  not  that  sort  of 

feller.    He  had  been  very  circumstantial  about  it  too,  and 

he  was  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  put  a  child's  trick  upon 

you.    All  the  same,  by  the  time  his  good  horse's  stride  had 

devoured  a  dozen  miles  or  so   of  the  dusty  road,  the 

grotesqueness  of  his  mission  assumed  a  higher  significance, 

and  its  sanity  a  less.    With  deeper  conviction  he  began 

to  affirm  that  the  whole  business  was  too  preposterous. 

Nevertheless  he  continued  to  go  on.  The  phantom  of  a 
so-calm  and  frigid  little  face  lured  him  forward  mile  by 
mile,  where  cold  reason  demanded  that  he  should  right- 
about-face and  return.  But  no,  he  would  see  it  through. 
They  might  have  the  laugh  at  him  afterwards,  they  would 
have  very  likely,  but  the  sportsm^xu  in  him  was  enough  of 
itself  to  take  him  all  the  way.    He  pulled  up  at  wayside 
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inns  on  two  occasions,  ostensibly  to  obtain  information  of  a 
young  gell  asking  the  road  to  London,  but  also  to  obtain 
a  little  light  refreshment  in  a  liquid  form.  Of  the  one 
they  were  able  to  give  cheerfully,  but  of  the  other  they 
could  not  an  they  would. 

By  the  time  the  dogcart  had  covered  twenty  miles  the 
sun  had  taken  a  very  decided  dip.  It  was  a  perfect  evening 
of  early  summer.  Mellow  lights  suffused  the  clover ;  not 
a  leaf  stirred  by  the  roadside,  so  absolutely  still  was  the 
air ;  while  the  trees  stood  motionless  to  trail  their  long 
shadows  in  the  dust.  Now  and  then  a  bird  hovered  over 
hedges,  an  occasional  hare  ran  along  the  road,  and  rabbits 
darted  in  all  directions,  hoisting  their  little  white  scuts. 
It  began  to  grow  dusk.  The  dubious  tints  of  the  twiUght 
were  reflected  powerfully  in  Lord  Bosket.  A  milestone  told 
him  that  twelve  miles  farther  on  he  would  be  in  London. 
The  odds  were  enormous  against  his  finding  his  quarry. 
Still  he  was  going  all  the  way.  He  would  never  hear  the 
last  of  the  story  they  would  tell  against  him— that  he  drove 
into  town  on  a  summer's  evening  from  Bushmills  Park, 
because  old  Pearce  had  told  him  a  cock-and-bull  tale  about 
one  of  his  nieces  asking  her  way  to  London.  But  whether 
he  found  the  little  gell  or  not  he  was  going  all  the  way ; 
let  'em  say  what  they  liked  when  they  heard  about  it. 

To  that  end  he  eased  the  paces  of  his  horse.  He  looked 
at  his  watch  ;  it  wanted  five-and-twenty  minutes  to  nine 
o'clock.  He  had  now  come  twenty-five  miles  from  Btish- 
mills  Park  as  nearly  as  he  could  calculate  ;  about  thirty- 
five  from  Hipsley ;  and  thirty-seven  from  Covenden.  It 
was  hardly  likely  that  she  had  walked  so  far  through  all 
this  infernal  dust,  in  such  a  broiling  day  of  midsummer. 
The  odds  were  a  thousand  to  five  that  he  had  missed  her, 
or  that  she  had  never  come. 

His  optimism  was  not  increased  by  the  fact  that  un- 
mistakable evidences  were  beginning  to  assert  themselves 
in  him.  It  was  already  an  hour  past  the  time  at  which 
he  preferred  to  dine  ;  and  it  would  be  a  good  nine  miles 
yet  before  he  touched  the  suburbs  of  London.  Hereabouts 
he  came  to  a  hill ;  and  in  walking  his  horse  up  it  encountered 
a  farmer  in  a  covered  cart  coming  down. 

I  say,"  he  called  out,  "  have  you  met  a  little  gell 

443 


BROKE    OF   COVENDEN 


il 

i 


li 


walkin'   towards  London  ?    Don't  happen  to  have  seen 
one,  do  you  ?  " 

"  Aye,"  said  the  fanner,  "  so  I  have.  I  passed  one 
about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  back,  covered  in  dust  about  as 
white  as  a  miller.  Looks  as  though  she's  been  tramping 
it  all  day.  And  she's  that  lame  she  can  hardly  put  one 
loot  afore  t'other.  Better  give  her  a  lift,  guv'nor,  if  you 
are  going  her  way.    Her  goose  is  about  cooked,  I  reckon." 

"  Well,  I  am  damned,"  said  Lord  Bosket,  pressing  on. 

The  sun  was  much  lower  now.  The  patch  of  crimson- 
yellow  with  which  it  had  painted  the  sky  behind  him  had 
deepened  to  tints  more  complex  and  mysterious.  The 
moon  had  assumed  a  faint  outline,  and  the  evening  was 
growing  chill.  Confronted  by  a  hill  stiffer  than  usual,  he 
took  his  tired  horse  carefully  to  the  top.  On  the  crest  a 
heap  of  flints  for  road -mending  purposes  had  been  shot 
beside  a  hedge,  and  seated  on  them  was  the  little  figure  of 
a  woman.  From  head  to  foot  was  she  clothed  in  a  mantle 
of  dust,  about  as  white  as  a  miller,  as  the  farmer  had  said. 
She  was  breathing  hard  ;  there  was  not  a  speck  of  colour  in 
her  face ;  she  had  taken  off  her  straw  hat,  but  her  hair, 
a  lightish  chestnut  colour,  had  not  lost  its  orderliness  of 
arrangement  and  serenity  of  form.  The  distress  of  her 
condition  was  cruelly  apparent,  and  the  Ump  lines  into 
which  her  small  figure  fell  caused  Lord  Bosket  to  give  a 
grunt  of  dismay. 

DeUa  did  not  see  her  uncle  at  first.  Her  eyes  were 
turned  towards  the  long  and  deep  valley  into  which  this 
hill  ran  down.  They  were  fixed  with  a  conceritrated 
intensity  on  the  stretch  of  white  road,  ankle  deep  in  dust 
on  which  the  shadows  were  beginning  to  creep  darker  and 
darker :  the  road  to  London.  Her  hands  were  clasped 
round  her  knees.  Hearing  the  sound  of  wheels  hard  by, 
she  turned  her  head  so  slightly  that  it  seemed  to  imply  that 
the  power  was  not  in  her  to  turn  it  farther ;  and  asked 
without  looking  at  vehicle  or  driver — 
"  How  far  to  London,  please  ?  " 

"  You  damned  young  fool ! "    was    the    answer   she 
received. 

Already  it  had  struck  Lord  Bosket  with  a  sensation  of 
horror  that  the  tone  in  which  she  asked  the  question  was 
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that  of  their  interview  at  the  breakfast  table.  She  did 
not  appear  to  recognize  the  voice  of  her  uncle,  but  at  his 
words  she  turned  her  head  towards  him  with  a  bewildered 
expression.  The  grey  hue  of  her  face  had  something  of 
the  mtolerable  weariness  of  death. 

Lord  Bosket  was  already  out  of  his  dogcart. 

"You  damned  young  fool !  "  he  said  again  roughly. 

Deha  did  not  reply.  Her  lips  were  pressed  very  tight, 
so  tight  that  she  did  not  seem  to  possess  the  energy  to  force 
them  apart. 

Her  uncle,  meeting  with  no  reply,  stood  in  front  of  her  in 
his  time-honoured  attitude,  with  his  hands  in  the  pockets 
of  his  breeches.  He  looked  her  over  keenly.  She  was 
dead  beat. 

"  Poor  Uttle  gell."  he  grunted. 

He  then  began  to  emit  his  peculiar  long-drawn  whistle, 
me  vu-tue  of  it  at  that  moment  was  not  very  clear,  unless 
It  was  a  natuidl  tonic  to  his  wits.  At  least  it  served  to 
summon  his  practical  nature  to  his  aid,  for  his  next  act 
was  to  take  from  an  inside  pc-ket  of  his  covert  coat  a 
flask  containing  his  favourite  stimulant. 

"  Down  with  it,"  he  said  gruffly. 

Delia  seized  the  cup  with  something  akin  to  ferocity, 
and  without  giving  the  slightest  heed  to  the  contents, 
drank  eagerly. 

"  Poor  little  gell,"  said  Lord  Bosket,  speaking  in  the 
manner  of  one  who  suffers  from  a  sore  throat. 

There  was  that  in  her  act  which  suddenly  bleared  his 
ey^  more  effectually  than  ever.  He  wiped  out  the  im- 
pedimenta sedulously  with  his  handkerchief,  and  blew  his 
no^  with  tremendous  vehemence. 

"  I  am  old  enough  to  know  better,"  he  muttered  to  his 
man  as  he  turned  away  his  face  from  the  cause  of  all  this 
inconvemence.  Presently,  having  resumed  a  sufficient 
command  of  his  demeanour  to  venture  to  address  his 
young  mece.who  still  sat  motionless  on  the  heap  of  stones 
ne  did  so  in  a  voice  of  hoarse  expostulation— 
in  iwi"  *l^^®  walked  forty  miles  as  near  as  damn  it, 
in  ail  that  broilmg  sun,  and  if  you  have  not  about  done  for 
youreelf,  It  s  God's  mercy,  that's  all  I've  got  to  say  about  it. 
1  will  dnve  you  into  London,  and  we  shall  have  to  go  home 
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by  train  in  the  morning.  You  are  in  no  state  to  go  back 
to-night.  We  must  have  you  between  the  blankets  as 
soon  as  we  can.  It  is  the  maddest  business  I  ever  heard  of 
in  my  life.  However,  this  is  not  the  time  for  talk.  Into 
the  trap  with  you." 

He  made  to  take  the  small  figure  in  his  arms,  for  the 
purpose  of  hoisting  it  into  the  vehicle,  as  it  showed  no 
signs  of  moving  of  its  own  accord.  ^^ 

"  Please,  Uncle  Charles,  you  are  not  to  touch  me. 
Her  tone  and  manner  were  as  extraordinarily  uncom- 
promising as  they  were  at  nine  o'clock  that  morning. 
"  What,  what  ?  "  said  her  uncle,  taken  aback. 
DeUa  did  not  move  an  inch.    Lord  Bosket  approached 
indecisively. 

"  Please,  do  not  touch  me,  Uncle  Charles." 
"  Not  touch  you,  young  fool,"  he  said  querulously  and 
hoarsely.    "  I  ought  to  be  takin'  the  skin  off  your  back. 
miss,  if  I  was  doin'  the  right  thing  by  you.    Not  touch  you, 
indeed  1 " 

As  her  uncle  stretched  out  his  hand  to  seize  her,  in  the 
tentative  manner  that  Le  might  seize  a  kitten,  she  made 
a  Uttle  motion  by  which  she  gathered  her  dust-laden  skirts 
away  from  him. 

"  You  must  leave  me,  Uncle  Charles.  I  must  not,  I  can- 
not go  with  you." 

Her  tone  was  absolutely  final.  Lord  Bosket  was  fully 
conscious  already  of  his  own  impotence  before  it. 

"  Nonsense  ;  tut,  tut  1  "  he  said  persuasively.    "  Neva 
heard  such  a  thing  in  my  life.    Where  do  you  think  yoii 
are  goin'  to,  and  what  do  you  think  is  goin'  to  become  oi 
you  ?    You  can't  stop  here  all  night,  that's  a  moral." 
"  You  will  take  me  to  Covenden." 
"  Of  course,  to-morrow." 
"  I  can  never  go  to  Covenden  again." 
Once  more  Lord  Bosket  recorded  his  stupefaction  witt 
a  whistle.    He  did  not  know  how  to  handle  such  an  m 
compromising  determination.    He  was  not  fitted  to  dc 
so  by  nature.    Here,  in  this  overdriven,  overborne  w 
of  a  thing,  was  a  problem  that  he  had  neither  the  wit  U 
understand  nor  the  strength  to  grapple  with. 
"  You've  damn  well  got  to,"  he  said. 
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Delia,  however  stuck  ouietly  to  the  other  view, 
the  Sp/'  ^°"  *  *^  *  ^^^'^  ^^y-    Let  me  put  you  into 

'•'  i^  p°V5?  f*"*  l?*°  **'*'  *"■*?'  Uncle  Charles." 
.o.n  .     r         °^^-.^°"    ^o**'*    know    what    you    are 
!irjo^o  T    V"^'  ^  *  ^'"^^'^^  "tt^e  sell,  and  when  you 
.tSi:S^."         ^""^  ^°"  *  "^''^  "^"^^  ^°^  "^^^  *°^  ^^*« 

Our  friend  held  out  his   hand   with   a   gesture   half 

"Come  on,  there's  a  good  httle  gell." 

He  approached  her  in  the  wary  manner  of  a  cat 
S,nH  "k^  *  J'^'t  ^'^  suddenly  put  his  arms  round  her.  He 
found  her  to  be  very  c>ld  and  trembhng  violently. 

I  forbid  you  to  touch  me,  Uncle  Charles." 
Jt  ^^^^^''^i^^Sgle^tfyHly  in  her  uncle's  irresolute 
^t"™,^?  •     ^^  ^^  ^^^^'S  ^^y  through  her  dress. 

J^r^u^T^  ?''^  °*  *^e  t'"ap."  she  said. 
orHfn!rii«  "^,d^/sion  of  language  and  behaviour  in  one 
l^Jf^y  fi?  '^°?'^^'  *^^"«  ^^  a  complete  absence  of 
emotion  m  the  voice  and  gesture  by  which  it  was  embodied. 
They  were  both  so  hard  that  Lord  Bosket  was  baffled  by 
an^hlr^o  P"  '  ^'"''  ^"1?*^"^^  ^^-  He  had  never  seen 
Sufii"i"K^^T  "^  ^^  "°t  ^"°^  whether  the 
poor  httle  devil  had  become  slightly  insane,  a  bit  touched 
by  the  sun.oi  what,  but  this  was  certainly  not  the  thnid 
tender  petted  little  filly  he  had  always  knowL  There  w^a 
^Vm  ?»'^"'''  underlying  it  all  too,  that  at  times 
made  him  take  m  his  breath  rather  sharply.    He  would 

o^ttL  S  ^  IT^'^  '°  ^^^''^"S  t°  com^ion  in  TSe 
a  sS^P^  «  '  *  •''I''  ^  ^^  gathered  himself  to  employ  it, 
covSdt  rnnT^  'f '^"^  ^™-  ^^^  ^^  ^^  damned  if^he 
a  wom^n  /^  "^"^  ^^'■-  "^  ^*d  never  laid  his  finger  on 
afreS,^?;  ^^  T-"  "  ^''  P^''""^  bl^"^«d  him  bitterly 

S  e  JTw  ^J^^'f  ^'^'"^.  *°°  """^h  °^  a  ^an  at  his  time  of 
nie  to  begm  that  sort  of  thing  now 

»Sh^t  ^«  1?  ^!r®"'  "^^^^  conciUatory.  Then  reahsing, 
wnen  they  were  certainly  not  intended  to  be  so,  he  gave 
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himself  up  to  luxury.  He  drew  her  cold  face  to  his  coat, 
and  gave  it  a  hug.  "  Tell  your  damned  old  fool  of  an 
uncle  all  about  it,  you  poor  little  soul.  No  harm  shall  come 
to  you,  I'll  give  you  my  word." 

"  Promise,  Uncle  Charles,  you  will  not  take  me  to 
Covenden."  She  permitted  her  wan  cheek  to  he  an  instant 
against  him  and  closed  her  eyes.  ,  ^  .,  .        , ,   .    ^  i 

"  I  can't  do  that,  you  know.  I  would  if  I  could,  but  1 
mustn't,  you  know!    I'm  bound  to  see  you  home  all 

riffht  " 

Delia,  half  fainting  in  his  arms  from  hunger,  thirst  and 
weariness,  remained  perfectly  inexorable  on  that  point. 
More  and  more  fully  did  her  uncle  realise  that  his  clay 
was  not  stem  enough,  not  anything  Uke  stern  enough  to 
cope  with  such  a  stony  resolution.  He  saw  clearly  that 
unless  he  gave  his  promise  no  progress  was  possible. 
Things  would  remain  at  a  deadlock,  and  already  it  was 
nearly  pitch  dark.  "  She  ought  to  have  a  damned  good 
hidin',  but  I'm  hanged  if  I  can  give  it  her,"  he  recorded 
for  his  own  private  information  and  that  of  his  man,  as 
he  hugged  her  tighter  to  his  coat. 

"  Come,  come,  miss,  no  damn  nonsense. 

Gently  he  tried  to  hft  her.  At  once  she  began  to  struggle 
convulsively. 

"  Promise,  Uncle  Charles." 

"  I  can't,  you  know.     I  mustn't,  you  know. 

•'  Leave  me  then,  Uncle  Charles.    I  must  go  on  alone. 

With  a  sudden  movement  of  an  amazing  quickness  she 

had  sHpped  his  grasp.  ^  r    .  j     /-^j 

Lord  Bosket  knew  akeady  that  he  was  defeated.    Oood 

nature  is  an  asset  from  the  social  point  of  view,  but  it 

would  appear  that  it  has  its  drawbacks  in  the  occasional 

stress  of  the  unartificial  affairs  of  life. 
"  Very  well,  then,"  he  said  gruffly,  "  I  give  in;  I  promise; 

I  chuck  up  the  sponge." 
"  You  promise  also  not  to  take  me  to  Grosvenor  btreet, 

Uncle  Charles  ?  "  ^  ,    ,  t  k«r«  " 

"  1  may  be  a  fool,  but  I  am  not  a  damned  fool,  I  hope, 
said  Lord  Bosket  with  some  alacrity.    In  his  opinion,  the 
undesirabihty  of  his  own  house  as  a  place  of  refuge  did 
not  require  to  be  stated. 
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'■  G^d  know7"  ""^  *°  **''*  ™*'  ^°*^^  ^^*^^**  '  " 

thf  di^r*^*'""?/^  °*  this  aMurance  DeUa  climbed  up  into 
the  dogcart,  ft  caused  her  uncle  to  shed  more  cursei 
oobserve.  as  she  did  so,  that  she  was  dead  lan^;  3sS^ 
TriL"^"'^  ""^^  ^^'  ^«>ti"8  °°  the  awkWard  step 
l.L\T  f  ^^f''^\  *^"  ^'^'^^^  ^hen  she  entered  S 
vehicle  at  last.  It  was  still  a  soft-breathing  smnmer 
evemng.  but  fainUy  chUl.  yet  her  uncle  was  s^rpSSi  S 
find  how  cold  she  was  as  she  nestled  in  the  smkutpace 
between  him  and  the  man.    He  took  off  his  covert  c^* 

Tn^SL^^'  '",i*'  uP^r^  ^"'^  ^^"^  tenderly  Sh«; 
and  drew  her  cold  cheeks  against  his  jacket. 

fool  ? "  °''  """'*  ^°  *°  ^°"'*°"  "^^y  "^^  y°"  ''^^'  yo"  little 

throat!  ""^""^  *""*  ^^^^^  ^^*  ^^"""^  '"  ^  Practical 
"  I  had  no  money,"  said  DeUa  simply. 

borr^  atr?  "  ''''^"  ""  '^^  ^  ^^^*^-    ^y  ^^''  y°« 

veJi^S?^"*  i^-^I"*  ^^''^^^  *^**  «"^^  ^  r«a«>n  was  indeed 
very  odd  and  inadequate.    But  there  could  be  no  d^ 

i^w  tK  ^,,?'!^^"i'^*^^^  asufficient  one.    SuddeSy  a 

fed  feeh°n''g?    ''""^'^  "^  ^"  ""^'  ^^  ^^^°^d  »^^U 

in  'fi!l°K  Y^  "°*  ^°''''  *°  *^"  ™« *^at  you  have  been  walkin' 

crumb  to  peck  or  a  drop  to  drink  ?  " 
Yes,"  said  Delia. 
"  Well,  that's  won  it !  " 

"  Nn'^^r!^^^*  w^  heard  to  swear  with  hoarse  vehemence. 
1^0  money ;  nothing  to  eat !  "  he  repeated  several  tSS 

on  hi^  minT''  ^PP^^^*^y*°  inipre£^the  inlr^le  feS 
paSj'  ^°"^'  ^°™P«>°'"  he  said  to  the  man  im- 

"  Where,  your  lordship  ?  " 
her  tot'L^^  r  ^f^^'-    ^  give  it  up.    I  can't  take 

Stree  fU""^'  ^°\^."^*  ^^^  ^^  to  Grosvenor 
street  I  suppose  we  had  better  point  for  one  of  those 
barracks   m   Northumberland   Avenue.    Sho^  on^ 

449  WW 


ia^v 


BROKE   OF   COVENDEN 

boy ;  poor  old  Bendy  looks  like  havin'  hit  bellyful  this 
time,  if  he  never  had  it  full  before." 

"  And  where  were  you  goin'  to  even  if  you  got  as  far  as 
London  ?  if  I  might  make  so  bold  as  to  inquire,"  our 
bewildered  friend  demanded  of  his  niece. 

Delia  did  not  reply. 

"  Come  on,  out  with  it.  You've  got  my  word,  haven't 
you  ?  I  shall  not  give  you  away,  you  poor  little  devil." 

Probably  as  a  token  of  her  confidence  in  him,  Delia 
answered:  "  I  was  going  to  No.  403, Charing  Cross  Road." 

"  And  who  the  devil  lives  at  403,  Charing  Cross  Road  ? " 

"It  is  the  office  of  the  International  Review." 

"  Oh,  indeed !  very  interesting  to  be  sure.  But  I  don't 
quite  see  what  that  was  goin'  to  do  for  you." 

"  Mr.  Porter  is  on  the  staff  of  the  International  Review." 

"  Oh,  is  he  1  Very  nice  for  the  International  Review. 
But  who  the  deuce  is  Mr.  Porter  ?  " 

Now  that  Deha  was  committed  to  her  statement  she 
did  not  flinch  from  making  it. 

"  Mr.  Porter  loves  me,  Uncle  Charles." 

"  Oh,  does  he ! "  said  her  Uncle  Charles.  "  Very  good 
of  Mr.  Porter,  I'm  sure.  But  !  don't  quite  follow.  What 
the  devil  has  all  this  got  to  do  with  your  runnin'  away 
from  home  ?  " 

"  I  lov»  him,"  said  Delia  with  her  singular  precision  of 
voice  and  phrase. 

"  Oh,  do  you  !    Nice  for  Mr.  Porter." 

Lord  Bosket  could  not  repress  a  rather  weary  guffaw, 
which  he  proceeded  to  impart  to  the  air  of  the  night. 

"  These  are  all  very  excellent  reasons,  miss,  I  don't 
doubt ;  and  I  daresay  it  is  because  I  am  such  a  fuddle- 
headed  sort  of  a  feller  that  I  don't  see  what  they  have  got 
to  do  with  it  at  all.  You  walk  forty  miles  on  the  hottest 
day  of  the  year,  with  not  a  crumb  to  eat  or  a  drop  to 
drink,  and  not  a  sou  in  ye  ar  pocket,  in  order  that  if  you 
are  lucky  you  will  be  able  to  drop  down  dead  on  the  door- 
step of  a  locked-up  newspaper  office  in  the  Charing  Cross 
Road  about  midnight.  I  daresay  now  and  again  I  do 
drink  a  glass  or  two  more  than  I  ought,  but  I  am  damned 

if  I  can  quite  see " 

Lord  Bosket  finished  his  somewhat  impassioned  summing 
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up  of  the  case  as  it  presented  itself  to  his  judicial  mind 
with  a  deep  but  wholly  irrelevant  malediction.  HoS:  by 
hour  his  liberties  with  our  chaste  common  tongue  had 
become  more  egregious  and  unpardonable.  Weleel  thai 
this  chapter  has  already  alienated  every  right-minded 
human  being  who  has  had  the  temerity  to  follow  his  fortune 

!f^ '  1*5**  *'^u  ^^'^^^  *'^**  *h«  dear  evangehcal  old 
maiden  lady,  whose  unhappy  task  it  has  been  to  ic  view 
our  pages  for  iht  Spectator  has  renounced  them  long  aco 

"^l  Tl-  t'l  "!?*^u*°  "?"  '"  *^«  ^^t'  *"d  retired  to  b^d 
with  a  sick  headache  ;  therefore  we  hesitate  to  pile  Pelion 
on  Ossa  by  reveahng  the  immr.diate  terms  in  which  our 
profligate  friend  saw  fit  to  clothe  his  thoiu^hts  :  For  a 
ray  of  light  had  burst  upon  him  at  last.  Tiiere  aus  the 
whole  thing.  Porter  was  the  young  man  that  Edu.und 
Tn  ♦K^!"  fl*"u^'  a  cropper  over.  Everything  was  emhracf^.l 
m  that  flash  of  inspiration.  He  issued  once  more  '.s 
pecuhar  long-drawn  whistle  to  the  night  air  in  hor-u 
of  his  re-awakened  intelligence. 

Yes  there  was  the  whole  matter  as  plain  as  the  back  o( 
your  hand.  And  a  pretty  how-d'ye-do  it  was !  There 
would  be  the  devU  to  pay.  He  had  let  himself  in  for  a 
nice  thing,  hanged  if  he  had  not  I  The  sense  of  his  position 
oppr^d  hun  dreadfully.  If  ever  he  had  had  aiW  tact 
any  dehcacy    any  woridly  wisdom-and  very  grievously 

^.wfKWv    ^^l**'"'"  ^"  ^^^  «^«^  l^^d  ^yoi  these 
FHmnn^     ^aT~^^  ™r*  P"^^?^^  *°  "«li^e  them  now. 
Edmund  could  be  an  ugly  brute  when  you  once  got  his 
blood  up.    And  It  seemed  that  this  fragile  slip  of  a  thine 
not  much  bigger  than  your  hat.  was  no  unworthy  daughtw 

Sv  thP  I'^'^V  *?'  ^°."^'^  t*^^  ^^^  °"  *h^t  he^P  of  flints 
by  the  side  of  the  road  rather  than  go  back  home. 

in  whirh:  h^"^^  "°.V^?  ^'"^^  *°  ^^«"  °"  the  dilemma 

n  which  he  had  so  suddenly  come  to  find  himself.    The 

lamp-posts   of   suburban   London   were   already   flitting 

fn  hi' JrJ?*K  ^*"°^  perfectly  dark  ;  and  the  cold  burdeS 

hoShtr     ?  f  °r  ^  1°°^^  ^"^  ^^*^«'"-    His  immediate 
thoughts  must  be  for  that  worn-out  and  famished  little 

duL  1^'''^°^  "?^*^°8^  *°  his  coat  for  warmth,  who, 
m 'erZn'^vet™'  "  ''^  "^'  "^  P^^P"^^  *"  ^« 
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"It's  God's  mercy  I  met  old  Pearcel  Poor  UtUe 
devil— poor   Uttle   devU!    Rum   beggars   women,   when 

they  like  I "  ,    ,     •  j       x     v 

Hardly  had  he  enunciated  this  pearl  of  wisdom  for  his 
own  coMolation,  when  a  new  discovery  obtruded  itself 
upon  him.  His  smaU  niece  was  become  insensible  in 
his  arms. 
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CHAPTER   XXXV 

In  which  we  find  our  First  Comedian  once 
more  in  a  Happy  Vein 

THE  letter  Lord  Bosket  addressed  at  a  late  hour  that 
evening  to  Covenden  from  a  hotel  in  Northumberland 
Avenue,  was  the  longest  and  most  singular  he  ever  felt 
called  upon  to  pen  in  the  whole  course  of  his  unUterai-v 
life.  With  a  sure  instinct  that  was  worth  more  than  a 
superficial  observation  of  men  and  things  he  addressed 
«iis  lucubration  to  his  sister,  rather  than  to  Delia's  father 
i  '"fi/e  observer  would  have  said  without  hesitation  that 
the  child  was  far  'ess  likely  to  meet  with  tender  handling 
irom  her  mother  than  from  him,  whose  affection  for  his 
girls,  one  and  all,  was  so  unbridled  ;  but  her  uncle's 
instmct  taught  him  better.  And  instinct  is  a  stramje 
matter,  as  the  eminent  Sir  John  Falstaff  once  had  occasion 
to  remark. 

When  on  the  following  morning  Mrs.  Broke  found  an 
envelope  in  her  brother's  crude  and  uncertain  hand,  at 
the  side  of  her  plate,  she  smiled  faintly  to  observe  its 
thicknws.  As  a  iiile,  Charles's  correspondence  was 
conducted  by  the  medium  of  the  telegraph.  History 
was  indeed  getting  itself  written  at  a  furious  pace  when 
in  a  smgle  day  he  had  recourse  to  eight  pages  of  notepaper 
to  keep  up  with  the  march  of  events. 

He  began  his  letter  with  the  assurance  that  he,  and  he 
alone  was  to  blame  for  what  had  happened.  Had  he  only 
tod  the  sense  to  keep  quiet  things  might  have  been  other- 
J^.  He  had  madvertently  let  drop  at  the  breakfast  table 
loat  mormng  the  details  of  a  certain  incident  with  which 
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Edmund  was  very  well  acquainted.  He  then  proceeded 
to  give  a  r6sum6  of  the  providential  behaviour  of  old 
Pearce  at  the  cricket  match ;  the  subsequent  pursuit  and 
capture  of  the  runaway  ;  and  went  on  to  convey  a  some- 
what forcible  idea  of  the  state  Delia  was  in  physically  and 
mentally,  and  laid  stress  on  the  fact,  with  the  aid  of  double 
lines,  under  the  words,  that  she  had  walked  forty  miles,  "as 
near  as  damn  it,"  without  a  penny  in  her  pocket  with 
which  to  obtain  anything  to  eat  or  drink;  without 
protection  from  the  sun  ;  and  that,  dead  lame  as  she  was, 
had  it  not  been  God's  mercy  that  he  should  have  been 
allowed  to  overtake  her,  there  was  that  within  her  that 
would  have  carried  her  on  and  on,  until  she  dropped  down 
dead  upon  the  road. 

Her  uncle  concluded  with  an  appeal.  He  was  sure 
that  she  (Jane)  would  see  the  thing  in  a  proper  light,  and 
make  things  as  easy  for  the  poor  Uttle  devil  as  she  could ; 
but  somehow  he  haid  not  the  same  confidence  in  Edmund. 
Edmund  had  a  heart  of  gold,  provided  you  did  not  get 
his  back  up,  but  if  once  that  operation  was  performed  he 
was  about  the  most  unreasonable  fellow  in  the  world. 
She  must  do  what  she  could  to  get  him  not  to  be  too  hard 
on  the  little  filly.  He  supposed,  strickly  speaking,  justice 
required  she  should  have  a  good  hiding,  or  something  of 
that  sort,  but  he  was  sure  that  to  adopt  such  a  course 
woiUd  be  a  great  mistake.  If  anything  was  to  be  done, 
it  would  have  to  be  done  by  kindness.  Further,  he  stated 
that  his  own  position  in  the  matter  was  one  of  difficulty. 
They  would  expect  him,  of  course,  to  bring  her  home  again 
at  once ;  but  he  could  hardly  do  that,  because  he  had 
already  given  his  word  not  to  do  so.  In  extenuation  of 
his  own  conduct  on  this  point,  he  said,  strange  as  it 
might  seem,  he  was  obliged  to  make  a  promise  to  the 
little  fool  to  remain  neutral  in  the  matter,  or  he  could 
have  done  absolutely  nothing  with  her  without  resorting 
to  brute  force  ;  and  he  hoped  they  did  not  expect  him  to  do 
that.  He  felt  himself  rather  to  be  in  ;he  position  of  a 
judge,  who  had  to  k»k  after  the  interest?  of  both  parties ; 
of  a  judge,  who  had  to  be  impartial  and  see  that  justice 
was  properly  administered,  without  cojimitting  himself 
to  either  side. 


FIRST  COMEDIAN    IN   A   HAPPY   VEIN 

The  tone  of  his  long  letter,  hovever,  and  particulwly 
this  latter  part,  was  hard  to  reconcile  with  this  judicial 
attitude.  It  was  special  pleading,  all  compact.  There 
seemed  no  attempt  in  it,  as  far  as  his  sister  could  see,  to 
observe  the  neutrality  of  which  he  made  a  profession. 
Finally  he  said:  "Of  course,  her  behaviour  has  been 
that  of  the  damnedest  little  fool ;  but  you  can  tell  Edmund 
from  me  that  if  he  had  sr,en  her  dead  beat  on  that  heap 
of  flints  by  the  side  of  the  road,  and  night  coming  on,  a 
few  things  nught  have  been  driven  into  him.  They  were 
into  me,  I  can  tell  you  !  And  you  can  tell  Edmund  from 
me  that  whatever  she's  done  she  is  not  far  oil  the  finest 
little  filly  I  have  seen  in  my  life,  and  that  is  saying  a  lot, 
because  I  flatter  myself  I  know  one  when  I  see  one.  There 
are  points  about  the  poor  little  devil  that  make  you  pause 
and  wonder.  She  is  asleep  now ;  and  although  she  has 
been  through  a  great  deal,  I  do  not  think  you  need  be 
anxious  about  her.  I  let  a  "  vet "  see  her  as  soon  as  we 
got  here,  r.nd  we  were  careful  about  her  feed  and  put 
her  to  b^i  with  hot-water  bottles.  Her  feet  are  in  a 
shockin'  oad  state ;  the  little  fool  came  away  in  a  pair 
of  raci'.ig  shoes ;  and  I  am  not  sure  that  the  sun  has  not 
caught  her  head  a  bit.  But  the  "  vet  "  says  a  night's 
rest  will  do  wonders.  I  am  going  to  stay  with  her  here 
u^itil  you  decide  on  what  is  to  be  done.  Do  not  blame  me 
for  not  bringing  her  back.  Can't  very  well  go  back  on 
my  promise.    P.S.— Mum's  the  word  with  the  missis." 

Mrs.  Broke  took  the  first  opportunity  of  discussing 
the  contents  of  this  letter  with  Broke.  They  had  both 
passed  a  peculiarly  unhappy  night,  but  this  communication 
did  not  bring  them  peace  of  mind.  Broke  read  every  line 
with  care  and  solemnity.  When  he  returned  it  to  her 
after  so  doing,  his  face  was  the  colour  of  the  grey-tinted 
paper  on  which  it  was  written.    He  did  not  speak. 

"  We  are  dead  out  of  luck,"  said  his  wife,  looking  at 
him  nervously.  Of  late  she  had  learned  to  hold  him  in 
fear. 

Broke  still  did  not  speak. 

"  I  think  Charles  has  acted  very  well,"  she  said,  wth 
no  attempt  to  conceal  the  anxiety  of  her  tone.  "  And  for 
once,  Edmund,  I  do  hope  you  will  allow  Charles  to  be  a 
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judge.    I  am  perfectly  convinced  that  his  attitude  is  the 
right  one.    We  have  alienated  the  child,  and  if  we  are  to 
win  her  back  again  we  can  only  hope  to  do  so  by  exhibiting 
the  greatest  care,  the  greatest  tact,  the  greatest  dehcacy." 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Broke  in  a  husky  voice. 
"  There  is  hardly  a  need  to  explain.    It  is  easy  to  see 
from  the  way  in  which  Charles  has  worded  his  letter  that 
the  child  has  refused  to  return." 
Broke  turned  his  grim  eyes  on  his  wife. 
"  You  talk  as  though  you  want  her  to  return." 
"  Of  course— of  course,"  she  said,  with  a  slight  air  of 
bewilderment.    "  Of  course,  Edmund,  we   want   her  to 
rettim." 

Broke  was  seen  to  lift  his  head  and  take  the  hmp  lines 
out  of  his  bearing. 

"  You  must  set  your  mind  at  rest  on  that  point.    She 
will  never  come  back  here." 

His  deliberately  chosen  syllables  arrested  the  blood  in 
tier  dxtcncs* 

"  I— I  don't  understand,"  she  said,  with  her  hands  going 
up  to  her  face. 
The  dismal  weariness  in  her  voice  was  a  Uttle  piteous. 
Man  and  wife  stood  to  confront  one  another  like  a  pair 
of  phantoms  who  aflBict  each  other  with  their  presence. 
Broke  saw  the  look  on  her  face,  and  heard  the  tones  of  her 
voice.     He  laid  his  hand  on  her  shoulder  firmly,  but  with 
a  certain  kindness. 
"  Steady,  old  giri,"  he  said. 

"  It  is  a  httle  inhuman,"  said  the  mother.    There  was  a 
chord  in  her  that  he  heard  then  for  the  first  time. 
Broke  waved  away  the  accusation  with  his  hands. 
"  I  must  decline  to  discuss  it,"  he  said,  "  in  any  aspect. 
It  does  not  admit  of  discussion." 

But  it  was  impossible  for  Mrs.  Broke  to  deUver  up  this 
second  child  without  a  struggle,  a  last  convulsive  struggle 
of  despair.  The  loss  of  her  son  had  told  on  her  redoubtable 
fibres  more  heavily  than  anybody  could  have  guessed. 
She  had  to  the  full  the  female  share  of  reverence  for  the 
dictates  of  the  male,  in  the  things  that  were  material,  for 
she  was  too  wise  to  hold  herself  in  any  way  above  her 
sex.    Her  intelligence' was  too  keen  to  allow  her  to  inter- 
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pose  it  against  one  who  had  an  immemorial  right  to  use  his 
own ;  but  for  aU  her  Minerva-like  attributes  she  was  pre- 
emmently  a  woman.  She  could  not  stand  by  while  a 
second  child  of  her  flesh  perished  before  her  eyes,  without 
strttchmg  forth  a  hand  to  snatch  it  from  the  abyss. 

Edmund,  said  the  bowed  woman,  clutching  at  a 
table  for  support,  "  it  is  impossible  that  you  can  know 
what  you  say.  It  is  inhuman  to  punish  an  act  of  girhsh 
folly  so  inexorably.  She  is  but  a  child.  She  did  not  know 
what  she  did. 

Broke  made  an  imperious  wave  of  the  arm,  as  though  to 
put  her  off.  His  head  was  aloof,  but  she  could  discern 
dimiy  that  the  awful  clenched  ashen  look  was  in  him  still. 
You  cannot  do  it,  Edmund.  You  shall  not  do  it 
Your  son  was  of  your  own  stuff,  and  it  was  your  right  to 
deal  with  him  as  you  thought  proper.  But  you  shall  not 
treat  a  woman  in  that  manner;  you  shall  not,  indeed." 

Broke  was  like  a  statue. 

"  ^'r}^^^  ^y  prescriptive  right  as  a  woman  to  deal  with 
my  children  of  my  own  sex." 

"You  have  no  jurisdiction  in  a  matter  of  this  kind  " 
said  Broke  m  a  dry  voice. 

"  Then  I  claim  that  consideration  my  sex  is  accustomed 
to  receive  in  civilized  communities,  i .  ib  a.i  act  of  barbar- 
^^^.  i°  *PP^y  *^®  same  code  to  women  as  to  men." 

^  Ihey  can  be  equally  guilty." 

"The  first  precept  of  our  civilization  should  teach  us  to 
condone  their  faults." 

"  I  shall  not  make  phrases  with  you.  It  is  enough  that 
in  any  circumstances  I  decline  to  condone  disloyalty  in 
man  or  woman  of  my  name." 

«,k17°*"-^^","°*  "^^*"  ^*'  Edmund.      You  cannot  know 
what  it  involves.    Whatever  is  to  become  of  her  !  " 

Buffeted  by  this  brutality,  her  strength  was  faUing. 
Her  voice  was  growing  high  and  weak. 

to  wriwn  rK°"f^l^^?"*  *^^*'"  '^'^  ^'"°^^^ '  "  I  ^"^  about 
l^t  °     .^^  *°  P'^*^^  ^^^  »"  her  old  school  at  Chiswick 

Ztt\u   f  ^^'-    .^''*"  *^«"  I  ^"  maintain  her  there. 
oecause  the  law  requires  it." 

eappfn'ill*^*''^'  ■  X  ^^^^  *^«  wretched  woman,  with  an 
eagerness  that  sprang  from  an  intolerable  anguish. 
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"  As  far  as  I  am  concerned  personaUy  there  is  no  after- 

"^  You  cannot  mean  that !  Surely  you  wiU  thereon- 
sent  to  r^ive  her  again  After  she  has  expiated  her 
offence  vou  wiU  take  her  back.  .  , 

'  IJere  are  offences  that  nothing  ca^  expiate,  that 

5^ft  were  possible,  tie  sex  makes  it  the  more  abomin 

^%t  is  the  savage  speaking  again."  said  the  wretche( 

"^^.^Uan^C^your  taunts."  said  her  husband     "  Cow^d 
are  often  a?  quick  with  their  tongues  as  they  are  mtl 

'^trt'tvL  quivered.    His  dreadful  umreason  was  u. 

'''^?1s^possible  even  to  drive  a  woman  too  far.  Edmunc 

I  must  warn  you."  „ 

"  Ha  ooor  fool,  you  threaten  me  i 
HiQ  sneer  turned  her  faithful  blood  mto  ice. 

fhlve  removed  already  ;  do  not  force  me  to  cut  away  ^ 
"' tSS  of'?hirty  years  blushed  a  vivid  colour  and . 

men  if  you  deal  them  blows  over  the  heart.    We  are  soe 
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times  compelled  by  nature  to  cry  out  a  little  wUdly  then, 
and  if  you  hear  us  you  must  not  heed  what  we  say/' 

I— ah.  forgive  you,"  said  our  hero  with  an  expansive 
magnanmuty.  *^ 

That  was  a  hne  generaUy  admired  by  the  critics  in  the 
stalls  of  the  Olympian  Theatre. 

''  Will  you  not  consent  to  receive  her  again  ?"  said  the 
unhappy  woman,  immediately  relapsing  out  of  the  self, 
control  she  had  with  so  much  difficulty  imposed  upon  her- 
self, now  that  the  voice  of  her  lord  sounded  once  more  in 
her  ears  as  that  of  the  human  being  in  whose  bosom  she 
was  wont  to  he. 

Broke  had  no  desire  to  be  harsh  with  one  whom  a  lone 
and  great  expenence  had  taught  him  was  as  faithful  a 
soul  as  any  m  the  world.  He  summoned  his  habitual  ten- 
derness for  her. 

"My  poor,  old  girl,"  he  said,  "  why  harrow  your  feelings 
m  this  way  ?  You  remind  me  of  a  person  who  has  a  horror 
of  death  walking  into  the  Morgue  to  look  at  it." 

"  Are  you  wholly  without  bowels,  Edmund  ?  Do  you 
never  forgive  ?  "  Unrestrained  nature  had  expelled  ex- 
pedience,  and  was  driving  her  furiously  again. 

'  You  have  Uved  with  me  long  enough  to  "answer  that 
question  for  yourself."  said  Broke,  without  resentment. 
bhe  was  a  woman  and  a  mother  after  all,  poor  old  girl ! 
nn  ii*K  ^"^  *°  ^I"^  ^most,"  the  unhappy  woman  went 
on  with  a  haggard  feebleness  that  perfect  sanity  would 

v.L*''tK^°'^^'^  ^^''  *^?*  ^  ^""^  ^"  yoked  all  these 
years  with  an  ogre,  a  sort  of  inhuman  monster,  and  I  have 

maytZ  mucl^  '"*  '  ^°^^  ^""^  ^^ ''  ^«  --<» 
Broke  did  not  look  at  his  wife's  face.    Also  he  tried  not  to 

him  1?  t"^  '^°''*'-  J*  ^^  ^^^^y  f^'-  to  her  to  hear 
them ;  he  had  a  very  chivahous  disposition.  For  she  spoke 
no  longer  as  the  cool  and  temperate  woman  of  affairs.    In 

2./  ^^u''^  *^  *^^  *^"^  ^*s  °°t  a  vestige  to  be  recog- 
nized of  the  suavely  ordered  diction,  the  mellow  candou?. 
who  «Tf    7^'"sm,  the  shghtly  inhuman  wisdom  of  her 

ence  Indeed,  had  he  been  m  a  mood  for  laughter  such  a 
melodramatic  change  in  her  must  have  caused  Wm  to 
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indulge  in  it.    Jane  in  a  histrionic  vein  was  somewhat  like 

MachiavelU  in  a  burst  of  confidence.         

However,  let  others  laugh  at  that  5p«=f  <=1«;   .^^  ^ 
woman  and  a  mother  something  w^.  l»f  .f,*^^/,^-^^  ""„' 
man  and  a  father  something  was  as  indubitably  tus     He 
wS  L  well  as  she.    It  was  his  fate  to  be  denied  a  recog- 
n  Son  of  that  fact,  but  such  was  the  supposed  austerity  of 
Sr^x   that  he  m-J9t  suffer  that  unfairness.    Women  are 
tao^tob^  unjust.   The  pangs  of  maternity  may  be  great 
£S?re  the?e  n^.  nerves  a/d  bloodj^ls  m  hosb^nds  ^nd 
fathers  bv  which  they  also  can  be  taught  to  feel  ?    Had 
herfLS  no  raw  wouU  gaping  -  ^m  .here  nugh^  hav^^^ 
been  a  better  hope  for  them  both    ^T^^.^"^^  «^'^^^^^^  J 
a  lofty  disinterestedness  was  with  him  here  m  the  case  oi 
his  Suehter  as  in  that  of  his  son.    As  it  was.  his  own 
SrSate  panS   urnished  him  with  the  strength  to  ^ar 
SSi  on  hte  course.    From  them  he  derived  the  vnta 
^ous  force  to  sit  down  then  and  there  f  nd  ^nte  a^^  J 
of  instruction  to  his  brother-m-law    .It,^«7^J*°*^^^^ 
cruel  effectualness,  the  decree  he  had  i^ued  to  his  v,ik. 
If  hU  riffht  hand  offended,  he  struck  it  on. 

nldfd  not  show  this  letter  to  the  child's  mother  and 
shfdid  no?  ask  to  see  it.  Concealing  it  m  the  pocket  of 
£  c^t,  Se  went  straight  to  the  stables,  F^e  was  nd 
rode  to  Cuttisham,  where  the  nearest  post-office  was,  and 

posted  it  with  his  own  hands.  „„„io„ep  was  be 

Hn  the  meantime,  a  hearty  ro""^  of  applause  w^  be 
stowed  upon  him  from  all  parts  o^the  Olympian  Theatre 
m  housTwas  already  unanimous  m  opinion  that  he  wa 
one  of  the  most  gifted  natural  comedians  who  had  hac 
the  honour  to  tread  the  boards  before  it. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI 

Enter  a  Messenger  from  the  Courts  of 
Hymen 

IF  Broke's  ideal  was  loyalty,  his  instinct  at  the  period 
he  went  to  wive  must  have  been  very  sure  and 
remarkable.  The  writing  and  posting  of  this  letter  taxed 
to  the  utmost  the  sovereign  quality  in  Mrs.  Broke.  It 
was  a  chief  glory  of  her  character,  and  an  instance  of  the 
cLvme  patience  of  her  sex,  that,  broken  and  shattered  as 
she  was  already  by  the  incident  of  her  son,  she  did  not  in 
the  end  allow  this  second  manifestation  of  her  husband's 
disposition  to  wrench  them  asunder. 

It  was  a  rather  heroic  devotion.  From  whatever 
standpoint  a  woman  may  take  her  outlook  on  life,  she 
cannot  suffer  the  children  of  her  heart  to  be  cast  away 
\^:thout  nursing  a  bitter  resentment  against  the  instru- 
i^ent  of  her  distress,  even  if  it  happen  to  be  Almighty 
wod.  It  would  have  been  fatally  easy  for  a  smaller 
nature,  with  its  weakened  mental  forces,  to  break  away 
from  Broke,  and  for  its  own  solace  repudiate  those  drastic 
acts  of  which  as  husband  and  father  he  had  shown 
himself  to  be  capable.  Her  instincts  cried  out  to  her  to 
denounce  and  put  off  the  inhuman  monster  who  had 
trampled  under  foot  her  sacred  maternity  :  her  character 
kept  her  staunch.  The  same  attributes  that  had  enabled 
ner  to  keep  the  sinking  ship  so  long  afloat  came  now  to 
fier  aid  m  this,  the  most  instant  crisis  of  her  hfe.  That 
indomitable  resolution,  thrice  welded  in  the  harsh  furnace 
01  necessity,  rendered  her  strong,  when  every  nerve  cried 
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out  that  loyalty  could  no  longer  be  expected,  no  longer 

^*  wht^  lively  by  this  second  decree  Mrs  Broke 
«Jr  «  ^e"^  o?  th^  first,  just  one  rernote  ^eam  d 
wi  iSat  favourite  doctrine,  laissex-fatre,  must  be 
hope,  -i^^,  "Xr^lU  that  as  time  went  on  things  might 
invoked,  m  the  hope  ^»ia\  ~  """^^  j^^,:    re-entered  her 

'°'°  ,? thU ^oe  «^  •  btrt  ^tWl  the  decree  against  her 

b  rS'y^^^e'SLir^tKiilo  h'^'done  any 

^S&^..'^^S3'td"itaSiat  ronowed 
^^^      «<  thi  iSer  the  unhappy  woman  was  m  the 

srofsi?\M^/^^^^^^ 

in  the  l<>^g  ;::;ji*^^^dl?ye?t 'tie  e^?  sheWged 
*^'^^^.°*w^e?vsl^nt  and  breathless  and  faint. 
victorious,  but  y^ry  speiu jiuu  ^ 

""^  2t  rtn^^Cg  o  heTirotler  addressed 
1!"°^"*^^^  Broke^d  not  show  them  to  her,  nor 
her  husband.    moKe  oia  uut  contents     Valiantlj 

.„b^u«.tly  did  he^allude  to  ft«r^on^       ^  J 

matter  entered  a  m"  P*^-  ^"  Sd  immediate!: 
himelf  in  person  one  aftmioon^  haLd«  and  querulou 
that  hU  manner  «".'»*«"'"', "re**  SehiSt  o"  >" 
Xd-^i- ha^tl^^  Kfwio.'^al^niyen  « 
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chewing  of  the  straw  in  his  mouth,  mu.h  coarse  lan- 
guage, much  shiftinesj  and  irresolution,  he  made  a  pro- 
per] that  they  should  go  into  another  room,  as  he  had 
something  important  to  tell  her 

Mn.  Broke  led  the  way  to  her  sitting-room. 

"I'm  glad  Edmund  ain't  about,"  said  Lord  Bosket, 
with  the  air  of  a  criminal,  "  for  I'm  not  quite  sure 
how  he  will  take  it,  do  you  see  ?  I  think  it  will  be  better 
for  you  to  break  it  to  him,  Jane.  You  understand  his 
ways  more,  and  know  him  better  than  I  do." 

'  ^What  has  happened  ? "  said  his  sister,  already  oppressed 
by  his  circtmilocution. 

"The  little  filly  was  married  this  momin'." 

Mrs.  Broke  shuddered  a  little  and  laughed  a  little  in 
the  same  instant  of  time. 

"  S?**  ^°  ^°"  ■™®^'  ^^^""'^  ?    Explain,  please." 
She  was  married  this  momin'  by  special  licence  to 
that  writing  feller ;  and  I've  just  seen  'em  off  to  Paris 
tor  the  honeymoon.    From  Paris  they  are  goin'  to  the 
Mediterranean,  and  then  on  to  Algiers." 

The  weary  bewilderment  in  the  face  of  Mrs.  Broke 
increased  rather  than  gre^    less. 

The  world  moves  a  lit  Je  too  fast  for  me  just  now.  I 
am  out  of  breath  with  trying  to  keep  pace  with  it.  I— I 
confess  I  don't  quite  know  where  I  am." 

"Of  course  you  will  say  it  is  aU  my  doing,"  said  Lord 
Bosket  gloomily.  "  But  I  couldn't  hold  that  little  filly. 
She  took  her  head  right  away  from  the  start.  Twice  I 
wrote  to  Edmund  after  that  pretty  letter  he  sent  me  to 
tell  him  that  there  was  not  much  chance  of  my  bein' 
able  to  carry  it  out,  but  he  didn't  trouble  to  reply. 
Besides.  I  don't  mind  tellin'  you,  Jane,  that  I  didn't 
mean  to  carry  it  out.  I  thought  that  letter  was  the 
rottenest  ever  written.  I  had  not  tho  heart  to  show 
It  to  the  poor  little  gell." 

Mrs.  Broke  looked  at  her  brother  with  a  faint  tinge  of 
Horror  m  her  scarlet  face. 

'.',  Jid  you  see  that  letter,  Jane  ?  " 

r„«*    ;  ^^^^^'  I  did  not;   but  I  was  aware  of    the 

contents. 

"  Oh  !    Well,  my  gell,  I  don't  think  I  should  be  proud 
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of  knowin-  'em  if  I  were  you.  You  ought  to  tj /shamed 
of  yourselves,  both  of  you.  for  sendin*  a  letter  like  that  to 
a  poor  UtUe  geU  at  her  time  of  hfe." 

Lord  Bosket  concluded  his  observations  with  a  sudden 

^"  i  don't  mind  tellin'  you,  Jane,"  he  added,  "  that  that 
letter  got  me  on  the  raw.  I  wonder  if  I  would  have 
written  a  letter  like  that  if  I  had  had  nice  httle  filhes  oi 

'"^' S't,  Charles,  please,"  said  the  unhappy  woman 
with  bowed  head.    "  We  suffered  great  provocaUon. 

"Provocation  be  damned.  TeU  her  to  come  back 
and  promise  her  a  good  hidin'  when  she  does  come ;  o: 
fetch  her  yourself,  and  see  that  she  gets  one ;  but  then 
is  no  need  to  tell  the  poor  Uttle  geU  that  she  has  cease( 
to  be  your  daughter.  But  mind  you,  Jane,  that  wasn 
vou  rU  lay  a  thousand  to  five  that  that  was  Edmund 
I've  always  said  that  Edmund  can  be  an  awful  swm 

^  "We^  were  very  much  upset,  Charles,  when  that  lette 
was  written,"  said  his  sister  weakly.    She  endeavoured 
associate  herself  with  the  offending  document    for  he 
husband's  credit.    She  did  not  succeed. 

"  Upset  !  "  said  Lord  Bosket  contemptuous!; 
"  Upset !  But  don't  tell  me  that  you  had  a  hand  i 
it.  You  had  not,  my  gell.  You  could  not  ha  wntte 
that  letter,  any  more  than  I  could  myself.  It  am 
in  you.  It  was  Edmund,  the  ugly  brute.  I  expe^ 
he'll  be  a  tearin'  lunatic  when  he  hears  about  tt 
momin's  performance.  It's  lucky  I've  not  got  to  tell  hir 
But  mind  you,  Jane,  I  believe  it  is  for  the  best.  1 
thing  was  done  accordin'  to  Cocker  mind  you.  1  ga 
the  little  filly  away  myself,  and  saw  'em  off  from  Victo 
afterwards.  And  they  are  not  gom  to  stanre.  1  sa 
that  Porter  feUer  once  or  twice  in  the  paddock  beto 
the  event,  and  everything  was  settled  accordin   to  t 

card "  J 

"Am  I  to  take  it  from  you,  Charles,  that  you  aid 

and  abetted  them  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Broke  in  a  bewilder 

°"\ou  can  take  it  from  me,  my  gell,  just  as  you  dan 
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please.  I  suppose  there  wUl  be  another  "  Scene  in  the 
House  '  now  I've  done  it,  but  if  I  was  to  say  I  was  sorry 
I  should  be  lying.  It  wasn't  impulse,  mind  you;  I 
looked  at  the  matter  all  ways  on,  and  came  to  see  that 
the  best  thing  I  could  do  was  to  give  'em  a  leg  up.  Edmund 
would  not  have  the  poor  Uttle  geU  back,  and  in  all  my  bom 
days  I  have  not  seen  a  pair  cut  out  so  pretty  for  double 
harness.  Nice  pair— very.  And  if  I  know  anything, 
those  two  young  devils  were  not  goin'  to  stand  any  of 
our  nonsense.  Talk  about  fire.  I  never  saw  anything 
to  touch  'em !  I'll  lay  a  thousand  to  five  they  would 
ha'  st?jted  bucking  if  I  had  tried  coercion.  Once  they 
were  t')gether  I  don't  see  what  was  goin'  to  hold  'em. 

"  There  was  the  law,"  said  Mrs.  Broke. 

"So  there  was.  Funny  I  didn't  think  of  that.  But 
it  makes  no  odds.  You  and  Edmund  and  me  and  all  the 
judges  on  the  bench  would  not  ha'  held  'em  at  the 
finish.  If  I  know  anything  of  bosses,  they  are  a  pair  of 
customers,  those  two.  They  would  ha'  been  at  home  on 
any  course  you  hked  to  put  'em.  They'd  ha'  gone 
over  timber  and  taken  the  water,  they  would.  From  the 
time  I  first  saw  our  little  tit  on  that  heap  of  stones,  it 
was  a  moral  that  once  she  had  started  there  would  be 
no  gettin'  her  back  again  to  the  post.  She  would  ha' 
died  first.  I've  seen  some  rum  women  in  my  time,  Jane, 
but  never  one  to  touch  her.  And  for  that  matter  I  might  as 
well  tell  you  that  Edmund  could  ha'  saved  himself  the 
trouble  of  writin'  that  letter.  It  was  a  thousand  to  five  that 
his  httle  gell  would  never  trouble  him  again.  I  thought 
at  first,  don't  you  know,  that  she  was  so  obstinate  because 
she  was  done  up ;  but  the  next  momin',  when  she  had 
put  m  a  sound  night's  rest  and  she  got  up  m  her  right 
mind,  do  you  know  what  she  said  ?  I  suppose  I  had 
better  not  tell  you." 

"  I  should  prefer  to  know,  Charles." 

"  Well,  says  our  little  Miss  Broke,  '  God  may  forgive 
nun,  but  I  never  will ! '  meanin'  her  father.  It  was  said 
in  cold  blood,  mind  you.  Pretty  good,  that,  for  a  bit 
ot  a  thing  not  out  of  her  teens,  and  not  much  bigger  than 
a  brown  mouse.  She  was  as  quiet  and  soft  about  it  as 
you  please :  no  tears,  no  fuss,  no  nothin'.    Somehow, 
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Jane,  that  got  home  on  me.  A  damned  rotten  thing  to 
say,  what  ?    There's  a  bit  of  Edmund  himself  in  her. 

A  look  of  wan  terror  had  come  into  the  face  of  Mrs. 
Broke.  There  was  no  need  for  her  brother  to  strike  that 
analogy;  the  wife  and  mother  had  already  struck  it 
for  herself.  ,      , 

"  Queen  Elizabeth,"  she  said,  trying  a  laugh. 

Her  attempt,  however,  was  such  a  ghastly  performance 
that  it  merely  served  to  emphasize  the  poignant  horror  in 

"I'm  not  sure,  Jane,"  said  her  brother,  " that  I  would 
not  rather  have  had  that  old  hag  to  deal  with  than  httle 
Miss  DeUa  Broke.    She's  a  record.    If  she  made  a  row 
and  howled  a  bit,  you  would  know  better  where  you  were, 
But,  bless  you,  she  is  .as  demure  as  a  harlot  at  a  christen- 
ing all  the  holy  time ;  and  the  moment  you  take  a  loch 
at  those  eyes  of  hers,  somehow  you  know  you  are  done 
Blood's  a  rum  thing.    That  Uttle  gell  puts  you  m  nunc 
of  Roman  martyrs,  and  that  class  of  people.     Sort  o 
reminds   you,  don't  you   know,  of    Boadicea,  Godiva 
Joan  of  Arc,  and  that  crowd.     I  call  her  as  prett) 
a  bit  o'  stuff  as  ever  I  saw,  but  I  don't  crave  to  have  th( 
handlin'  of  her,  thank  you.    All  the  same,  runaway  o 
no  runaway,  I  shouldn't  disown  her  if  I  was  her  papa. 
"  I  suppose,  Charles,  we  ought  to  be  very  much  ui 
debted  to  you  for  the  time  you  have  bestowed  upon  he 
affairs,  and  the  trouble  to  which  you  have  been  put, 
said  Mrs.  Broke,  striving  to  re-assume  her  armour  of  suav 
practical  matter-of-fact.    It  was  a  difficult  process,  bu 
the  valiant  woman  got  it  on  somehow.    "  I  am  suo 
Charles,  you  have  acted  for  the  best.    If  you  had  no 
gone  after  her  so  promptly  I  shudder  to  think  what  migli 
have  happened  to  a  penniless  and  distraught  creatui 
like  that,  alone  in  Londor 

"  I  can  tell  you,"  said  1..1  brother,  with  gnm  brevitj 
"  There  would  ha'  been  the  body  of  a  little  gell  to  identify- 
found  dead  on  a  doorstep  in  the  Charing  Cross  Roa 
at  one  in  the  momin'."  01.    1    .. 

"  I  must  ask  you  to  spare  my  feelings,  Charles,    sai 
his  sister,  shuddering  at  this  reahsm. 
"  You  didn't  spare  that  poor  Uttle  gell's,  none  of  j-ou, 
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said  Lord  Bosket,  with  a  gloomy  indignation  again  appear- 
ing in  nim.  '^'^ 

XV.  IS?**^**  ^*^®  <=°™®  *°  ""elieve  you  of  the  charee  of 
the  child  immediately."  said  Mrs.  Broke,  "  had  not  Edmund 
proved  so  unreasonable.  And  had  I  come  I  am  afraid 
I  could  have  done  no  good.  But  teU  me,  Charles,  this 
man,  Sorter,  what  opinion  did  you  form  of  him  ?  " 
^^  I  have  aheady  given  you  my  opinion  of  him,  my 

•  "  P**7°1."°*  ^^  yo"  n"«ht  be  a  httle  more  expUcit 
in— -m  the  hght  of  what  has  happened  ?  " 

"  WeU,  I  went  to  see  him  at  the  office  of  his  paper.  I 
daresay  you  wUl  be  interested  to  know,  my  geUrthat  he 
had  stall  got  a  tady-sized  mark  on  his  forehead,  but  that 
he  had  had  his  front  teeth  put  in  again.  And  it  didn't 
take  long  for  me  to  grant  him  a  Ucence.  A  very  sta-aight- 
forward,  honest,  unassuming  feUer  he  seemed  to  be  to 
me,  and  anxious  to  run  sta^ght.  He  didn't  aUude  to 
that  httle  occurrence,  naturaUy ;  but  somehow  he  had 
not  the  air  of  a  man  who  carries  a  grievance,  and  as  soon 
as  I  saw  that,  I  chalked  him  up  a  mark.  Give  me  the 
feUer  who  can  take  a  good  hidin',  whether  he's  deserved 
It  or  not. 

Mrs.  Broke  winced. 

"  '^i!^i*l*"^'^i',?™^'  J^"^'  *^*t  he  had  got  a  mind  of  his 
own  had  that  feller.  He  said  he  should  stand  by  her 
whatever  happened  now  that  she  had  come  to  him.  I 
^^•!,\^'?  another  mark  for  that.  Grit,  my  gell.  He 
said  he  had  no  wish  to  put  himself  in  the  wrong  in  the 
eyes  of  the  law,  but  law  or  no  law,  he  was  goin'  to  stand 

lu  x5  "JV^t  say  I  Uked  the  style  of  the  feUer  alto- 
gether. Nothm'  fussy,  nothin'  high-falutin',  but  straight 
as  c^yhght,  and  as  smart  as  blazes.  I  came  away  with 
coddhaJeh?*d^*  were  pannin'  out  better  than  we 

"  Kd  he  strike  you  as  a  gentleman,  Charles  ?  " 

^_  Wish  T  was  as  good  a  one,"  said  our  friend  gloomily. 
1  mean,  Charles,  m  a  conventional  sense." 
r  ~  ~    --• ^     -  ... 

what 


ties   not   one  of   the  haw-haw   brigade,   if   that' 


you  mean.     And  I've  seen  bosses  cut 


the  jib.    But  he 


's  one  to  be  reckoned  with  in  any 
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pany.    I  don't  remember  to  have  met  one  so  thorough 
I'd  ha*  trusted  him  with  one  of  my  own.    And,  mind  you 
I  went  to  him  right  up  to  the  muzzle  in  prejudice." 
"  I  suppose  you  know  he  is  the  son  of  a  bookseller  a 

Cuttisham  ? "  ,.         ,  ^  ...  u 

"  Very  creditable  to  the  bookselleis  of  Cuttisham  i 
that  is  so.    If  they  can  produce  that  sort  they  are  a  fin 

body." 

"  But,  my  dear  Charles ! 

"  There's  no  '  my  dear  Charles ! '  about  it.  Let  ever 
tub  stand  on  its  own  bottom,  I  say.  When  you  meet 
dam  fool,  give  him  the  order  of  the  boot ;  when  you  mee 
a  wise  man,  you  can  kindly  remove  your  liat.  An 
I'll  lay  a  monkey  to  nothing  you'll  want  a  new  ta 
cap  before  you've  yforn  out  the  brim  of  your  Lincol 
and  Bennett.  If  I  felt  myself  to  be  the  equal  of  thj 
feller,  I  should  hold  up  my  head  a  bit  higher  than  I  d 
at  present,  I  don't  mind  teUin'  you." 

"I  am  a  Uttle  astonished  by  the  idealist  picture  yc 
paint  of  him,  my  dear  Charles." 

"  No  need  to  be,  my  gell.    I've  seen  him  not^  once  ( 
twice,  mind  you,  but  a  dozen  times.    I  think  I'm  a  b 
of  a  judge  of  a  boss,  but  I  never  ran  over  the  points 
one  that  had  got  to  carry  my  racin'  colours  like  I  did  hi 
One  of  your  solid  sort,  who  are  all  bone  and  brain  and  gwi 
You  don't  think,  Jane,  do  you,  that  I  should  ha'  hand 
our  Uttle  geU  to  a  feller  that  I  wouldn't  back  to  my  la 
•  lord  o'  the  manor '  ?  " 
"  I  do  not,  Charles.    I  do  you  that  justice." 
"  Very  good  of  you,  I'm  sure.    But,  in  my  opinio 
they  will  be  about  the  best  mated  pair  in  England.  Th 
are  made  for  one  another,  you  might  say,  like  a  cup  ai 
saucer.    In  my  judgment,  that  Uttle  fiUy  of  ours  war 
a  man  of  that  sort,  or  none.    A  common  feUer,  with 
mind  and  no  character,  would   lot  do  for  her." 
"  And  he  can  afford  to  maintain  her,  Charles  ?  " 
"  He  has  fourteen  hundred  a  year  of  his  own,  rougl 
speaking,  and  I  hear  he  is  a  risin'  man.    His  chief  t( 
me  that  before  long  the  world  is  goin'  to  hear  from  hi 
In  the  meantime  I  have  fixed  another  five  hundred  a  y; 
on  the  Uttie  filly  myself,  ju^^to  keep  'em  from  starvi 
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I  knew  Edmund  couldn't,  and  if  he  could  he  wouldn't  " 

Mrs.  Broke  was  touched  by  this  concrete  example  of 
her  brother's  goodness  of  heart. 

"  \,^°"'t '^"o^y  how  we  can  thank  you,  Chanes,  for  all 
you  have  done  "  she  said  humbly.  "  You  have  always 
been  the  truest  fnend  we  have  had.  There  seems  no 
end  to  your  kmdnesses." 

"  Tut,  tut "  said  her  brother,  with  a  slight  display  of 
uneasmess,  '  no  nei  d  to  go  into  triries.  It  is  no  more 
than  anybody  else  v/ould  ha'  done  in  the  circumstances. 
They  misht  ha  stooped  short  of  the  ceremony,  I  daresay 
they  would ;  but  let  folks  say  what  they  like.  I  am  con^ 
vinced  it  will  turn  out  sound." 

Lord  Bosket  rose  to  go.  As  he  was  taking  his  depar- 
tare  he  encountered  Broke,  who  was  comin|  across  the 
hall  Their  usual  mformal  greetings  were  exchanged. 
It  then  struck  Lord  Bosket  with  surprise  that  his  brother- 
in-law  refrained  from  aUuding  to  the  subject  which  had 
dominated  his  own  thoughts  for  a  fortnight  past.  So 
great  was  his  reUef  at  thus  providentiaUy  finding  himself 
in  a  position  to  avoid  this  topic,  that,  on  his  own  part,  he 
studiously  refrained  from  making  a  reference  to  it.  AU 
he  same,  it  was  very  singular  that  Edmund  should  omit 
to  speak  of  It  m  any  way.  However,  as  Lord  Bosket 
proceeded  to  pass  out  at  the  door,  he  turned  back  to  sav 
over  his  shoulder—  ^ 

"By  the  way,  Edmund,  you  had  better  go  and  have  a 
word  with  Jane.    She  has  got  something  to  tell  you." 

Dehas  cunning  uncle  then  disappeared  through  the 
door  hastily,  lest  her  father  should  recall  him  to  explain 
what  the  something  was.  ^^4^1*111 

Broke  did  not  go  to  his  wife  there  and  then.  He  had 
no  doubt  the  matter  could  wait  until  he  had  laid  his  mind 

?o  fSl^"  ^•'^'"u »"  turnips  which  he  had  pledged  himself 
to  look  up  in  a  back  number  of  the  Field.  Having  con- 
Si.  ?wi^  !^?J  researches  lasting  nearly  an  hour 
f™  t-f'i-i  °^  *^^  y^'  ^^o^e  ^^t  said  just  what  he 
thought  It  did  say,  although  he  had  not  been  absolutely 

«;V      u'^"*  *°  ^^  ^^  ^f«  what  she  wanted. 
When  he  confronted  her  he  was  rather  surprised  by  the 
amount  of  emotion  that  was  for  once  reflected  in  her 
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imoassive  face.  It  would  have  been  hard  to  &id  an 
Krperson  than  he.  but  the  change  that  had  been 
£1  pJ^cTin  her  recently  could  not  escape  even  his 

^^%ari2  :^Syou  had  something  to  tell  me  " 
"  I  wanted  to  tell  ^-ou  that  Deha  manned  that  man 

^^ShrS'her  announcement  without  an  instant  of 

^'He^'^ceived  it  with   the  blankest   indifference.     The 
news  elicited  no  spark  of  recognition. 

ffisS  could  hardly  dissemble  her  astonishment.  Sh( 
had  looTed  ?or  a  repetition  of  some  kind  at  least  of  the  some 
wh.tTstressing  scene  that  followed  a  similar  announce 
ment  in  the  c^  of  Billy.  But  Broke  stood  fhd  am 
Sipregnable.  He  paid  no  more  heed  than  if  he  had  no 
h^dTword  she  sStid.  Her  immediate  feeling  was  tha 
orSief  although  even  as  it  regaled  her  there  was  th( 
consciousness  that  his  attitude  was  uncanny. 

"T  hope.   Ediuund,"   she  said   anxiously    nervously 

•'  that  yoiview  it  in  the  same  light  I  do  myself.    I  behev 

it  to  Kther  providential.    The  child  has  made  a  hope 

\lcr  mess  of  her  Ufe,  but  I  am  not  sure  that  when  all  i 

S^d  Sie  has  nof pitched  it  up  as  well  as  couH  be  expectec 

Charles  quite  thinks  so.    Indeed,  he  has     -Iped  rath 

actively  to  bring  it  about.    The  man  has  earned  his  enti 

cSence.  and  I  think,  Edmund,  we  must  aUpw  tha 

Chfrks   Sith  all  his  foibles,  is  quite  a  shrewd  ludge  ( 

character     Charles  has  behaved  most  handsomely.    H 

ha^  Svfn  the  child  five  hundred  a  year  for  herself ;  an 

the  Sin    I  understand,  has  fourteen  hundred  a  year  . 

his  own,  and  excellent  prospects.  -rx  ,,      *  i„  t 

bS  stood  immovable  as  granite.    Deliberate  yl 

was  not  hearing  a  word  she  was  uttering.    He  suppre^ 

Tya^  with  hii  hand.    Mrs.  Broke  having  lost  her  in^ 

sense  of  relief,  was  now  afflicted  severely  with  this  attitud 

She  would  almost  have  preferred  a  scene. 

"  I  hone  vou  recognize,  Edmund."  she  said,  witn 
strange  sScpe.  "  hSw  e^ntial  all  this  is  to  the  welfa 

'*^<On^the■  contrary."  said  Broke.  "  I  recognize  nothi; 
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of  the  matter.  It  does  not  interest  me.  It  was  closed 
a  fortnight  ago,  and  in  any  circumstances  it  cannot  be 
re-opened." 

"  But,  Edmund " 

Broke  cut  her  down  with  his  hand. 

"I  shall  be  glad,  Jane,  when  you  bring  yourself  to 
feel  that  that  is  the  case.  It  is  futile,  a  waste  of  our  time, 
for  you  to  attempt  to  re-open  a  subject  that  is  closed 
once  and  for  all." 

"  But,  Edmund !  " 

"  Is  this  all  you  wish  to  speak  to  me  about  ?  " 

"  It  is,"  said  his  wife.    She  was  cut  to  the  heart. 

Broke  sauntered  out  of  the  room  in  the  leisurely  manner 
in  which  he  had  entered  it. 

By  this  means  our  first  comedian  was  still  able  to 
bask  in  the  sanction  of  the  select  company  assembled  in 
the  Olympian  Theatre. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII 
1  he  Lady  Bosket  at  Home 

ON  quitting  his  sister,  Lord  Bosket  went  to  his  country 
Mat,  some  five  miles  from  Covenden.  He  had  been 
absent  a  fortnight ;  and  leaving  London  thf^  corning 
he  had  gone  direct  to  the  distressed  family  of  Covenden. 
The  man  and  the  clothes  he  had  telegraphed  for  aiter  his 
unpremeditated  excursion  to  town  had  been  nent  on  in 
advance.  No  sooner  did  he  arrive  at  Hipsley  in  his  own 
person  that  afternoon,  than  the  butler  g];e«tf d  him. 

"  Her  ladyship  told  me  to  say,  my  lord,  that  she  wished 
to  see  you  the  moment  you  returned.    She  is  in  her  study, 

In  the  impassive  person  who  made  this  announcement, 
Lord  BoL  ^s  grunt  did  not  cause  an  inch  of  eyebrow  to 
be  displaced.  Nor  did  his  long-drawn  whistle  produce  a 
visible  emotion  in  that  impUcit  breast. 

"  How's  her  plumage,  Paling  ?  " 

"  Standing  up,  my  lord." 

"  What  ho !  You  had  better  get  me  a  whisky  and-soda 
then,  before  I  go  and  face  the  masic."  ^A-a^^Wi 

A  little  afterwards,  reinforced  by  this  elmr  Lord  BoskcI 
betook  himself  to  the  study  of  the  gifted  l^dy.  She  wa 
discovered  seated  in  a  revolving  chair  before  a  desk,  wntuij 
copiously  on  blue  foolscap  with  a  feathered  quUl.  At . 
side  table,  a  sort  of  annexe  to  the  Mount  Pa^  assus  whe 
sat  the  chUd  of  the  gods,  the  daughter  of  the  Muses,  was 
seated  a  second  lady  severe  of  years,  of  aspect  al-o,  c 
spinster  by  force  of  circumstances,  and  a  typewn;  .r  d 
iMUnation  tempered  with  necessity.  She  was  in  h 
pursuit  of  her  calling  even  now.    A  Remmgton  macnin( 
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WM  clucking  out  into  a  fair  copy  the  pellucid  Hnea  "of 
Lcv4  Echoic :  a  Sonntt  Cycl*  immediately  antecedent  to 
its  being  given  to  the  slow-breathing  peoples  of  the  earth 
m  mne  monthly  magarines  at  once,  by  special  arrangement, 
and  countless  baser  newspapers ;  afterwards  to  be  bom 
again,  like  a  second  Peleus,  m  the  buckram  and  large  paper  of 
the  higher  grove  of  the  birds  of  song. 

The  utteer  of  these  winged  words,  whose  destiny  it  was 
to  cleave  the  airs  of  our  time  with  fragrance,  having  con- 
cluded this  important  contribution  to  the  heritage  of  man, 
was  now  engaged  in  writing  a  short  essay,  ycleped  An  In- 
quiry  into  the  Decay  of  Feeling.  Its  avowed  purpose  was 
to  keep  a  light  burning  in  these  dark  days  of  Brutality  and 
Mammon.  The  Hterary  ideal  it  set  before  itself  was  to 
mingle  the  culture  of  Old  Greece  with  the  human  sim- 
plicity of  the  New  Testament.  It  had  ah-eady  achieved 
the  feat  of  exciting  a  substantial  cheque  on  account  from 
the  syndicate  which  had  purchased  the  serial  rights  before  a 
une  had  been  written. 

Beside  the  elbow  of  the  gifted  lady  was  a  feminine  peri- 
odical written  exclusively  by  Peeresses  for  the  perusal  of 
Ladies  who  had  been  oresented  at  Court,  and  Gentlewomen 
of  the  Upper  Middle  Classes.  On  the  cover  was  the  picture 
of  a  Crowned  Head  in  colours.  The  Crown  had  been  re- 
produced with  a  fidelity  never  attempted  before,  Bv  a 
triumph  of  lithography,  every  stone  in  it  received  its  value 
and  shone  with  the  greatest  authenticity.  A  free  copy  o? 
the  magazine  hr^d  been  graciousl'y  accepted  by  the  Crowned 
Head  in  question.  And  so  lavish  were  its  proprietors  in 
the  lures  with  which  they  ravished  the  eyes  of  the  public 
that,  as  if  this  fsctwas  not  enough  in  itself  to  exhaust  the 
first  edition  on  tl  -  day  of  publication,  there  was  disp'ayed 
on  the  top  of  the  cover,  in  a  type  sufficiently  bold  to  cause 
the  hesitating  purchaser  instantly  to  resolve  her  doubtv 
the  legend :  "  The  Lady  Bosket  at  Home,  by  One  who 
Knows  Her,  page  340." 

A  reference  to  the  page  in  question  set  forth,  under  the 
general  title  of  "  Illustraied  Interview  No  12,"  many  sur- 
pnsmg  and  memorable  details  of  the  home  Ufe  of  the  writer 
1 1  Poses  tn  the  Opaqm.  Not  only  wris  she  the  first  poetess 
and  authoress  of  her  time  from  the  point  of  view  of  a  a 
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unimpeachable!  distinction,  but  it  was  also  her  privilege 
to  sit  in  the  peeresses'  Gallery  of  the  House  of  Lords,  tt 
be  sure,  there  had  been  others,  but,  incredible  as  it  mi^hi 
appear,  even  wearers  of  the  strawberry  leaf  were  not  en 
dowcd  so  unmistakably  with  the  authentic  thrill  as  "iht 
I-ady  Bosket.  The  husband  of  the  gifted  lady,  said  oui 
enthusiastic  periodical,  was  also  a  gentleman  of  exemplary 
life  and  the  highest  cultiure,  widely  known  and  deeplj 
respected,  even  by  Royalty  Itself,  a  generous  patron  of  th( 
Turf,  a  member  of  the  Jockey  Qub,  and  a  popular  and  ac 
complished  Master  of  Hounds. 

It  appeared  that  in  the  singularly  beautiful  home-lilt 
of  this  great  and  good  lady  her  humiUty  was  in  a  ':e  pro 
portion  to  her  gifts.  Her  tastes  were  as  simple  as  ,  ;y  wen 
refined.  She  had  a  predilection  for  blue  china  and  blacl 
letter,  white  muslin  and  green  tea.  It  was  a  popular  fallacy 
to  suppose  that  that  exquisite  utterance,  Home  is  th( 
woman's  sphere,"  was  out  of  the  Poses,  in  the  same  wa^ 
that  it  was  to  suppose  that  "  God  tempers  the  wind  to  th( 
shorn  lamb  "  was  out  of  the  Bible ;  but  it  belonged  to  he 
in  a  higher  and  more  special  sense,  because  of  the  sereni 
and  unfailing  manner  in  which  she  sustained  the  domestii 
character.  She  had  made  it  her  own.  The  sacrednes 
of  the  home  was  so  immune  in  her  keepii  3,  that  in  the  timi 
to  come  the  beautiful  phrase  quoted  above  must  becoiiK 
irrevocably  identified  with  her  name.  It  was  the  ver; 
marrow  of  her  writings,  the  true  inwardness  of  her  teach 
•ng.  It  was  the  sacred  fount,  the  well-spring,  whenc 
gushed  the  pure  solace  of  many  a  humble  hearth. 

As  befitted  the  transcendent  genius  of  one  "  who  ha( 
become  a  classic  in  her  own  life-time  " — the  phrase  is  tha 
of  r>ne  of  the  weekly  journals  of  critical  and  literary  opinioi 
whose  privilege  it  was  to  extol  her  works — the  definitiv 
edition  of  the  collected  writings  of  Emma,  Lady  Boskel 
the  Hipsley  edition  of  the  publishers'  announcement* 
stood  on  the  side  table  in  twelve  majestic  tomes.  On  th 
virgin  front  of  each  was  stamped  a  monogram  and  cresi 
Within  was  a  full-length  photogravure  of  the  gifted  lad\ 
in  the  coronet  and  ermine  robe  worn  by  peeresses  on  th 
occasions  of  an  organized  display.  Each  volume  was  f urthe 
equipped  with  an  introduction  from  the  pen  of  a  purveyo 
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of  preface*  to  the  new  editions  of  the  classic  auth  Tb* .  • 

was,  also  an  additional  volume  uniform  witli  uie  aJov  • 
AnApprectalton  by  a  foremost  person  of  the  othei  sev] 
This  edition  in  large  paper  was  limited  to  two  hundred 
.  d  fifty  copies  each  of  which  bore  the  autograph  of  the 
authoress ;  and  it  was  understood  that  when  ^at  numSr 
had  been  subscnbed,  the  type  would  be  distributed.  Beside 
Jhem  was  laid  reverently  the  Str  Urd  newspaper  of  that 

Lady  Bosket  had  exchang  .  x.  ■,  glasses  of  public  life. 
for  the  gold  pince-nez  of  the  si  .ay.  Upon  the  appearance 
of  our  fnend  shr  resolutely  rounded  the  period  on  which 
she  was  engaged,  and  then  swung  round  audibly  in  her 
revolving  chair  to  confront  him.  ^ 

"Be  so  good  as  to  leave  us,  Mottrom."  she  said  in  her 
most  imperious  key. 

The  thirteenth  daughter  of  a  country  clergyman  who  had 
been  mampulatmg  the  typewriter  carried  the  machine  and 
Love  Eclectic  :  a  bonnet  CycU  into  an  adjoining  room.  She 
was  paid  by  the  hour ;  and  neither  her  lofty  ideal  of  dUi- 
gence,  nor  thai  of  her  employer  permitted  her  to  waste  a 
moment  of  her  time.  When  our  friend  had  closed  the  door 
upon  her,  Lady  Bosket  glared  upon  him  stonily  through  her 
pince-nez.  -ss  accustomed  to  their  use  on  active  service 
she  then  di  rded  them  in  favour  of  the  more  famiUar 
w€&pon. 

"  So  you  have  condescended  to  come." 

lightnL^'of'tonf  °"'  '^'"''  "^^'^^^^  "  ""^^  ^"^  ""^y 
"  Have  you  any  objection  to  informing  me  where  you 

have  been  dunng  the  past  fortnight  ?  "  ^ 

"  Town." 
"  That  is  a  he,  Charles." 

f.iw!  ^ff^'^^y  cut  nostril  quivered.    The  whirr  of  in- 
tellectual  feathers  could  be  faintly  heard. 
Beg  pardon,"  said  our  friend  humbly. 
The  uncompromising  statement  was  repeated  incisively 

aver'  ''^BuS/gS^s 'tSJi"'''  ""■■  "^^  """"^  *"» 
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have  not  slept  once  at  Grosvenor  Street  during  the  las 
fortnight." 

"  No,  I  have  been  stayin'  at  an  hotel." 

"  Wha-a-a-t !  "  The  voice  of  Lady  Bosket  ascendec 
to  a  scream.  "  You  have  the  effrontery  to  tell  me  tha 
to  my  face.  What  do  you  mean  by  staying  at  an  hote 
when  there  is  your  own  house  to  go  to  ?  There  is  only  on< 
construction  to  be  placed  on  such  an  act ;  and,  Charles 
knowing  you  as  I  do,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  place  it  upor 
it." 

Our  friend  was  dumb  before  her  splendid  scorn  of  him 
The  silver  hair  shook  about  the  intellectual  temples.  Th( 
high  voice  rose  higher,  to  a  wail  "  like  the  winds  of  Marcl 
among  the  forest  trees  "  {Love  Eclectic  XIX). 

"  Thoroughly  debased  and  abandoned  as  you  are,"  sale 
Lady  Bosket,  stimulated  to  superior  flights  by  the  inoffen 
siveness  of  this  wretched  groveller,  "  such  a  behavioui 
cannot  have  an  iota  of  effect  upon  your  reputation  or  youi 
character.  But  with  me,  I  thank  Heaven,  it  is  not  so.  1 1 
matters  veiy  grievously  to  me.  In  justice  to  many  thou- 
sands of  my  fellow-countrymen  and  fellow-countr5^women, 
it  behoves  me  to  be  jealous  of  the  name  I  bear.  I  musi 
be  watchful,  Charles,  that  it  shall  not  be  tarnished  by  the 
breath  of  suspicion.  Do  you  suppose  that  the  work  to 
which  I  have  dedicated  my  life  :  the  leavening  of  the  lives 
of  the  people  of  this  land,  and  several  others,  the  conduct 
of  them  through  the  slough  of  gross  and  sensual  darkness 
along  the  paths  of  culture  into  the  blaze  and  the  ultimate 
glory  of  light — do  you  suppose,  Charles,  that  such  aims  as 
these  are  to  be  prejudiced  and  retarded,  and  even  rendered 
impotent,  by  the  irresponsible  acts  of  the  coarse  ruffian  who 
bears  my  name  ?  " 

Lord  Bosket  kept  his  hands  in  his  pockets  throughout 
this  oration,  and  might  have  been  heard  to  be  whistling 
softly  to  himself  in  those  intervals  which  punctuated  each 
surpassing  period,  wherein  the  speaker  pa\ised  to  take  a 
little  breath  to  enter  upon  the  next. 

"  You  are  wrong  for  once,"  he  said  dismally,  when  she 
had  roimded  the  last  one  successfully. 

The  cringing  posture  adopted  by  this  worm  among  man- 
kind imbued  the  poetess  with  a  more  heroic  fury. 
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vou  '.^^Z."?;™  I'  '^'^  •"  «»  ra^d  you  that,  when 

^uw.e  ..a^/.;Kl^!^'t'trrs??1^K 
cu;  iS  Xhi^t  ttt  ••"""*  "'  "»«•  "«  <W»k  a 

have alloiednS  fo^.^wil"  ■  P' ,°°'>' «'«"«  "^'  I 
hope,  the  slendSoM  .h«  f  ^ '!  *"  '""S  l«s  been  the 
abSut  yourrefom  Bi.^l  r^  °'  "^P'«  """^d  "ring 
that  y^„"e  ata«,5°'  ftee  h^TlLrW,"^.  ^ 
A  very  Uttle  more  CharlA  ,,?h  ^  .'  *-""¥• '  '"K  heart, 
our  sofled  hnenTn'pubhc  i  Sf il  S^"  "  "^Y  "?  "^ 
the  gije  of  self.resPti;ree?.'^'3„P:y.^  "'  ■"■""  " 
pathSr  """"  "'°«'"    <>"   'ri-O's  eagerness  was 

the  b„?the°'t^XpSil'S"'"  .^1W»  lady,  nipping  in 

^ss!?hS-^S^f.^^iuter 

^ffer  even  phy,/al  repSf^r  Se'sLrJ.  y^^r'^JLS 

litUeintoSiAg  P'°^S^*y  °*  her  grievances  was  a 
ml^llTSstZ'  T  ^"'"?  ''^^^^-  He  had  ceased  to 
incurable  dLlL  ^ypo^hondnac  acquiesces  in  his 

theme  was  too  stale,  too  ont^kTs^^^^'p^t: 
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beyond  the  opportunity  it  provided  to  display  her  technique 
rather  in  the  fashion  that  your  poet  submits  to  the 
cumbersome  restrictions  of  rhyme.  But  the  one  she  was 
now  approaching  was  so  novel  that  it  had  been  purposelj 
withheld  that  she  might  indulge  in  an  anticipation  of  the 
delights  it  would  afford. 

"  Charles,  I  must  ask  you  to  be  good  enough  to  read  this 
Had  I  not  been  so  busy  with  my  important  work  I  should 
have  felt  it  my  duty  to  see  Jane  and  Edmund  personally 
Indeed,  before  luncheon  I  sent  for  Jane,  but  at  present 
she  has  not  thought  fit  to  come.  Still,  I  am  incUned  tc 
believe  the  whole  thing  is  a  horrible  mistake.  A  painfu 
experience  teaches  one  that  compositors  are  so  careless 
although,  to  be  sure,  the  Standard  is  usually  so  vev 
correct ' 

As  she  spoke.  Lady  Bosket  picked  up  that  pillar  of  th( 
Constitution  recUning  cheek  by  jowl  with  the  Hipslej 
edition  of  her  works.  She  placed  her  finger  on  an  announce 
ment  of  marriage  on  the  front  page,  and  ordered  he 
husband  to  peruse  it.  He  read  :  "  Porter— Broke.  Oi 
the  i6th  inst.,  at  St.  Remigius',  South  Kensington,  by  thi 
Rev.  Canon  J.  G.Pryse- Johnson,  M.A.,  Vicar,  Alfred,  eldes 
son  of  Joseph  Porter,  Cuttisham,  Parks,  to  DeUa  Mary 
youngest  daughter  of  E.  W.  A.  C.  B.  Broke,  Esq.,  J.P.,  D.L, 
3  Broke  Street,  St.  James's,  S.W. ;  and  Covenden,  Cuttis 
ham.  Parks. 

Lady  Bosket  scrutinised  eagerly  the  face  of  our  frien( 
while  he  read  this  Uterary  achievement  with  somethini 
of  the  indescribable  feelings  of  an  author  who  for  the  firs 
time  sees  himself  in  the  fierce  glamour  of  print. 

"  It  is  impossible,"  she  said,  "  It  cannot  be  true,  am 
yet  it  is  alarmingly  circumstantial.  And  the  Standard  i 
so  correct  as  a  rule.  I  must  write  to  the  editor,  and  maki 
him  apologise.  If  any  one  has  put  a  vulgar  hoax  upon  tb 
Standard,  I  am  sure  it  will  do  its  utmost  to  bring  thi 
perpetrator  to  justice." 

"  It  don't  look  so  bad  in  print  after  all,"  said  the  autho 
with  a  fine  oblivion  of  everything  but  the  vanity  insepar 
able  from  his  condition.  "  The  Vicar  and  I  fixed  u] 
that  littie  account  ourselves,  and  it  will  be  in  all  the  Londoi 
papers  this  momin'.    The  Vicar  wanted  to  put  in  niece  o 
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rioht .  ti,!  TT-  ^®  *"^*  *"®y  have  spelt  ♦he  "  Prv«*  " 
r^  it  "te!c!:'"  ""  '^^"-^^  tremblin^that  the/SSid 

accordin'  to  SSS  or  not  at^a  1  iS^*  *?  '^^  "^*  *^« 
missis,  as  a  judge  of  htemtnri  ^*  .?^°'^'  t?°°"^  ^"ght. 
litUeaccount^X°viJ^;?J^TnS^^         *^'  ^^'  ^^* 

doesuKSn"?fcSt^tJ°"^*^«-d-    What 

Our  friend  was  not  ^rr^tted  ^nS^T  *°  ^""^^^  ?  " 

remarkable,  but  not  SrS^Iv  1,?.^"^ /""^  ^"  ^"  ^ 

he  was  stop^  again  '^   """*  statement,  before 

tinc%!"crarl^rAnJ  ff^^  *°  ^Peak  slowly  and  dis- 

Uttle^icer^'^^S  you?'si'^^  i'tS'^  1°  A^^^^  ^ 
chastity  and  purity  of  eSSLf  Possible     A  httle  more 

aid  to  L's  inS^enL  ^S";  harb.T'^l^i^'^^^      ^ 
remind  you.  the  word  '  fillv  •  lit^   5^!?'"^  ^^'^  occasion  to 
female  hor^.  nora^S    em^e^tman'^S?'^ 
1- stable  phraseolog/is  n!t  ^^dii^^,^^ jf  Js  ^C- 

-r!£fth£'tl^^^^tJ^K^^^^on  as  best  he  could 
of  it  LadTSrS  Ift  "'*  u°';  ^""S  before  the  end 
able  tolS^^' VTrf  .^^  V^*'^  *°°  completely  to  be 
pression    ^     ^  ^"^^'''"  ^^^^^^»  "P«n  his  mode  of  ex- 

'Vh'a^'  t^^evr/^ytb^f t  mT '  --^"  ^^««^-- 
about  ?    And  vnn  rK,  1  ^     :    ,     at  were  her  parents 

What  were  theSced^W^P   And  the  child  herself?   J^d 
tne  ponce  domg  ?    Besides,  no  man  in  his  senses 
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would  ever  dare.    The  man  most  be  mad.    You  all  mus 
be  mad !    No ;  I  will  not,  I  cannot  believe  it." 

She  ended  on  a  sob  of  angry  pain,  which  gave  her  so  mucl 
pleasure  that  it  might  have  been  real.  Our  friend,  wh 
was  perhaps  the  tenderest-hearted  man  in  the  world— a 
least  those  who  knew  him  best  were  firm  in  that  beUef- 
was  touched  by  ruch  a  poignant  distress.  He  had  th 
intrepidity  to  seek  to  lessen  it. 

"  No  need  to  take  on  about  it,  missis.  It's  all  for  th 
best,  I'm  certain.  Edmimd  said  he  wouldn't  have  he 
back  ;  and  she  said  she  wouldn't  go  back,  and  meant  it  toe 
She  might  ha'  gone  much  farther  and  fared  a  damn  sigh 
worse.  Lucky  little  filly  to  get  a  feller  like  that ;  though 
mind  you,  he's  lucky  too.    She's  a  fine  Uttle  gell." 

"  Charles,  how  dare  you !  Have  you  the  effrontery  t 
stand  there  and  tell  me  you  are  proud  of  your  work  ? ' 

"  I  ain't  ashamed  of  it,  missis,"    said  our  friend  in 
meek  voice.    "  I  am  damned  if  I  am.    If  the  same  thin 
happened  to-morrow  I  should  do  it  again.     If  ever  tw 
beggars  were  made  for  one  another  in  this  world  thos 
were  the  two." 

"  Fob !  you  disgust  me.  Your  habits  have  utterl 
destroyed  any  little  sense  of  decency  you  may  have  one 
possessed.  Can  you  be  aware  that  this  man — I  will  nc 
soil  my  lips  with  his  name— is  from  behind  the  counter  ( 
a  bookseller's  shop  in  Cuttisham." 

"  Devilish  lucky  counter  to  keep  a  man  like  that  behin 
it,  as  I  said  to  Jane."    For  the  first  time  in  this  interview 
our  friend  evinced  a  spark  of  spirit.    Attacks  on  his  person: 
character  he  had  acqwred  the  habit  of  accepting  as 
matter  of  course,  as  in  accordance  with  his  merit ;  but  i 
the  cause  of  a  second  person,  of  one  who  had  won  his  com 
dence,  he  could  be  valiant.     "  Missis,  what  I  say  is  thii 
if  they  have  got  any  more  of  that  sort  hidin'  behi. 
counters  in  the  Cuttisham  shops,  the  sooner  they  come 
behind  em'  the  better.    The  country  will  be  none   th 
worse  for  that  sort.    I'd  back  that  feller  to  any  amoun 
If  I'd  got  a  little  filly  of  my  own,  which  I  haven't  an 
never  shall  have,  I'd  trust  that  feller  with  her." 

"  Man,  you  forget  yourself !  " 

"  Wish  I  could,"  said  the  man  drearily. 
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^  No,    said  the  man  quietly. 

«ylha,.""'  y""-""^'^.  I  wouldn't  let  anybody  hear  me 
doing™:'  ^''  *°  '^''  "  ■"='  "'"■    What  is  Edmund 

.4'^nw^d'?t'2r^4"S^T.:h''a^.s\»-: 
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the  start.    He  behaved  like  the  swine  that  he  can  be.di^ 
Edmund,  I  don't  mind  tellin'  you." 

"  A  very  right  and  proper  course  for  Edmund  to  take 
He  at  least  appears  not  quite  to  have  lost  his  head.  I  sha 
make  it  my  duty  to  find  a  law  in  the  land  to  punish  ther 
both.  The  incredible  effrontery  of  a  man  I  chose  mysel 
a  man  who  owed  nearly  everything  to  my  interest,  that  h 
should  turn  round  and  bite  the  hand  that  fostered  him 
I  know  not  whether  the  more  to  deplore  his  wickedness  c 
his  black  ingratitude." 

Lord  Bosket  gave  his  shoulders  a  whimsical  shrug. 
"  The  man  must  be  lost  to  all  sense  of  shame.  And  : 
for  that  child,  she  is  so  abandoned  that  I  have  no  words  i 
which  to  express  what  I  think  of  her.  It  is  intolerabi 
it  is  a  gross  outrage  against  our  higher  human  instinc 
that  one  of  her  years  should  wantoiiJy  bring  degradatic 
on  herself  and  worse  than  degradation  on  her  family 
At  this  point  Lord  Bosket  actually  had  the  temerity  ' 
shake  his  head,  as  though  he  ventured  to  dissent  from  tl 
views  set  forth  with  so  much  power  and  finish.  He  to( 
confidence  from  the  fact  that  these  grc*  guns  were  i 
longer  trained  against  himself. 

"  Here,  steady  on,"  he  suddenly  interjected  into  tl 
middle  of  a  particularly  choice  tirade.  In  a  flash  was  1 
turned  upon  and  rent. 

"  You  deny  me  the  right  to  express  my  opinion,  Charles 
she  cried,  "  like  the  wind  in  the  gables  groaning  "  {Lo 
Eclectic  XXXV).  "  But  I  will  express  it.  Do  you  expe 
me  to  be  browbeaten  by  such  a  coarse  bully  as  you? 
despise  you  for  what  you  are.  The  child  is  my  niec 
would  that  she  were  not,  and  whatever  I  choose  to  thii 
of  her  I  will  say.  If  the  ina'i  c^aacy  of  your  sense  of  shan 
permits  you  deliberately  to  help  her  on  her  downward  pat 
do  you  suppose  I  will  condone  her  or  you  ?  I  might  ha- 
been  aware  that  the  moment  she  fell  into  your  clutches  si 
woiUd  be  ruined." 

"  Steady  on,"  said  Lord  Bosket. 
An  odd  look  had  come  in  him  suddenly. 
'"  Do  you  suppose,  Charles,  that  so  coarse  a  rufiian 
yourself  shall  make  me  insensible  to  the  conduct  of  oi 
so  shameless  and  abandoned  ?  " 
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^rK^S^V']"'^^'"  ^^  o^T  friend.  "Stick  to  me  • 
my  back's  broad ;  and  I  daresay  I  deserve  all  I  ^et     nit 

eave  th..t  litUe  geU  alone.  d'ye\ei^Tobody'sgoin??o 
saj' a  word  against  that  little  filly  before  me."  ^    ^         ° 

nf  ?t  rf^f^'^n^"^^'  ^  '^^  say  exactly  what  I  choose 
of  the  little  filly,  as  you  term  her  so  eleganUv"  Thi 
sagacious  lady  saw  where  the  shoe  pinched  She  wanted 
to  mflict  pam  ;  and  in  the  pleasure  of  theS^coverv  oTlS 

s^l^w  re'SfecleJin'"^^^^^^  AchiUes' ag^X^om  hi 

her^'Ippeme.''^  '°""'  '  '"^^  "^^^^  ^*  ^^^  °^  g^^tifying 
In  the  meantime  the  uneasiness  of  our  friend's  air  and 
manner  was  become  more  visible.    His  cus  orn^y  stdfd 
dogged,  querulous  look  was  giving  way  to  SS  eh«' 

tomato.  If  such  a  feac  in  aestheticism  were  possible     Some 

Wo*-  ^^^  *°  "^t*^*"^  "P  ^^d  down  the  carpet  in  Ws 
S^K*'^":,  ?  ^°T^  ^^t  t^«  '^ery  keenest  of  Ws  w! 

S:l^*?  ^'t^'**  *°  l"*^^*^  ^i™  t°  Wt  before.  Nor  vL 
she  slow  to  observe  this  salutary  effect  upon  he^  bratlhW 
and  du^l->.i  ted  sot  of  a  husband.    It^  induLd  W  to 

Kg1ie';m?h"tr  '-''''  ^"  ^^^  ^^P^  empyre^^^Sh^^ei? 

andltf?isT,H"f  ""*  'i°PJ^^  '^  ^^^  «^<^"^tric  waddle, 
^tention  *°''^'^'  ^''  ^^*^  ^  ^""^ble.  perplexed 

caicM?.''    ""^  *^^*  ^°"  '^'**'  '"^''^^  •'    I  <li^'t  quite 

wiS^SrinrunX:^^^^  ■'  '  P'^^"  ^^"^"^  ^y  ^y"-b^^ 
There  was  a  pause  while  our  friend  strove  to  instil  its 
meamng  into  his  torpid  understanding.    He  w^  ieS 
seen  to  make  a  great  effort  to  pull  himself  togethT   StiU 
exhibitmg  many  tokens  of  aft  intense  mental  st'nierie 
SS'to  utter  ^'^''^.,f^<^^^-  of  his  word;.:^d^o: 
Sv  hiJiJ  ^1*?  "^^  ^  precision  that  one  would 
My  have  given  hmi  the  credit  of  being  able  co  em- 

"  Look  you  here,  my  good  woman,"  he  said,  and  his 
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fingers  and  face  were  twitching  violently.  "  Neither  yoi 
nor  anybody  else  is  goin'  to  speak  of  that  little  gell  hk 
that  before  me.  You  mark  it,  my  good  woman ;  I', 
not  goin'  to  stand  it,  d'ye  see  ? "  ^^    ,     „      • .  ,. 

"So  you  choose  to  be  imperiinent.  Charles,    said  th 
intrepid  lady,  not  scenting  the  danger  that  she  ran.    "  Thi 
is  a  new  development.  You  coarse  bully  and  ruffian, 
shall  speak  of  her  in  what  terms  I  choose." 

"  Oh,  you  will ! "  said  our  friend,  in  a  gloomy  and  pensiv 
manner,  which  yet  left  no  margin  for  misconstnictioi 
"  Now,  missis,  look  you  here,  if  you  ain't  civil  I  shall  hav 

to  smack  'ou."  ,    ,      *» 

Lady  B(  Jket  paused  with  open  mouth  to  gasp  for  "areatt 
And  well  she  might.  Such  a  blasphemous  speech  ha 
frozen  the  blood  in  those  intellectual  veins.  The  ne 
darts  on  her  tongue  refused  to  be  shot  forth.  Tl 
degraded  worm  she  called  husband  was  here  in  a  new  16 
indeed.  Never  before  had  she  seen  him  look  thus.  Ar 
as  for  hearing  him  speak  in  that  way,  never,  never  h£ 
those  chaste  ears  been  so  defiled.  The  man  must  be  drm 
ing  himself  mad.  The  flaccid,  meek  thing,  whose  nan 
she  had  borne  all  these  years,  on  whose  devoted  pers( 
she  had  been  able  to  wreak  her  talents  to  her  heart's  co 
tent,  because  of  the  unmunity  conferred  b;  his  sheepli! 
character,  had,  for  the  first  time,  given  place  to  the  mo 
hideous  guise  in  which  her  romantic  fancy  had  deLght 
to  clothe  him  that  her  heroic  assaults  might  have  areas 

to  be.  ,,      .       •    V 

Often  enough  she  had  called  him  a  wolf,  when  m  11 
heart  she  had  known  him  to  be  only  a  lamb.  If  for 
moment  she  had  thought  he  really  might  be  a  wolf,  s 
would  have  known  better  than  to  make  so  free  with  t 
opprobrious  name.  Had  there  seemed  a  remote  char 
of  being  torn  by  buch  a  terrible  animal  nothing  would  ha 
induced  her  to  incur  the  risk.  Physical  courage  and 
high  intellectual  development  do  not  always  run  in  doul 
harness.  No  sooner  was  it  borne  in  upon  this  lady  ol 
hyper-eminent  culture  that  the  brute  and  the  rufii 
meant  what  he  said  than  her  flag  went  down. 

It  was  only  for  an  instant,  however,  in  the  first  she 
of  disillusion.    Habit  is  as  powerful  as  nature.    So  Ic 
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had  she  been  accustomed  to  wield  the  rod  of  an  unquestioned 
ascendancy  over  him.  that  at  once  to  acquire  Tnth^ 
new  order  o  things  was  impossible.  iKe  beast  miSiJ 
bluster ;  but  it  was  not  reasonable  to  suppose  that  suTa 
sheep  could  stand  r.vealed  after  all  these  ySTs  as  anS 
more  fierce.  He  was  no  wolf  however,  he  n  ight  bark  and 
growl  and  masquerade  in  grey  fur.  She  would  ^n  tear 
that  mane  garment  ofl  him  and  expose  the  childish 
deception.    It  was  only  Charles.  »-niiaisn 

With  the  accession  of  this  second  and  more  comfortable 
thought,  our  gifted  lady  raised  her  glasses  slowly  and 
a  2Smfh^t'"^  ^'"*  r}^  a  splendid  deliberatiL  ^o 
fh-  «  w*  ^^^  '^y^^^^  with  somdhing  of  pathos  by 
the  complete  unconsciousness  in  which  she  was  clad  as  she 
embraced  u.  '"^ 

ence  of  drmk.  But  you  are  not  to  suppose  that  your 
Hootgamsmvfill  divorce  me  from  ?  sense  of  -ny  dutv  in 
this  case.  Every  word  I  have  uttered  in  regard  to  that 
abandoned  crca/Mf«  I  am  prepared  to  re-affirm.  She  is 
as  great  a  disgrace  to  her  sex  as  you  are  to  yours." 

goJhU^y^'"  ^''^  """^  ^"'"'^'  "  "^"^  y°"  «"*  ^  ^^"»°  J 

1  ^^^*fif  *^v  ^tO""ded  lady  could  realise  what  was  taking 
place,  the  sheep  under  the  wolfskin  had  made  a  grab  at 
her  desk,  and  seized  the  manuscript  of  ihe  Ifufuirv  into 
the  Decay  of  Feeling,  had  torn  it  into  a  hundSd^i^s 
and  distnbuted  them  all  over  the  carpet.    His  nex^t  ^ct 

r„'li°  iT  *°  ^^^J^^^  *^^^«'  ^"d  ^*  °"e  fe"  swoop  to 
knock  of!  the  entire  Hipsley  Edition  of  her  CoUected  Works 

For  quite  a  minute  he  played  football  with  these  chaste 
volumes  about  a  room  that  was  overburdened  with  rare 
!w  ^^^u'd"^  furniture.  The  volume  containing  the  imperish- 
able "Poses"  themselves  he  kicked  through  the  very 
centre  of  a  magnificent  mirror  in  occupation  of  the  mantel- 
piece whereon  it  fell  from  its  fuU  height  and  was  dashed 
ma  thousand  fragments  on  the  tiles  of  the  hearth.  Manv 
articles  of  priceless  old  china,  SAvres  vases,  and  wonderfiJ 
cameos  came  to  destruction  on  those  same  relentless  tiles. 
He  then  turned  his  attention  to  an  old  cabinet,  beautiful 
ana  rare,  that  stood  m  a  comer,  overturned  it  completely, 
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and  in  the  process  innumerable  knick-knocks,  souvenii 
from  admirers  in  all  quarters  of  the  world,  and  many  ot 
iects  of  vertu  suffered  damage  of  an  irreparable  nature 
Not  here,  however,  did  the  dibdcle  end.  The  sheep  unde 
the  wolfskin  was  further  inflamed  by  the  sight  of  a  ful 
length  oil-painting  by  a  Royal  Academician  of  the  authorei 
of  the  "  Poses  "  in  a  coronet  and  robe,  which  hung  m 
massive  gilt  frame  on  the  wall  opposite  that  noble  ruine 
mirror,  wherein  the  subject  of  this  free  adaptation  of  h( 
patrician  features  was  wont  to  gaze,  to  enjoy  the  pleasui 
of  contemplating  herself  from  the  several  pomts  of  vie 
of  the  ideal  and  the  real  at  one  Jid  at  the  same  time.  Th 
rococo  performance  was  plucked  from  its  place  of  honoi 
and  hurled  with  a  reverberating  crash  through  the  midd 
of  a  stained  glass  window,  designed  by  a  second  alumni 
of  Burlington  House,  into  the  conse.-vatory  behind. 

The  sheep  under  the  wolfskin  then  turned  his  attentu 
to  the  authoress  of  Poses  in  the  Opaque.  She  was  di 
covered  to  be  cowering  in  a  comer  of  the  room,  tremblii 
with  terror.  She  was  too  frightened  to  cry  out.  So  liti 
was  she  fitted  by  nature  to  cope  with  crises  of  ♦his  kiE 
that  at  this  moment  she  could  neither  think,  act,noruti 
any  sort  of  vocal  protest  whatever.  Her  glasses  h 
fallen  to  the  ground,  ?nd  had  already  been  trampled  out 
recognition  under  the  hoofs  of  the  monster. 

•  Now  then,  missis,"  said  our  fnend,  still  m  t 
gloomy  and  pensive  manner  in  which  he  had  wrecked  t 
room.    "  You've  got  to  have  it.    Come  out  o  that. 

He  took  our  gifted  lady  by  the  hair  and  proceeded 
drag  her  out  of  her  refuge.  In  the  act  the  major  porti 
of  it,  in  the  form  of  a  toupee,  came  away  in  his  hand.  . 
then  administered  a  smack  with  his  open  palm,  not  on  1 
authentic  part,  but  on  one  side  of  the  head,  and  then  c 
on  the  other,  not  very  hard,  but  rather  in  the  pensive  a 
disinterested  manner  that  he  would  have  bestowed 
simUar  correction  on  a  puppy  who  had  [been  guilty  o] 
misdemeanour.  , 

"  Damn  it,  missis,  you  deserve  a  lot  more  than  tna 
he  said,   thoughtfully,    after   this  disciplme  had  ix 

administered.  .„  .  ^    u    *„ij 

xJut  as  the  humane  reader  will  not  need  to  be  told, 
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cultivated  creature  suffered  intenaely.    The  first  of  theM 
rather  formal  and  perfunctory  strokes  shook  her  to  the 

sank  to  her   knees  among  the  debris,   and    proceeded 
m  abject  terror  to  swoon  at  the  feet  of  her  lord 

nJ^i^r^t^A  ^^  honied  clergyman's  daughter  in  the 
next  room  had  summoned  the  necessary  degree  of  courage 

'nvade  the  not  it  was  an  extraordinary  scene  that  re- 
wwded  her  hardihood.  The  temple  of  the  Muses  had 
suffered  earthquake  and  eclipse ;  but  that  was  not  the  most 
memorable  part  of  the  spectacle  provided  for  her.  The 
husband  of  the  most  distinguished  woman  of  our  time  " 
was  seen  to  be  supporting  his  fainting  lady  on  his  knee. 
He  was  fondling  her  hands  and  addressing  terms  of  en- 
dearment to  her  whUe  she,  poor  soul,  lay  in  his  arms 
panting  and  sobbing,  and  clinging  to  tham.  with  a  face 
dissolved  m  tears. 

^  "  Dry  your  eyes,  missis,"  he  was  saying  in  tender  acccrtt . 
Be  a  good  old  missis  in  the  future,  and  it  sha'n't  happen 
to  you  any  more.  You  are  not  hurt,  you  know ;  I  harSy 
touched  jrou.  If  you  had  had  your  nghts,  you  know,  you 
would  haVt  a  lot  more  than  that.  But  a  kiss  now,  miS 
^d  we  mU  call  the  account  square.  Dry  your  eyes,  poor  old 
thmg.  Miss  Mottrom,  ring  the  beU,  and  we  will  get  tht' 
poor  old  gell  a  cup  of  tea.    She's  a  bit  upset." 

N-n-no."  moaned  the  tearful  lady.  "  D-do  not  ring 
Mottrom.  I— I  am  not  fit  to  be  seen  in  this  state.  N- 
nobody  must  know  of  what  has  happened.  It  would 
be  too  scandaloui     I— I  shall  be  recovered  presenUy." 

We  must  leave  the  tearful  lady  to  recover  by  degrees  in 
the  tender  and  affectionate  arms  of  her  lord,  who  in  the 
meantime  is  dihgently  bathing  her  temples  fin  eau  de 
cologne. 
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In  which  Mr.  Brcffit  the  Younger  puts  a 
Hyphen  to  his  Name 

IT  was  in  the  middle  of  August  that  the  arrangemc 
was  made  by  which  Harriet  was  to  be  given  in  marriai 
to  J  ohn  henry  Clapham  Rayiies,  tenth  Duke  of  Wimbledo 
Broke's  opposition  was  instinctive  rather  than  reasonab] 
tacit  rather  than  expressed.  There  were  points  whe 
expedience  merged  itself  into  duty.  The  match  ecu 
never  have  the  sanction  of  his  heart,  but  in  the  presei 
state  of  his  affairs  it  might  contribute  in  a  substantial  sen 
to  their  well-being  as  a  family.  And  it  was  the  first  do 
trine  he  held,  the  one  to  which  he  clung  with  a  tenaci 
that  made  it  sacred,  the  one  to  which  the  long  line  of  h 
name  had  clung  before  him,  that  each  individual  memb 
of  the  clan  to  which  they  had  the  honour  to  belong  mu 
sink  their  personal  interests,  their  private  desires  in  tl 
common  weal  of  that  splendid  institution. 

In  a  .  sense  this  proposed  marriage  also  went  again 
the  humane  judgment  of  Mrs.  Broke.  But  necessii 
did  much  to  soften  her  scruples.  The  child  wou 
be  provided  for  for  life,  in  a  sufficiently  handson 
manner ;  and  at  whatever  cost  to  the  child  hersel 
here  was  a  consideration  that  must  be  allowed  to  star 
foremost.  They  were  all  going  to  beggary  together, 
would  be  little  less  than  a  crime  to  cast  away  ar 
additional  chance  of  keeping  a  roof  over  their  heads.  1 
the  matter  of  yoimg  Brefiit  this  austere  practical  wjsdo: 
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made  her  almost  equally  insistent.    In  that  case,  however 
Broke'8   prejudices   were   not    to   be   overborne     E^S 
Expedience  was  powerless  before  them. 
n.Sia^'^^'Vi^^^  ^'t*"-  ^^'c  arraneemcnt  itself  had  been 

five  to  dioose  from  was  true,  now  that  Delia  was  no  lon«r 
mcluded  m  the  fold.  But  the  noble  suitor  evinced^rbS, 
m  favour  of  any  particular  one.  One  was  aTgood  m 
another  m  his  impartial  view.  It  savoured  of  aH  act  of 
supererogation  invidiously  to  select.    One  and^  v^?e 

mu"ch C^fk^tLtT'""  ^"""^'^y-  .^"  '*  noTdrSSstTi* 
much  to  ask  that  from  among  such  a  wealth  of  material 
he  should  make  ud  his  mind  and  choose  for  himseTf  ?  In 
the  end,  finding  tlie  task  of  selection  to  be  bewnd  his 
powers,  he  invoked  the  aid  of  the  president  of  tffdel 

nn'f  m°,V^  "vUized  England,  my  dear  Harry.    Have  you 
tkul^oL  p"^'  '  '  '^'^^^  P'-^da^ction  in  favoi  of  any  pV 

"  No.  alrji !  " 

"  Surely  one  among  them  is  able  to  impose  her  person- 
^'  y  "P?" r  ■  >n  some  slight  peculiar  way.^^        ^^^ 
No,  indeed." 

"How  extravagantly  unimpressionable,  my  poor  dear 

a  motherT'     ^°"  '°"''^'  "^"^''^^^  to' the^  SSngs  S 

;;  They  are  all  so  much  alike,"  he  said  plaintively. 
Can  you  not  distinguish  between  their  hair   or  their 
eyes  or  t^eir  height,  my  dear  Harry  ?    Snrel?  the  contour 

sLh?Ur;f    ^^"^^y.  "»"st  have  established  some 
Slight  sense  of  precedence  in  your  mind.    Shut  your  eyes 
my  dear  boy,  and  try  to  summon  one."  ^      ^    ' 

fri*.ni  T  ^^"*  ™y  «y«s  they  do  not  come  at  all.    My  dear 
mend,  I  implore  you  to  make  a  suggestion.    The  first 
name  you  give  I  will  accept." 
Mrs.  Broke  laughed  smoothly. 

vou^WeS'  """"^'y  *h«  suggestion  should  come  from 
you.    We  women,  you  know,  are  so  sentimental  in  these 
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matters.  We  are  ever  seeking  to  pluck  the  dragon's  tooth 
of  sentiment  out  of  our  garden,  but  it  seems  hopeless  to 
destroy  the  horrid  crop  of  fetishes  that  has  been  borne 
upon  it.  Sex  is  a  strange  thing ;  ours,  my  dear  Harry,  will 
insist  even  at  this  time  of  day  upon  investing  the  institution 
of  matrimony  with  a  certain  amount  of  emotion.  You  are 
acquainted  with  their  names.  Observe  the  proprieties  by 
uttering  one  yourself,  as  haphazard  as  you  please,  and  she 

is  yours."  .      ,  tt    jj      -xu 

It  was  the  duke's  turn  to  laugh  now.  He  did,  with  a 
wheeziness  that  robbed  the  act  of  its  spontaneity.  But 
the  baffling  nature  of  the  matter  was  expressed  by  a  mild 
light  of  humour  in  his  face.  Still,  there  was  also  his  grand 
hereditary  anxiety  to  observe  the  proprieties. 

"  One  wants  to  do  the  right  thing,  you  know  ;  one  must 
always  do  the  right  thing,  musn't  one  ?  I  would  wish  to 
avoid  the  conviction  that  the  selection  is  arbitrary.  Surely, 
my  dear  friend,  as  their  mother,  you  can  establish  a  claim 
for  one  of  them,  by  suggesting  some  little  point  of  prionty." 
"  In  the  matter  of  good  looks,  my  dear  Harry,  I  do  not 
think  there  is  a  pin  to  choose  between  them.  They  are 
all  equally  distinguished  by  their  absence.  If  we  were  at 
the  trouble  to  survey  the  area  of  their  noses  I  am  sure  they 
would  all  be  found  to  be  of  equal  dimension.  In  the  colour 
of  their  eyes,  their  height,  the  hue  of  their  skins  they  do 
not  differ.  If  we  were  at  the  trouble  to  count  the  number 
of  hairs  that  adorn  their  heads,  I  do  not  doubt  that  they 
would  be  found  to  tally  to  a  unit.  There  are  their  ages, 
of  course.    Fortunately  they  were  not  all  born  on  the 

same  day."  . 

"  But  I  confess  it  does  not  seem  quite  the  nght  thing  to 
make  that  distinction.  I  might  take  the  eldest,  or  I 
might  take  the  youngest,  but  is  not  that  just  the  con- 
tingency that  a  sensitive  person  Uke  myself  would  wish  to 
avoid  ?  I  would  like  to  find  a  more  adequate  reason  for 
imposing  captivity  upon  the  eldest  beyond  the  fact  that 
shewas  the  first  to  enter  the  world.  I  should  take  comfort 
from  such  a  reason  if  it  could  be  found.  I  should  not  like 
to  feel  that  the  disabUities  of  the  first-born,  under  which 
I  labour  myself,  had  been  invested  at  my  hands  with  an 
additional  gravity." 
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♦hil  1^"^**^?^^.?°  y°"  ^°°°^'  ™y  dear  Harry,  but  in 
this  CMC  I  confess  they  are  uncomfortable." 

wiU  Jfeel  that  I  must  do  the  right  thing.    Ha!    I  have  an 

expedient.  Suppose  we  place  the  namis  of  the  sacred  fiv^ 
ma  hat.  and  draw  out  one  ?  Their  chances  of  escape  wiU 
then  be  equal ;  and  our  choice  will  also  be  dignifiedT as  it 
were,  with  the  official  sanction  of  Providence." 

Is  not  your  ingenuity  a  little  grotesque  ?  I  am  sure 
It  is  calculated  to  strike  a  death-blow  to  the  senLent 
of  the  feminme  heart ;  but  I  am  afraid  I  can  suggest  no 
more  poetic  remedy."  »"S6«>i  no 

It  was  by  this  process  of  selection  that  Harriet  became 
the  favoured  nymph. 

"Ah— Harriet  is  her  name  I  see,"  said  the  noble  vale- 
WP^^^I,  unfolding  tiie  slip  of  paper  he  had  picked  out 
weanly— the  young-old  man  was  quite  worn  out  by  the 
mental  stram  involved  by  these  anxieties.  "  I  Uke  her 
T^^'  A  °^<^had  an  old  nurse  whose  name  was  Harriet, 
the  kmdest  old  soid  I  ever  knew.  Why  did  I  not  think  of 
Suit    "  resolved  at  once  our  sentimental 

•'Fortunately  the  inspiration  does  not  come  too  late." 

^cr^r-  «°^^-  ?*!?  ^^'  "^"^  ^^"eh.  "  Chance  having 
decreed  in  Hamet's  favour,  the  choice  can  still  have  the 

5!or  /  ^°^'  *,!P^?.  '"^S"''^  ^o*"  y°"r  old  nurse.  The 
dear,  devoted  old  thing !  I  declare  I  have  faUen  in 
love  myself  with  her  fragrant  memory.  The  associa- 
tions clmging  about  her  name  must  be  ever  incomparably 
tender.  If  you  will  kindly  ring  the  bell,  Harry,  you 
shall  see  the  bride-elect."  ^    ^ 

"  Not  to-day,  I  think,  if  you  please,"  said  Harry.  "  I 
lear  I  have  gone  through  too  much  already.  I  cannot 
stand  exatement  now." 

''  I  would  like  the  chUd  to  make  your  acquaintance 

1  cannot  help  thmkmg  it  would  be  wise  for  her  to  see  you 
at  your  worst,  my  poor  dear  boy.  So  wonderfully  and 
S?X  ^1  ^^  ^°°^^"  P"*  together,  that  I  believe  she 
would  be  the  more  sensible  of  your  appeal.  The  more 
iragiie  the  flower  the  more  we  cherish  it.  I  confess,  Harry 
mat  It  IS  against  my  preconceived  opinions  for  matrimony 
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to  b«  graced  at  the  altar  by  the  sacred  flame  of  love ;  but  in 
the  case  of  your  nuptials,  my  poor  dear  boy,  I  am  prepared 
cheerfuUy  to  waive  them.  Indeed,  in  the  special  circum- 
stances I  am  woman  enough  to  hanker  after  something  of 
the  kind.  It  would  indeed  be  a  piquant  termination  to  a 
romantic  episode.  You  pull  the  name  of  your  duchess 
out  of  a  hat,  and  forthwith  she  prostrates  herself  to  worship 
you  for  yourself  alone.  And  again  it  is  the  way  of  our  sex. 
The  probabilities  are  that  had  you  laid  your  heart  and  for- 
tune at  her  feet  in  the  time-honoured  manner  of  Mr.  Mudie, 
she  would  probably  have  trampled  upon  both.  Really, 
my  poor  dear  boy,  as  you  sit  here  now  you  fulfil  my  ideas 
exactly  of  the  manner  in  wk  h  you  ought  to  make  your 
dibut  before  the  bride-elect.  You  are  so  interesting, 
that  surely  one  i'  -arrknted  in  the  anticipation  of  charming 
developments  c     le  kind  or  another." 

Upon  this  excursus  the  bell  was  nmg  and  Harriet  sent 
for.  She  presently  appeared,  perfectly  simple  and  child- 
ishly youthful  of  aspect,  with  a  glow  of  health  in  her 
checks 

"  This  is  the  child,  Harry.  An  honest,  dutiful  creature, 
with  a  sympathetic  natwe."  .     ,      , 

"Ha!  how  d'ye  do?"  said  her  prospective  husband, 
springing  to  his  feet,  and  offering  her  his  thin,  nervous  lath 

of  a  hand.  ,       ,      ,   u 

Harriet  accepted  it  with  perfect  gravity.  In  a  few  bold 
and  pleasantly  incisive  strokes  Mrs.  Broke  outlined  the 
relation  in  which  so  recently  she  had  come  to  stand  towards 
the  gentleman  before  her.  She  accepted  this  information 
also  with  a  gravity  that  was  unabated.  Probably  a  famt 
blush  may  have  shown  itself  in  her,  because  the  thing  was 
so  sudden  ;  she  may  even  have  been  a  little  startled  ;  and 
the  large  eyes  she  directed  upon  the  noble  valetudinanan 
may  even  have  had  a  tinge  of  wonder  in  them.  But  such 
is  training,  and  s-  .h  the  value  of  this  particular  disciphnary 
system,  that  Harriet,  observing  the  matter  to  be  under 
the  aegis  of  her  mother,  the  aU-powerful  and  all-wise,  she 
accepted  the  fiat  «s  though  it  were  a  law  of  nature. 

During  the  period  intervening  between  the  selection  ot 
a  bride  for  the  noble  valetudinarian  to  lead  to  the  altar, 
and  the  transaction  of  the  thousand  and  one  matters 
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necessary  to  enable  him  to  do  so.  Broke  was  in  Cuttiaham 
several  tunes.  On  one  of  these  occasions  he  observed  a 
bowed  and  grey-headed  figure  shuffling  along  the  High 
Street  immediately  m  front  of  him.  There  waT  somethS 
stokmgly  familiar  in  the  back  view  of  this  object,  yetat 
that  moment,  with  his  preoccupied  eyes  resting  only  casu- 
ally  upon  it,  he  was  at  a  loss  to  know  of  whom  it  micht 
consist.  « force  of  his  recognition  was  ahnost  ridiculous, 
and  yt  led  him.    When,  however,  it  stopped  and 

turnea        ..  the  familiar  doorway  of  Mr.  Breffit's  estate 
office,  tne  remarkable  yet  strangely  remote  likeness  to  his 
old  agent  rushed  upon  him. 
He  desired  to  consult  his  man  of  business  on  several 

2^lT*u  ?"u®*"^^  °'^  ^""^^  ^^^  Sone  to  live  at  Tufton 
Hall  he  had  been  by  no  means  so  easy  to  catch  as  of  yore. 
It  v^  hardly  hkely  that  he  would  be  at  his  office  no^.  for 
Broke  TOuld  not  bnng  himself  to  admit  that  the  bent 
figure  which  had  passed  in  front  of  him  was  the  person  he 
wished  to  see.  He  decided,  however,  to  go  in  andinquire 
He  was  informed  that  Mr.  Breffit  was  there  and  would 
see  him.    And   the   moment    Broke   entered    the  inner 

[°Ti  mL'T^  ^"^"^  °^  ^^  ^*ct  t^at  the  old  man  he 
had  failed  to  recognize  a  few  minutes  ago  in  the  street  was 
he  who  stood  before  him  now. 

Our  hero's  powers  of  observation  were  pecuharly  limited 
but  he  wa*  shocked  by  the  change  in  old  Breffit.  He  had 
last  seen  ii!iii  at  Tufton  a  few  months  ago.  a  hale  and  heartv 
old  man.  with  an  almost  boyish  alertness  of  demeanour 
and  a  keen  zest  m  life.  There  was  no  indication  then  that 
anything  ailed  hun.  He  was  one  whom  you  might  point 
to  as  likely  to  live  u,  a  hundred  years  old.  Now.  howler, 
all  was  changed.  The  old  fire,  the  old  vigour,  had  passed 
out  of  hun  entirely.  In  lieu  of  the  vivacious  count«iance 
he  was  wont  to  present  at  the  appearance  of  the  first  of  his 
patrons,  there  was  only  a  mask  that  had  the  coldness  of 
death.  In  every  line  was  the  evidence  of  a  singular 
deterioration.  The  erect  form,  the  conscious  uplift  oi  the 
STf  "°i"°'^:„  "^^^  so-shrewd  and  piercing  eyes  were 
boodshot  and  vacillating.  The  hands,  once  so  stable  and 
luU  of  smew,  were  nerveless  and  flabby  and  shook  as  though 
a  palsy  was  upon  them.    Every  feature  was  weaker  and 
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grosser,  a  little  more  lacking  in  intelligence  and  self-esteem 

Upon  the  entrance  of  Broke  this  travesty  of  a  ono 
great  man  lurched  forward  to  greet  him,  and  in  so  doini 
lost  his  balance  and  nearly  measured  his  length  on  thi 
carpet.    The  table  saved  him. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Broke,"  he  said  in  a  mechanical  voice,  so  httl 
like  his  habitual  eager  tones  that  his  old  client  was  shockec 
by  it.  "  I  see  it's  you.  Pleased  to  see  you,  sir,  pleased  t 
see  you.    Sit  down,  sir,  won't  you  ?  " 

The  change  in  the  old  man's  voice  and  manner  was  evei 
more  remarkable  than  in  his  appearance.  The  supple 
ingratiating  airs  of  former  days  had  yielded  place  to  i 
thick  husky  indecision  of  speech  and  gesture.  It  occurre( 
to  Broke  as  '^  loolfled  at  him  that  had  it  not  been  ol( 
Breffif  s  boast  that  he  had  been  a  teetotaler  all  his  life  h 
would  have  supposed  he  had  been  drinking  heavily. 

"  'Scuse  me,  sir,"  said  the  old  man,  reeling  h^efore  hir 
even  now,  "  but  I'm  not  very  well.  Not  been  at  all  we] 
lately,  you  know,  sir." 

"  Indeed ;  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that.  May  I  ask  what  i 
wrong  ?  ' 

The  old  man  put  his  hand  to  his  head  with  a  haggar 
expression  as  one  who  suffers  an  overpowering  pain  in  hi 

brain.  ,,...,_ 

"  I— I  don't  think  I  quite  know  myself,  sir,  he  sai 
huskily.    "  I— I  suppose  I  must  be  breaking  up." 

"  Surely  not,  my  dear  Breffit.  Not  at  your  time  of  h{( 
Why,  do  you  know  I  thought  when  I  saw  you  earlier  i 
the  summer,  that  you  were  just  the  sort  of  man  to  mak 
ninety  or  even  more.  Remarkably  hale  and  hearty  yo 
were.    A  country  life  seemed  the— ah— very  thing  for  you. 

"  I  gave  up  the  country  more  than  a  month  ago. 
found  it  did  not  agree  with  me,  so  I  returned  to  Cuttishair 
where  I  was  bom,  where  I  have  lived  all  my  life,  an 
where,  Mr.  Broke,  I  mean  to  die." 

"  You— ah— astonish  me,"  said  Broke,  distressed  b 
that  dreary  tone  in  one  of  such  a  natural  robustness 
"  I— ah— could  not  have  suspected  that  a  cour  ry  hi 
would  disagree  with  anybody." 

A  degree  of  hesitation  appeared  in  Mr.  Breffit  tha 
Broke  found  painful  to  look  upc 
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.,nl^/^'"'J*  '^  ^°*  altogether  a  country  life  that  has 

^l^;.    ^°"  """"^  "°*  ^^  it 's  altogether  that/' 

ad^^methTrr^'  *°  ^^  ^*"^«^"«  ^«  r««>l«tion  to 
aaa  something  to  these  words  to  make  them  nlain  •  hnf 

fr,^^?  -^7^  '^'*'  *^^  °^**  ^«"ow  was  one  of  the  best  and 
^^-  ^?^u^  ^"^  ^^^^  »"^  ever  had.  iSat  sSht  of 
him  mstalled  at  Tufton  a  few  months  ag^.  SghimseH 

SoTeTht  r/^^'^  !J\*^^  ^^^  neve?iAt?nd^!  sSd 
was  true.    But,  after  all,  that  was  but  a  minor  incident  iA  a 
harmonious  and  profitable  intercourse  of  me^yyee^s     He 
w^  not  the  one  lightly  to  forget  services  fahSy SerS 
nor  those  who  had  rendered  them,  whoev*>r  tW  St  be 
fn7  w '''*  P°°'  °^^  ^''^^  broken  .  teK  mind 

?^clv'e?a^thThin°d:'^"'  °°^^  °^  the  bene    ctio^heT^ 

ion  tSrht'S"  '"""k^^  y^'^'-  ^"«  ^0"«titution.  a^const^.' 
?ou  c^not^^^y  •  ^'T  ''^T/  '^y  ^  ^^°  ha^e  known 

not  m,^h  tJ.       ^^""i  ^'■?"'  °^^  *S«  yet  awhile.    You  are 
not  much  the  wrong  side  of  sixty  ?  " 

neve?SS'°"^'    '''"•    Although   people  do  say  I  hav^ 

^Sa  S.e1if?^thff -T  .^°"  T'/^'  ^  ^^^^  '«d  ^"^h  a  busy 
dna  active  life  that  I  have  had  no  time  to  grow  old     T 

have  been  a  worker  aU  my  Hfe.  Mr.  Broke%^nuddenly 

>t  has  come  upon  me  that  I  can  work  no  more     It  has 

TaVoS?  doT  ""  n  °"'^  ^^"^  *^«  last  weTk  o;  two.     ? 
am  about  done,  sir,  I  am  about  done." 

^^  No,  no,  my  dear  Breffit." 

I  have  about  had  my  innings,  sir.    There  is  nothing 

to  carry  me  on  now.    There  is  noth  ng  to  work  for  noSSf 

0  to  be&n  '"•    ^b  "y  ^°^'  '  ^^^^  t°-4ht  Of 
w  never  wake  any  more  '  " 

Brle^Sf  ro!!i"''^°*  querulous  passion  which,  to  one  of 
maT sudlnfr^^^'l'Pu'"*'.^^^  i"^^^bly  shocking,  the  old 
man  suddenly  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  id  burst 
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into  tears.    The  next  instant,  however,  he  had  recoverec 

sufficiently  to  proceed  with  his  rather  piteous  monotone. 

"  At  my  time  of  life,  you  see,  sir,  a  man  cannot  get  nev 

hopes  and  ideas  and  begin  all  over  again.    He  has  not  th 

strength  and  spirit  of  a  younger  man  to  begin  buildini 

anew  when  his  fine  castles  that  it  has  taken  him  the  bes 

part  of  a  lifetime  to  set  up  have  tumbled  about  his  ear; 

There  is  a  limit  to  human  endurance,  sir,  and  I  hav 

reached  it.    Only  one  thing  do  I  ask  now,  and  it  is  th 

thing  your  doctors  would  deny  me  if  they  could.    Bu 

they  will  not  be  able  to,  sir,  they  will  not  be  able." 

"You  must  not  talk  like  that,  my  dear  Breffit,  you  mu« 
not  indecxi.    Such  men  as  you  cannot  be  spared." 

Again  the  tears  began  to  trickle  down  the  face  of  h 

agent.  ,  . 

"  You  speak  very  kindly,  Mr.  Broke,  and  it  gives  ir 
pleasure  to  hear  you  say  that.  It  comforts  me  to  kno 
I  am  not  despised  by  everybody." 

"  I ah— assure  you,  my  dear  Breffit,  that  so  far  froi 

being  despised  you  have  long  had  the  admiration  of  mar 
besides  myself ."  ,         .    v 

"  Ah,  sir,  you  do  not  know,  you  do  not  know  !  Yt 
cannot 'understand,  sir.  With  all  your  kindness  towar( 
one  who  is  old  and  unhappy  you  cannot  understand.  Tl 
fact  is,  I  am  heart-broken,  sir.  You  cannot  know  what  it 
for  the  children  you  have  cherished  all  these  long  yea 
of  anxiety  and  toil  to  turn  against  you,  to  turn  th( 
ungrateful  backs  upon  you." 

Broke   recoiled   from   the   old  man   involuntaruy, 
though  a  bullet  had  embedded  itself  in  his  flesh,  witho 
knowing  exactly  how  it  had  got  in  or  where.    It  was  h 
a  red-hot  wire  being  drawn  across  a  nerve. 

"  You  don't  know,  sir,  what  it  is  to  suflfer  that  from  ; 
only  son  in  whom  all  your  hopes  have  been  centred,"  t 
old  man  went  on  while  Broke  stood  harrowed  by  tl 
spasm  of  unexpected  agony.  "  You  don't  know,  sir,  ai 
never  will  know  what  it  is  to  have  your  latter  days  ma 
intolerable  by  one  you  have  spent  the  best  part  of  yo 
hfe  in  fostering ;  for  whom  you  would  have  parted  wi 
the  coat  off  your  back ;  to  whom  you  would  have  giv 
your  last  penny." 
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A  haggard  sweat  had  begun  to  creep  out  of  Broke.  He 
strove  to  close  his  ears  against  aU  the  old  man  said.  But 
It  seemed  as  though  there  was  a  devil  in  his  heart  that  took 
a  foiJ  pleasure  m  repeating  to  his  protesting  senses  every 
syUable  his  agent  uttered.  ^ 

"I  cannot  tell  you,  sir,"  the  horrid  voice  inside  him 
re-echoed,  'what  high  hopes  I  had  fc  my  boy.  Every 
aspiration  I  had  was  centred  in  him.  I  procured  him  the 
fn>ndf  r^"'  ^^°°\?'  ^"d  college  t^.  and  the  finest 
Wf^  fh  V?°"7  '°"^?  purchase.  I  filled  his  mind  with 
lofty  thoughts.  I  purchased  a  noble  mansion  and  gave 
fnrfnni"  J  .u^'J^J  own  lifetime,  sir,  I  gave  him  half  my 
fortune  also,  that  he  might  be  able  to  hold  up  his  head 
before  the  world.  And  now,  sir,  having  done  all  this,  in 
what  manner  do  you  think  he  rewaras  me  ?    I  wUl  tell 

hrch.^fl\?'*?^-    "t^^"ghs  at  me  behind  my  back,  and 
he  shuts  the  door  of  his  house  in  my  face  " 

A  succession  of  hard  sobs  barred  the'old  man's  voice, 
and  he  was  compelled  to  wait  until  they  had  passed. 

Yes,  sir,  he  shuts  the  door  of  his  house  in  mv  face,  the 
house  I  had  purchased  for  him  and  paid  for  in  the  sweat 

stnT  ^r '  /^  ^''  ^'''^''  y°"  "^^y  ^^U  not  under- 
^If^  .1,  °"^^^.  '^u*^°'^  '^^'"^  ^^"dren  of  yours,  sir,  could 
cause  their  poor  father  that  sort  of  pain.  I  think  not,  sir, 
I  think  not.  It  had  always  been  a  dream  of  mine,  sir,  that 
my  boy  should  grow  up  to  be  like  yours.  I  know  I  am  a 
rough  diamond  myself,  '  an  impossible  person,'  as  you 
county  people  call  me.  My  father  had  n^  the  means  to 
send  me  to  the  public  school  and  the  university ;  I  am  a 
self-made  man,  as  all  the  world  knows.  I  sprang  from 
nothing ;  I  am  the  architect  of  my  own  fortunes,  ^  they 
fl'    ^    I  wanted  my  son  to  be  like  that  fine  lad  of 

ffi  J^'V^'''^'^^  ^  '^^"**''^  '^^  t°  be  the  gentleman. 
And  I  did  by  my  boy  as  you  did  by  yours,  sir  ;  I  lavished 
money  on  his  education,  and  afterwards  placed  him  in  a 
P^^l^on  to  do  justice  to  it.    And  now— and  now "  " 

^l^\h  i  "^r  u^^  "^"t^^^^  *°  conclude  the  sentence,  for 
agam  the  hard  sobs  had  barred  his  throat.  A  no-less  measure 
01  anguish   had   been    communicated    to   the    listener. 

hnl«^"  ^  °/u  ^/"^  ""^  '"^'■^^'*  f™"^  the  machine  of 
business  into  the  human  father.     The  same   complaint 
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re-echoed  in  both  empty  hearts.  They  were  draw 
together  by  the  common  theme  of  a  son's  mgratitudc 
Broke  had  endeavoured  to  banish  his  own  son  from  hi 
thoughts  by  an  effort  of  the  will ;  but  he  had  been  taugh 
already  that,  do  what  he  would,  the  pale  spectre  of  hir 
must  be  for  ever  lurking  in  their  outskirts  and  renderin 
them  horrible.  A  too-pregnant  fact  or  a  moment  s  relaxj 
tion  of  his  vigilance  and  the  spectre  glided  back  mto  th 
empty  halls  where  of  yore  he  was  wont  to  reign.  lH 
analogy  between  his  agent's  case  and  his  own  was  intolei 
able.  Even  in  his  despair,  however,  there  was  the  spar 
of  comfort,  offered  to  him  by  his  pride,  perhaps  in  moc) 
ery.  that  his  own  son  had  not  shown  himself  capable  ( 
the  same  degree  of  Sbrdid  meanness.  There  was  eft  th; 
shred  of  consolation.  Thus,  when  the  winter  faUs  aboi 
our  numb  souls  do  we  stretch  the  th-eadbare  mantles  ( 

our  pride  to  cover  them  !  ..      •  j  .; 

"  I  have  not  the  spirit  to  get  over  it  now,  said  tl 
maudlin  old  man.  "I  am  heart-broken.  Everythir 
that  boy  had  I  gave  him  and  now  he  turns  me  from  n 
door.  I  am  not  good  enough  for  him  and  the  fine  fnen( 
that  he  bought  with  the  money  I  fought  so  hard  to  w 
for  him.  He  carries  his  head  so  high  that  it  overlooks  I 
old  father.  He  and  his  fine  friends  laugh  at  the  old  m: 
behind  his  back,  and  when  one  or  another  of  them  happe 
to  mistake  him  for  the  butler  they  think  it  is  the  fine 
ioke  in  the  world.  It  is  Mr.  Hamilton-Breffit  with  hi 
now,  Mr.  George  HamUton-Breffit  with  a  hyphen.  5u 
a  common  name  as  'is  father's  by  itself  is  not  good  enoui 
for  the  likes  of  him.  The  only  thing  about  me  that 
good  enough  for  him,  sir,  is  my  money.  He  is  stUl  go 
enough  to  accept  that  and  make  use  of  it,  just  as  he  w 
good  enough  to  accept  and  make  use  of  me  so  long  ^ 
could  be  useful  to  him.  But  I  cannot  be  useful  to  hi 
any  more,  do  you  see,  sir  ?  I  have  given  him  all  that 
desires,  and  now  he  turns  round  and  casts  me  ott  like 
old  coat.  He  is  to  marry  the  daughter  of  an  earl,  a 
then  it  will  be  Mr.  George  and  Lady  Augusta  RjunUtc 
Breffit.  Of  course  he  could  not  have  such  a  shocKi 
old  bounder  '  as  me  about  the  place— I  am  quoting  his  o\ 
words    sir— could  he  ?    while  that  was  being  arrange 

498 


MR.  BREFFIT   THE   YOUNGER 

But  for  one  thing.  Mr.  Broke.  I  rejoice.  It  was  wise  and 
nght  of  you  to  have  none  of  him.  You  could  gu^wSt 
he  w^  sir.  all  the  time,  you  could  guess  what  he  w^bSoJl 
my  eyes  were  opened.    It  would  have  grieved  me  to  2 

I  must  ask  p^don  of  you.  Mr.  Broke,  for  ever  making  the 

Klou.  t^h"eL^°"  "^'  '''  ^^  '^'  "°'  --  -^  -  ^^ 
Overborne  by  his  recital  of  his  sorrows,  the  old  man 

bear  up  under  it  at  aU  if  I  did  not." 
em^tSn.  ^^^  ^''   ^^""^   °"   ^^   '^°"^'^"'''  "°*   ^^^^hout 
"  Don't  you— ah— think,  my  dear  Breffit,  that  if  you- ah— 
Z;^^^^^Tu*°  ^'"^^  ^^^"^^  ^°^  ^  ^it  it  mght  do^you  ^n^ 

nil      r?  ^  ^*^*°'"  '^°"^^  ^^^'se  it.    There  is-ah— ah— 
Mr"l    ffi.^  'TP'"?  li^^Se  to  put  a  man  right." 
Mr.  Breffit  made  a  hollow  laugh. 

"  It  is  kindly  meant,  Mr.  Broke,  and  I  thank  vou  but 
you  do  not  understand  what  it  means  to  mT  R  can 
you.  sir,  when  you  have  never  had  to  pass  throulh^^ 

IZf^'  '"f  T""''  ^"'  •     ^"  *h«  change  of  scene  tn  the 
St  .cfr°*  ?° '"?/"y  g°od.     Nothing  will  ever  put  me 

S  .    J-    ^^  °^  *^^^-    ^^^^^  's  no  purpose  in  it  now 
vant  to  die  now  and  leave  the  remainder  of  my  monrv 

I  eS^H      ^°*u'*°^'  •'^"°*'  ^''  ■     Every  penny  of  it  have 

mJch  f,^^"^"'  y'*  '^^^  ^^"Sht  me  no  pleasure.     I  w2 

amuch  happier  man  when  I  was  poor  ;  and  had  I  remained 

wealth  1"°"*^  1°^-    iV"""^'  ^  ^^^^y  price  to  pay  for 

me^tiril  T  5  *H^\  ^  gave  away  to  him  I  can  never 
sir  Rnf  T  -n  ^  ^°"  t  J^r""  ^^^t  *°  *io  with  the  rest, 
Sd  tW  '^"  "^"^^  °^  *^^*  ""^^  ite*"  oi  Mrs.  Broke's  • 
«>d  there  are  several  other  trifling  htUe  items  that  the 
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esUte  has  owed  me  at  various  times  that  I  shaU  write 
tea  What  are  a  few  pounds  like  that  to  me  ?  I  h 
„d  her  Wth  nor  kin  in  Uie  world  but  that  one,  the  o 
worked  for  late  and  early,  the  one  I  was  always  planr 
and  devising  for.  I  don't  know  to  what  use  I  can  put 
moneri  should  have  liked  it  to  have  done  a  httle  g 
rSebidy.  to  somebody  in  whom  ^^^^^^'^^ 
It  has  done  no  good  to  me  and  mine.  I  should  like  to 
that  my  Ufe  has  not  been  spent  quite  m  vain. 

•'  No  one  can-ah-say  thai,  my  dear  Breffit.  said  Br 
touched  mote  keenly  by  the  old  man's  de^P^J^^ 
was  prepared  to  admit  even  to  himself.  I— ah— am 
X  SSt  of  spe&g  without  reflection  n.y  dear  Bn 
but— ah— I  can  say  it  from  lay  heart  that  not  m  our  \ 
at  anyiate  shall  V-ah-landowners  look  on  your 

^^Th;"tottering  and  enfeebled  old  man  drank  off  the 
class  of  brandy  he  had  mixed  for  himself.  He  then  pe 
5p  ratiier  tJidly  to  the  first  among  his  dients  w. 
wistful  brightness  suddenly  runmng  m  his  dull  eyes. 

"  It  gives  me  pleasure  to  hear  you  say  thai,  sir  .it  is 
what  I  should  like  to  have  said  of  me.    I-I  thank 

^"'suddenly  the  old  man  bent  forward  to  his  oldest  c 
with  something  of  his  former  nervous  vivacity.  ^^ 

"  I  wish,  Mr.  Broke,  you  were  not  so  proud,    he 
with  an  eager  furtiveness  that  was  also  shghtly  wistf 

Our  hero^did  not  reply  to  a  charge  that  he  was  prer 
to  sustain  against  himself.  And  he  was  far  too  obtu^ 
IppreheTd  tie  particular  train  of  thought  ti^at  was  u 
li^Sg  it  in  the  present  instance.  In  his  mind  there 
not  the  faintest  connection  between  this  speech  and 
Sad  passed  immediately  before.  D"nk  and  m^fo. 
Sad  doubtless  undermined  the  poor  old  fellow  a  g«)d 
It  was  useless  to  trouble  oneself  by  trying  to  find 
what  he  meant.  The  old  man,  meeting  with  no  re  i 
whatever,  had  not  the  courage  to  pursue  a  subject 
which  he  had  been  bracing  up  all  his  faculties  to  e 

"You  hear  people  say."  he  con  inued,  with  a  re 
into  his  drearf  strain.  "  that  we^th  mearis  happ. 
But  from  my  heart,  sir.  T  can  sav  it  is  a  curse.    It  i 
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poi>9e«sion  of  money  alone  that  has  brought  me  to  this. 
It  IS  money  that  has  made  my  only  son  a  better  man  than 
his  father  ;  had  I  remained  poor  and  he  had  been  poor  also, 
he  would  never  have  broken  my  heart  by  despising  me  in 
my  old  age.  Wealth  is  responsible  for  evils  far  beyond 
those  of  poverty.  I  began  poor  enough,  as  indeed  God 
knows !  but  when,  fifty  years  ago   I  had  only  bread  and 

dSnt°thin  '""'"'"'  "°*  ^'"'^^^  **'^*'  "^^  ""^^  ^  ""^^y 
For  a  long  time  the  old  man  went  on  in  this  maudlin 
way.  With  weary  iteration  he  continued  to  harp  upon 
«  /'J'u  ^^^  overborne  him.  Broke  remained  deeply 
affected  by  the  change  in  that  sane  and  alert  spirit ;  and 
he  was  oppressed  also  by  a  sense  of  analogy  to  the  too- 
poignant  emotions  that  lately  had  taxed  the  whole  strength 

Itf  w  "'«  ?"l.^*  ^^"^  ^'■^*  opportunity  he  made  a 
pretext  for  effecting  his  escape. 

Jfi"^^  "^S  to  breathe  again  the  outer  air  after  being 
confined  m  that  intolerable  room  reeking  with  the  fumes 
of  brandy.    But  every  step  of  his  way  back  to  Covenden 

h^  i?A^  T.u''  ^'^  S?"V^  °/  ^^^  ^h^d°^  °*  a  once-great  man 
he  had  left  here  He  had  never  had  the  least  tenderness 
or  his  agent  in  his  capacity  as  a  human  being.  He  stood 
to  him  m  the  relation  of  a  machine  for  the  conduct  of 
Dusmess,  pure  and  simple  ;  and  more  than  once  the  thought 
had  occurred  to  him  that,  even  considered  as  a  machine, 
lie  vvas  neither  pure  nor  simple.  He  had  always  looked 
on  him  as  one  who.  over  and  above  his  indisputable  business 

fT^'J^h  T.  '  f  ^'P!"&'  and  unscrupulous :  a  rather 
vulgar  charlatan  whom  it  was  good  to  have  at  your  elbow 
ImZir  ^^^f^^o'^ix^iled  by  the  remorseless  conditions 
K^„^"P°"  those  wno  happened  to  be  landowners,  land- 
hSa^^5,^^u"  k"!?Iu  ^°  ^^^^  ^^^^'"^  ^^'th  other  vulgar 
nt/riff  V  5^  ^^'^  *^^  "'^^"^  ''"^^k  of  looking  after  your 
ToS%  *?^i^^"'°"'^"*  he  looked  after  his  own. 
hum-fn'n.f  ^^  %T  *""^'  *h^  °'^  "a"  t°°k  his  place  in 
Citric  T    ^^1*°*^  ^'"^  °*  ^  mind  so  strong,  under 

Broke  hfn      ^"^'^'  "^f^  °"^  °^  ^^^  '"OS*  painful  things 
oroke  had  ever  witnessed. 

think'  of"n^n°.v  '*  ^'PP^iJ^^  by  the  heart.    He  could 
iftink  of  nothing  else.    The  drunken,  tottering,  blurred 
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and  broken  figure  rode  by  hi*  side  all  the  way  home.    It 
may  have  been  that  he  had  snatched  as  frc-n  a  mirror  a 
dimpsc  of  his  own  image.    He  had  been  shaken  to  a  far 
greater  extent  than  he  cared  to  acknowledge  by  the  re- 
minders he  had  received  of  his  own  personal  afflictions. 
And  it  seemed  strange  indecJ  that  he  should  sudden  y 
find  himself  with  so  much  in  common  with  a  man  like  old 
Breffit.    Yet,  wasitnot  a  little  tragic  too?    In  the  bosom 
of  our  feudalist,  however,  the  thought  uppermost  was 
that  such  a  state  of  things  suggested  one  of  tht»e  fantastic 
theories  formulated  by  those  bodies  of  pseudo-scientific 
persons  who  went  about  calling  themselves  by  vanous 
Mmes.    It  almost  seemed  as  if  he  was  about  to  run  the 
danger  of  being  forced  to  admit  that  all  the  world  oyci 
humkn  nature  was  much  the  same.    To  this  representative 
of  an  elder  period,  a  period  of  rather  more  primitive  ideas 
than  those  obtaining  in  that  into  which,  rather  malevolently 
he   had   been   projected,   the   people   who   belonged  tc 
the  diverse  sections  of  the  social  scheme  not  only  had  a 
distinguishing  set  of  manners  and  customs,  other  mode< 
of  speech  and  dress  and  wholly  different  points  of  view 
but  th'^ir  fundamental  emotions  were  widely  different  too 
It  was  peculiarly  irksome  to  be  in  danger  of  haying  t( 
admit  that  such  a  person  as  Joseph  Breffit  could  have  s. 
much  as  a  heart-beat  in  common  with  a  person  such  a 
Edmund  Broke. 
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The  Last  Night 

DUST-TARNISHED  summer  passed  to  autumn  of  the 
mellow  tints  and  afterwards  to  the  later  season  of 
nature's  desolation,  but  it  was  no  more  than  that  of  the 
family  of  Covenden.  The  young  voices  of  laughter  and 
merriment  seemed  to  have  died  with  the  leaves  of  those 
summer  days.  From  the  shock  of  Delia's  flight  they 
could  not  recover.  Coming  almost  immediately  upon  the 
episode  of  their  brother,  it  was  a  crowning  blow.  It 
knocked  their  world  askew ;  and  in  their  dazed  and 
wondering  fashion  they  felt  that  nothing  ever  would  set 
it  right. 

They  entered  into  the  sudden  marriage  of  Harriet  with- 
out enthusiasm.  They  kissed  her  with  trembling  lips  when 
she  went  away  ;  but  her  smiles  were  as  wan  as  theirs.  All 
things  that  had  the  sanction  of  their  parents  they  knew 
how  to  accept  without  question,  in  the  same  manner  that 
all  things  that  had  it  not  they  could  not  tolerate.  But 
when  they  thought  of  the  dying  man  their  sister  was  to 
marry  it  was  with  a  shudder  ;  and  the  flowers  in  her  hair 
looked  like  cypress  leaves. 

The  night  before  she  was  to  be  married,  they  sat  up  far 
beyond  their  usual  hour.  They  clustered  very  close  to- 
gether in  their  common  room,  all  unutterably  sad  and 
somewhat  frightened.  To  have  been  able  to  indulge  in 
tears  would  have  been  a  relief,  but  that  had  never  been 
their  habit. 

"  We  shall  miss  you,  old  Hat,"  they  said.  "  How  we  shall 
miss  you !  " 
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The  tight-lipped  Harriet  clung  first  in  the  arms  of  one  anc 
then  in  those  of  another.  She  was  very  cold  an  I  pale  and 
her  heart  was  beating  violently. 

"  I  wish  you  were  not  going  to  leavt  us,  Hat,  "  sau 
Philippa  mournfully. 

Harriet  clung  to  her  more  convulsively,  ;>,(i  buned  h  i 
cold  face  against  her.  There  was  the  harsh,  repres^ec 
sound  of  a  sob. 

As  they  sat  in  a  half  circle  round  the  fireplace,  which 
had  no  more  than  a  few  dying  embers  in  it,  their  chin; 
were  resting  on  their  hands  and  their  heavy  eyes  could  see 
nothing  but  darkness.  Out  of  their  so  slender  pockei 
money  they  had  contrived  to  subscribe  for  a  wedding 
present  to  make  to  their  sister :  a  riding  whip  inountec 
in  silver,  with  the  letter  "H"  engraved  upon  tht  handle 
Joan  placed  it  in  her  hand  with  a  low- voiced  apology  foi 
its  humble  character. 

"  We  would  have  bought  you  a  tiara,  old  Hat,"  she 
said,  "  with  red  diamonds  in  it  if  only  we  had  had  the 
money.  We  cannot  tell  you  what  we  would  have  bought 
you  if  only  we  had  had  the  money.  Oh,  how  we  shal 
miss  you  !     How  lonely  we  shall  be  without  you  !  " 

She  pressed  her  frozen  lips  against  her  sister's  cold 
white  face. 

"  The  old  jolly  times  will  never  come  back,"  said  Mar 
garet.  "  What  dear  jolly  days  they  have  been,  but  they 
are  over  now.    They  will  never  come  back." 

There  came  a  dead  hush.  They  all  gazed  straight  before 
them,  with  their  eyes  growing  dimmer  and  dimmer.  The 
same  thought  was  common  to  them  all. 

"  I  wish  Del  was  here,"  said  Jane  suddenly  and  softly. 

"  Poor  little  Del !"  said  Margaret,  with  an  equal  sudden 
ness  and  softness. 

"  Hush,"  said  Joan. 

"  Delia  is  happy,"  said  Harriet,  softly  putting  her  arm 
round  the  trembling  form  of  Joan. 

"  Hush,"  said  Joan  again. 

"  We  shall  never  all  ride  to  the  Meet  again  with  father 
and  Billy  and  Uncle  Chatles,"  said  Philippa. 

"  Hush,  hush,"  said  Joan,  trembling  niore  violently  in 
the  arnis  of  Harriet. 
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.''^®.,*?^^  "°*  ''"^^  ^^^*  dear,  sweet  times  they  were." 
said  Phihppa.  "  Only  now  do  we  begin  to  realize  it,  now 
that  they  are  gone.  To  think  how  happy  we  all  were 
together  a  year  ago,  and  to  see  us  now  !  It  does  not  seem 
possible  that  so  much  can  have  changed  in  one  short 
htUe  year.  Still,  in  those  that  are  to  come  we  shall 
be  able  to  remember  those  dear,  dear  old  days,  and 
think  that  we  were  happy  once." 

''  Don't !  "  they  implored  her. 

"  I  cannot  help  it,"  said  Philippa,  who  was  shivering  in 
the  arms  of  Margaret. 

j^-S*  *^^^^  ^^  perhaps  a  silver  lining  to  a  cloud  like  this  " 
said  Harriet  with    a  valour   that  was  desperate  when 
accompanied   by   that   white    face   and   cruelly   beating 
heart.        There  will  be  no  more  cycling  to  hounds  for  you 
four,  will  there  ?    The  dear,  dear  old  horses  will  go  round 
now  all  the  season  through  with  the  one  that  Uncle  Charles 
is  going  to  give  you.     I  said  good-bye  to  all  of  them  this 
morning.    And  I  do  believe  they  knew.     It  nearly  made 
me  cry   to    kiss   their    dear   old   velvet    noses.     I    am 
sure  they  knew  I  was  leaving  them.    Dear  old  things  '     It 
will  not  seem  like  living  at  all  to  be  without  the  Doctor 
and  Crusader,  and  the  Colonel,  and  Pat,  and  Persephone! 
and  Whitenose,  and  Juliet,  and  Robin,  and  poor  lame  old 
Frettyface.     I  am  sure  they  knew !  " 

T  "  ^^i?^  ^'"  y°"  ^^°°^^  to  take,  old  Hat  ?  "  said 
Joan.  Persephone  was  always  your  special  friend 
wasn  t  she  ?  It  was  you  who  gave  her  a  grand  sounding 
name  to  make  it  up  to  her  a  bit,  because  she  was  not  so  well 
bred  as  some  of  the  others.  But  you  shall  have  one  of  the 
thoroughbreds,  too.      There  is  the  Doctor  and  Pat  and 

"  No,  Joan,"  said  Harriet,  with  a  choking  firmness.  "  I 
nave  no  right.  I  would  dearly  love  one  of  them  just  for 
the  saJce  of  the  dear  old  days  that  will  never  come  back. 
But  It  would  not  be  fair.  I  shall  have  ever  so  many 
horses,  although  they  can  never,  never  be  the  same." 

No  amount  of  insistence  on  the  part  of  her  self-sacri- 
ncmg  sisters  would  induce  her  to  alter  her  resolve.  Like 
tnem,she  had  learned  to  subdue  her  private  instincts  for 
the  common  good. 
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There  wa=  present  at  this  last  gathering  so  mournful 
so  exquisite,  so  tender  beyond  expression,  a  sense  ot  th( 
impel  'T?  that  they  could  not  explain.  BiUy  and  Delu 
were  iost  to  them  for  ever;  their  father  was  agemj 
visibly  every  day;  to-morrow  Harriet  was  to  b( 
plucked  out  of  their  arms  to  undergo  a  hfe  of  great  un 
happiness;  but  over  and  above  all  these  accumulatec 
soiows,  there  was  a  sense  of  those  more  dreadful,  because 
unnamed,  that  were  to  come.  Shadows  out  of  the  future 
were  thrown  before  their  eyes.  These  forebodings  ma; 
have  been  the  fruit  of  that  sore  mutilation  of  their  m 
stincts  which  had  of  late  infected  them  in  so  cruel  a  degre 
with  the  sense  of  teanrs  in  mortal  things.  , 

Mrs.  Broke  visited  Harriet  that  night  as  she  lay  m  he 
bed  sleepless  and  wide-eyed.  She  bent  over  the  white  tac 
and  touched  the  cold  forehead  with  her  lips. 

"  It  is  for  us  all,  my  dear  one,"  she  said  in  a  low  voic 
"  I  thank  you  for  being  so  sweet  and  patient  and  obedien 
It  may  seem  a  little  hard  to  you,  my  dear  one  ;  but  K 
your  father  and  myself  and  your  sisters  it  is  also  hard,  bi 
I  am  sure  I  have  no  need  to  say  it ;  yon  -  all  good,  bra^ 
girls  ;  and  you  would  not  hesitate  to  .  nr  father  ar 

myself  in  any  way  that  was  asked  of  you  ^have  alwa. 

bin  perfectly  right-minded,  perfectly  a  ..enable,  always 
great  comfort  to  us  both."  j  u„,.  i; 

Harriet,  in  common  with  her  sisters,  had  passed  her  li 
in  abject  fear  of  the  awful  being  she  called  mother.  She  w; 
afraid  of  her  at  this  moment,  although  the  awful  being  w; 
talking  to  her  in  a  manner  of  tenderness  that  was  entire 
new.  The  prepossessions  of  a  lifetime  are  not  to  be  u 
rooted  in  a  minute.  Yet,  in  fear  of  her  mother  as  she  w 
the  dread  of  her  was  not  so  great  as  of  the  new  life  th 
lay  before  her.  There  would  be  no  affectionate  bond 
sisterhood,  no  boon  companionships,  no  P^^d  V^t  t^nd 
father,  no  dear,  querulous,  kind-hearted  uncle  to  allevia 
her  s^nse  of  loneliness,  or  enlighten  that  black  aby 
that  was  called  the  Future.  Convulsively  as  she  h, 
clung  to  her  sisters  an  hour  ago,  she  clung  to  her  moth 

now  '1 

Mre.  Broke  was  deeply  affected  by  the  passionate  sden 
of  the  child.    The  grip  of  the  cold  hands,  the  pressure  of  t 
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cold  cheek  against  her  own,  the  frozen  sobs,  the  roving 
frightened  eyes  told  too  poignantly  of  all  that  was  passing 
in  her.  Increasingly  difficult  as  it  had  become  of  late  it 
h:^.d  1  'er  been  harder  than  at  this  moment  to  keep  the 
mas  inscrutability  upon  her  face.  Her  very  soul  had 
fallen  laint  of  late.  Life  was  growing  to  demand  too  much 
Less  and  less  were  the  gains  becoming  worth  the  price.  To 
what  end  was  all  this  pinching  and  scraping  and  con- 
triving, this  frenzy  of  expedience  ?  Two  children  of 
her  flesh  had  been  torn  out  of  her  arms  by  Circumstance 
that  ruthless  bully,  and  now  she  was  yielding  up  a  third 
wantonly  and  of  her  own  free  will.  She  pressed  a  last  caress, 
a  bnef  final  memento  of  hungry  love,  on  the  cold  face,  and 
quitted  the  room  with  unsteady  haste.  She  went  down  to 
her  husband,  who  sat  reading  the  Field  in  the  enfolding 
gloom  and  sUence  of  the  library.  At  the  sound  of  her 
entrance  he  put  down  his  newspaper,  and  looked  at  his 
wife  earnestly. 

"Well,  old  girl." 

Of  late  he  had  exhibited  a  tenderness  for  her  which  she 
wa?  inclined  to  feel  as  slightly  exaggerated  in  one  of  such  a 
seh-contained  and  frugal  spirit. 

"You  look  tired,"  he  said,  peering  at  her  through  the 
shadows  cast  by  the  reading-lamp.  "  You  work  that 
brain  of  yours  too  hard.  I  wish  you  did  not  overdrive  it 
quite  so  much.     You  want  a  rest." 

Mrs.  Broke  forced  a  laugh.  It  jangled  a  discord  among 
our  hero  s  nerves. 

• ','  ^"PP?^^  y°"  g°  t°  the  sea  for  a  fortnight,  and  take  the 
girls  ?    They  want  a  change,  too." 
"  Yes,  Edmund,  if  you  come  also." 
?«)L^  repudiated  the  suggestion  with  scorn. 

n,v  ♦  ^*  S*  ^T^"*  ^*^  ^  •'^^"ge  ?  I  am  as  strong  as  an 
oak  tree.    Besides,  what  about  the  shooting  ?  " 

,„?'t^^^  looked  only  at  the  thin  hair  upon  his  temples 
and  his  sunken  cheeks.  The  appearance  or  the  robust, 
ruddy  farmer  of  the  early  summer  was  with  him  no  more. 
tL?ff  "i^^^^f  short  time  it  had  given  place  to  some- 
flrl  ♦^x®'\'^^\  ^"  ^  ^^^  ^"6^  "months  he  had  become 
onlS  °^  '"^^\^^  ^^^  ^^"^  °"^«-  As  they  peered  at 
one  another  a  profound  silence  intervened  suddenly.    It 
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was  acute  in  its  completeness.  They  were  both  thinkini 
of  the  same  thing.  u»      • 

"  I  wish  there  was  not  that  wedding  commg  ott,  sai( 
Broke,  terminating  it  with  the  same  abruptness  that  it  ha( 
begun.  "  I  wish  we  had  not  to  go  to  it.  We  shaU  mis 
poor  Uttle  Hat  very  much."  ,      „      .    .         ^, 

"  The  child  is  very  brave  and  good.  But  it  is  anothe 
vacant  place.  One  hardly  understands  what  they  mean  t( 
one  until  they  go.  Three  in  a  few  brief  months  !  ^  Do  you  no 
think,  Edmund,  you  could  make  it  only  two  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Broke,  with  a  harsh  chang 

in  his  voice.  ,  ,,    ^ 

"  Will  you  not  go;  to  the  cottage  and  accept  that  poo 
lonely  child  ?    It  might  make  things  easier  for  her  ;  and 
am  oure,  Edmund,  it  would  for  us." 

"  When,  my  poor  girl,  will  you  learn  to  understand  tha 
when  certain  books  are  closed  they  cannot  be  opene^ 
again  ?  " 

"  Never,  Edmund." 

"  Why    this  —  ah  —  morbid    craving    to    reopen    ol 

wounds  ?"  ,    , 

"It  is  by  that  means,  Edmund,  and  that  means  om^ 
that  we  shall  be  brought  to  recognize  the  blindness  an 
futility  of  our   acts." 

"  Good  night.    I  am  going  to  bed." 

Our  hero  rose  from  his  chair  as  abruptly  as  he  spoke,  an 
walked  out  of  the  room. 


508 


CHAPTER  XL 

In  which  Mr.  Breffit  the  Elder  writes  off 
another  Little  Item  of  his  Account 

A  FEW  days  afterwards  there  came  a  painful  piece  of 
news.    Old  Mr.  Breffit  had  fallen  downstairs  and 
broken  jis  neck.    Broke  and  his  wife  were  greatly  shocked. 

"  Poor,  poor  old  i  xn,"  said  Mrs.  Broke.  "  And  on  the 
eve,  too,  of  his  son's  niarriage." 

"  Ah,  a  tale  hangs  thereby,"  said  Broke  darkly.  "  I 
think  I  had  better  tell  it ;  the  moral  is  not  to  De  despised." 

Thereupon  he  gave  a  few  salient  particulars  of  his  last 
singular  interview  with  the  old  man  at  Cuctisham. 

"  I  remember  it  made  a  rather  horrible  impression  upon 
me  at  the  time.  I  believe  he  was  drinking  himself  to  death 
then.  The  change  in  the  poor  old  fellow  was  appalling. 
I  call  the  whole  business  as  pitiable  as  anything  I  have  ever 
known." 

"  I  call  it  tragedy,"  said  Mrs.  Broke.  "  That  the  unfor- 
tunate man  should  spend  his  life  in  the  pursuit  of  a  thing 
which  was  so  bitterly  to  recoil  upon  him  !  It  seems  very 
ruthless,  very  cruel.  The  poor  old  man  must  be  enormously 
wealthy."  ' 

"  He  told  me  the  exact  figures,  but  I  forget  them.  By 
the  way,  I  can  recall  a  rather  strange  expression  he  made 
use  of.  He  said  he  was  at  a  loss  to  know  what  to  do  with 
the  quarter  of  a  million  or  so  he  had  not  already  given  to  his 
son.  He  assumed  that  he  would  have  to  bestow  it  on 
deserving  charities,  as  he  had  no  other  kith  or  kin.  And 
then  I  remember  the  poor  old  fellow  said  suddenly,  in  a 
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very  odd,  queer  way,  '  I  wish  you  were  not  so  proud,  Mi 
Broke.'    At  the  time  I  did  not  follow  his  meaning,  but  i 
struck  me  afterwards  that  he  may  have  looked  on  me  as 
deserving  charity  also." 

"  Perhaps  he  did,  Edmund." 

"  He  may.  Even  at  that  time  he  was  very  far  gone  i 
drink." 

"  Had  this  hypothesis  occurred  to  you  at  the  tim 
how  would  you  have  answered  him  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  suppose  I  should  have  been  obliged  to  laug 
at  the  poor  maudlin  old  fool,  although  I  am  sure  it  woul 
have  given  me  pain.  I  never  saw  a  man  change  so  muc 
in  so  short  a  time." 

This  chance  phrase  of  the  late  Mr.  Breffit's,  and  the  hebc 
tude  of  her  husband  in  regard  to  it  was  a  source  of  grav 
unhappiness  to  Mrs.  Broke.  In  her  imagination  sh 
heightened  its  significance  until  it  shone  forth  as  a  deliberat 
renunciation  of  a  sum  of  money  that  would  have  set  ther 
on  their  legs  again.  Strictly  speaking,  it  was  nothing  of  th 
kind ;  but  so  prone  are  our  minds  to  magnify  the  mighl 
have-been  that  a  fact  not  momentous  in  itself  assume 
inordinate  proportions. 

There  was  another  aspect  to  the  affair  that  had  better 
grounded  reasons  for  causing  her  distress.  The  sum  c 
two  thousand  pounds  she  had  borrowed  from  Mr.  Breffi 
for  purposes  of  private  speculation  would  be  demanded 
more  peremptorily  by  the  executors  of  his  will  than  it  woul 
have  been  by  the  old  man  himself. 

"  I  don't  know  what  we  shall  do  when  they  come  dow: 
upon  us  for  it,"  she  said.  "  If  they  were  to  distrain  upo: 
our  personal  goods  I  do  not  think  at  the  present  time  the 
would  make  two  thousand  pounds.  In  any  case,  we  sha 
be  obliged  to  give  up  Covenden  almost  at  once." 

"  I — ah — think  you  take  an  extreme  view,"  said  Brok« 
but  his  face  had  a  fluttered  look  of  alam.  "  I — ah — ah- 
believe  Brefht  said  he  would  not  press  for  the  money 
although,  when  we  get  it,  it  shall  certainly  be  repaid.  Bu 
I — ah — think  we  had  better  not  bother  our  heads  about  i 
just  now.  Things  have  always  sorted  themselves  out  £o 
us  a  bit  in  one  way  or  another.  Let  us  hope  they  alway 
wiU." 
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«f  JipH°*h/^?i'"'l,"'^'-  "^y  ^'  Edmund,  of  the  man  who 
stated  the  other  day  m  regard  to  this  hideous  mess  in  South 
Africa  that  he  supposed  we  should  manage  'to  muddle 
through,  as  so  often  we  had  muddled  through  before  It 
IS  reassuring  to  find  two  such  representative  Englishmen 
as  yourself  and  the  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  taking  S 

LninTfi"^^^'  '''"T  °^  ^^A  P'-edicament  in  which  you 
happen  to  find  yourselves.  Clearly  it  is  a  case  of  two  highly 
practical  and  pre-eminently  reasonable  minds  jumping 
together.  The  doctrine  of '  what  has  been  will  be  '  may  bf 
comfortable  enough  as  far  as  it  goes ;  but  I  must  confess  to  a 
merely  mundane  and  unenlightened  inteUigence  such  as 
mine  Its  limitations  are  apt  to  appear  a  little  grievous." 

We  must  keep  pegging  away,  anyhow,"  said  Broke 
making  no  attempt  as  was  his  custon!^,  to  follow  hS  S 
through  the  course  of  her  dialect  cs.  "  And  you-ahLwUl 
find  things  will  come  out  all  right  in  the  end." 

Now  that  Mr.  Breffit  is  no  more,  we  shall  have  to  cast 
about  for  a  new  agent.     It  is  hardly  likely  that  his  son  will 
carry  on  the  business.     I  shudder  to  think  how  serious 
a  matter  it  may  p'ove.    Our  affairs  are  so  hopelessly  com 
promised  that  it  may  be  impossible  to  get  a  new  man  To 
undertake  the  responsibility  of  dealing  tith  them      It  ^s 
ody  now  that  Mr.  Breffit  is  gone  that  we  shall  fX  realize 
what  we  have  owed  to  his  fidelity  and  sagacity     And  to 
hjs  generosity  we  have  owed  even  more.    I  am  convinced- 
although  in  the  case  of  a  man  with  such  a  reputation  for 
hard  business  qualities,  the  statement  on  the  face  of  h 
may  appear  absurd-that  he  has  lost  rather  than  gained  by 
the  transaction  of  our  affairs."  S''"ieu  oy 

'[  I  cannot  beheve  that,"  said  Broke  doughtily 
I  am  convinced  it  is  so,  Edmund,  of  late  years  at  least 
We  owe  that  old  man  a  debt  of  gratitude ;  S  we  sSi 
onlybegin  torealuehow  great  it  is  when  we  are  confronted 
wi^  the  unwillmgness  of  others  to  let  us  incur  anothe?  It 
^ms  a  ndiculous  thing  to  say,  but  I  believe  of  late  years 
since  he  came  to  be  so  prosperous,  that  aU  the  old  man  S 
done  for  us  has  been  a  labour  of  love.    I  believe  hThad^ 

^^s  doif"  v^  ^^  *°  '"^^  V'"^^  ^"  serving  L  for  our 
had  th^?         y°^  ""7  ^"''^^'  Edmund,  but  of  late  I  have 
had  that  conclusion  forced  upon  me.    Without  his  dis- 
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interested  services  we  could  not  possibly  have  weather 
the  storm  until  this  hour.  I  believe.  Edmund,  that  y 
personally  stood  in  the  relation  of  a  sort  of  hero  to  hi 
You  were  his  beau  ideal  of  the  landed  proprietor,  the  perf( 
mirror  and  pattern  of  what  he  could  have  wished  to  be  hi 
self,  had  his  lot  at  the  beginning  been  cast  m  other  a 
easier  places.  And  I  am  sure  that  you  and  yours  stood 
the  model  on  which  he  endeavoured  to  fashion  his  s 
Indeed,  more  than  once  did  he  confess  it." 

"  I— ah— hope  the  likeness  he  has  contrived  to  prodi 

is  not  flattering."  ,     ,     .  .u      u  i    *v, 

"  Let  us  hope  not ;  but  to  me,  I  admit,  the  whole  th 

seems  ineffably  touching.    We  may  despise  the  old  m 

but  I  wonder  where  we  should  have  been  without  him 

these  years.    And  now,  Edmund,  I  am  convinced  that 

only  course  left  for  us  is  to  submit  to  the  inevitable.    Gov 

den  must  be  given  up.    To  keep  it  on  another  year  is 

possible.     Here,  now,  must  we  make  the  confession  to  ( 

selves  that  our  ruin  is  complete.    There  is  no  quartei 

which  we  can  look  now  for  succour  to  tide  over  our  affc 

And  if  there  were,  there  would  still  be  no  hope  of  be 

times  ahead.    Edmund,  let  us  yield  before  we  are  compe 

to  do  so  by  the  court  of  bankruptcy." 

These  were  grievous  and  bitter  words  to  Broke.    To  i 
up  Covenden,  the  home  from  time  immemorial  of  him 
his  and  aU  that  he  held  dear,  struck  right    t  his  heart, 
would  sooner  have  given  up  life  itself.     But  he  knew 
his  wife  was  not  guilty  of  exaggeration.    Circumsta 
had  forced  him  to  recognize  that  the  stage  their  affairs 
reached  was  very  dire.     But  he  was  only  just  beginmr 
realize  how  hard  they  had  been  hit  by  the  death  of  Bn 
Here  again  his  wife  was  to  be  trusted  impUcitly.    bhe 
far   better  acquainted  with  their  complex  dealings 
Brefftt  than  was  he.    But  the  plain  facts  she  had  unfo 
of  the  benevolence  of  that  strange  old  man  gaUed 
bitterly.    He  was  the  last  person  in  the  world  conscic 
to  submit  to  deUberate  benefactions.    But  it  seemed 
the  whirlpool  of  events  in  whose  vortex  he  had  long 
,    caught  was  stronger,  subtler,  more  inexorable  than 
his  most  cherished  prejudices. 

Presently  there  came  a  day  when  the  tragic  death  c 
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Breffit  acquired  a  new  phase  for  the  famUy  of  Covenden. 
The  particulars  of  it  were  embodied  in  a  small  packet  ad- 
dressed to  our  hero  from  a  firm  of  solicitors.  It  consisted 
of  two  letters :  one,  in  a  famihar  spidery  handwriting  ad- 
dressed to  Broke  himself ;  the  other  in  a  more  clerkly  and 
official  one  to  his  only  son.  The  former  communication 
was  of  this  nature — 

"Dear  Mr.  Broke,— I  have  been  thinking  a  good  deal 
dur  ng  the  last  few  days  of  the  use  to  which  I  shall  devote 
the  remainder  of  my  fortune,  hoping  and  trusting  as  I  do 
that  my  end  is  now  very  near.    And  it  has  seemed  to  me 
b(..ter  to  place  it  at  the  disposal  of  one  in  whom  I  have  taken 
a  deep  interest  for  such  a  long  time,  rather  thsn  at  the  dis- 
posal of  a  charitable  institution  of  which  I    nould  know 
little.    To  that  end  I  have  caused  my  will  to  be  altered 
in  the  favour  of  your  son  Mr.  William.    He  may,  of  course 
not  choose  to  take  my  money ;  but  if  the  assurance  is  hkely 
to  carry  any  weight,  I  would  like  it  to  be  made  to  him  that 
his  acceptance  of  the  remainder  of  my  considerable  fortune 
will  confer  an  obligation  on  one  who  is  old  and  unhappy. 
The  testator  will  be  able  to  feel  after  all  that  his  money  is 
doing  some  real  good  to  somebody  in  the  world,  to  some- 
body in  whom  he  hopes  it  is  not  presumptuous  to  say  he  has 
long  taken  a  deep  interest ;  and  by  that  means  that  all 
nis  lifetime  of  labour  has  not  been  wholly  in  vain.    U  Mr 
William  confers  this  favour  upon  one  who  is  old  and  un- 
happy he  will  incur  his  deep  gratitude,  although  he  will 
not  be  here  to  bestow  his  thanks  upon  him.    I  may  say  that 
the  gross  value  of  the  estate  which  I  wish  to  place  m  the 
hands  of  your  son  is  some  two  hundred  and  seventy  thou- 
sand pounds,  as  nearly  as  I  can  approximate,  less  death 
duties  and  various  small  legacies  to  servants,  and  fees  and 
expenses  of  executors.     I  remain,  dear  Mr.  Broke,  always 
yours  truly,  •' 

"  Joseph  Breffit." 

Broke's  meditations  on  this  remarkable  document  were 
^ng  and  deep.  At  last  he  was  able  so  far  to  detach  him- 
seii  irom  them  as  to  take  his  wife  into  his  confidence.  He 
gave  her  the  letter.    She  read  it  with  a  reeling  brain. 
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"  It  is  impossible  to  undersUnd  at  first  all  that  it  mean; 
she  said  in  a  feeble  voice.  "  One  has  to  read  it  a  liundi 
times  over  before  one  can  gain  a  sense  of  what  is  implie( 

"  I— ah— do  not  see  that  it  means  anything. 

"It  assures  the  future  of  Billy." 

The  muscles  of  Broke's  face  were  under  such  control  tl 
it  remained  a  mask.  ,, 

"  It  therefore  assures  the  future  of  us  all. 

In  the  rush  of  feeling  the  letter  provoked  she  was  d 
playing  some  excitement. 

"It  does  nothing  of  the  kind."  said  Broke,  intens. 

"  Surely,  Edmund,  a  stroke  of  providence  of  this  bev 
dering  nature  will  cause  you  to  reconsider  the  position  y 
have  taken  up.  Surely  in  the  face  of  an  event  frauf 
with  so  much  significance  for  us  all,  you  will  learn  to  C( 
done  and  even  to  forget."  ,^     j  • 

"  I— ah— fail  to  see  that  the  case  has  been  altered  ir 
single  aspect  that  is  material.    I  cannot  .liscuss  it." 

"  Are  there  no  limits  to  your  unreason,  Edmund  ?  li 
possible  you  are  stUl  blind  to  the  fate  that  threatens 
overtake  us  ?  Is  it  possible  you  do  not  understand  wl 
this  bequest  means  to  you  personally  ?  If  you  contir 
in  this  attitude  y  viU  be  guilty  not  only  of  a  en: 
against  yourself       ^  .gainst  that  you  value  more. 

The  only  reply  our  hero  made  to  these  words  was  to  w; 
out  of  the  room  abruptly.  ,.,    ^  .     *u- 

All  the  same,  worked  upon  in  a  high  degree  by  this  i 
paralleled  stroke  of  fortune,  Mrs.  Broke  could  not  forb. 
to  exult  Her  old  detached  habit  of  mind  had  been  a  gc 
deal  mitigated  of  late  by  a  vital  succession  of  circumstanc 
For  the  moment  she  declined  resolutely  to  look  at  the  d; 
side  of  the  picture  as  represented  by  Broke's  attitude. 
was  enough  that  the  immediate  sordid  exigencies  cast  up 
them  by  the  crying  need  of  mere  pounds  and  shillings  v 
allayed  for  ever.  And  what  a  door  was  opened  !  Rec( 
cUiation  was  bound  to  follow  inevitably,  if  Broke  contmi 
to  be  a  human  being.  In  the  first  flush  of  her  enthusias 
eratitude  it  seemed  to  this  woman  and  mother  thai 
beneficent  providence  had  deliberately  and  dramatics 
selected  the  most  effectual  means  of  saving  them  all  ir 
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ruin,  and  at  the  same  time  of  restoring  to  her  two  of  the  so- 
cherished  children  of  her  heart.  For,  enthusiasm  still 
taking  its  head  in  her,  she  allowed  herself  to  foresee  that  the 
moment  Broke  was  obliged  to  extend  his  sanction  to  the 
one  child,  he  would  also  be  obliged  to  extend  it  to  the 
other. 

under  the  spur  of  her  excitement,  Mrs.  Broke  lost  no  time 
in  going  to  the  little  cottage  on  the  hill  to  communicate 
the  wonderful  news.  But  even  as  she  entered  it  she  was 
conscious  that  the  atmosphere  in  which  the  small  place 
was  enveloped  was  in  strange  contrast  to  the  great  joy  in 
her  own  heart.  For  there  was  ever  the  pall  of  desolation 
on  that  place  now.  The  light  had  gone  out  of  the  lives 
of  the  two  lonely  women.  Their  brief  dream  of  happiness 
had  vanished  all  too  soon.  For  all  the  pure  and  free  airs  of 
the  countryside  the  young  wife  seemed  to  grow  frailer 
every  day.  1  he  fount  of  all  inspiration  in  her  life  was  dry  ; 
and  in  her  spirit  was  the  knowledge  that  it  would  not  be 
allowed  to  flow  again. 

Night  and  day  was  she  haunted  with  the  conviction  that 
she,  and  she  only,  had  wrought  the  ruin  of  him  who  was 
more  to  her  than  life.  Al.  ^wittingly  had  she  done  this 
for  no  nicer  reason  than  tiie  gratification  of  herself. 
Whenever  that  thought  recurred  to  her — and  not  a  day, 
not  a  night  passed,  but  what  it  did— she  was  overborne  with 
self-loathing.  It  was  by  this  unconsidered  act  of  hers 
that  her  lover  had  become  a  social  leper,  outcast  for  ever 
from  his  friends.  He  had  called  down  upon  his  head  the 
implacable  displeasure  of  a  father  whose  pride  in  him  for- 
irerly  had  been  so  great,  wounded  his  kind  mother  to  the 
heart,  alienated  the  love  of  the  fondest  sisters  in  the  world, 
all— all  to  gratify  a  wretched  and  impotent  being  who 
in  the  sum  of  things  was  of  no  account.  Introspections 
of  this  kind  grew  too  indescribably  bitter.  The  impress 
of  the  cruel  claws  they  bore  could  be  counted  daily  on  the 
delicate  flesh. 

When  Mrs.  Broke  came  to  the  cottage  that  memorable 
mommg  ol  the  late  November,  and  opened  the  door, 
aunt  and  niece  were  seated  at  a  table  before  a  neat  bright 
fire.  They  were  reading  a  letter  that  had  recently  arrived 
from  South  Africa,  although  both  could  have  repeated  every 
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word  of  it  by  heart  already.  Upon  the  entrance  oi  tli 
benefactress  they  rose  immediately.  Mrs.  Broke  went  o 
to  the  fireside  and  kissed  her  daughter-in-law  in  a  fash 
of  strange  tenderness. 

"  I  have  brought  great  news  for  you,  my  dear  child — 
so  great !  " 

"  I— I  think  we  know  it,  ma'am,  already,"  said  Mi 
Sparrc'v,  with  a  certain  triumph  in  her  timidity. 

"  Surely  not,  my  dear  Miss  Sparrow.    The  lawyers  co 
hardly  have  written  to  you,  as  they  do  not  know  y 
address.    Still,  they  may  have  found  it  out ;  lawyers 
very  clever." 

"  Oh,  no,  ma'am,  not  the  lawyers.  Mr.  William  wi 
to  us  himself." 

"  But  surely,  my  dear  Miss  Sparrow,  he  can  hardly  kr 
of  it  yet." 

"  Oh  yes,  ma'am,  here  it  is  written  in  his  own  ha 
writing.  Is  not  this  the  great  news  that  you  me 
ma'am  ?  Promotion  has  come  to  him  very  quickly,  ha 
not  ?  considering  it  is  only  about  a  month  since  he  rejoi 
the  army  as  a  private  soldier.  But  they  are  very  quid 
the  army.  They  soon  find  out  what  a  man  is  worth,  i 
have  heard  my  Uncle  Edward  say." 

The  old  woman  placed  Billy's  letter  into  the  hands  of 
mother  in  proud  confirmation  of  this  fact.  She  indicr 
a  preg.  .nt  passage  with  her  finger.  It  ran  :  "  I  am  nc 
full-blown  sergeant  in  the  Rhodesian  Light  Horse.  1 
not  so  bad,  is  it  ?  seeing  that  I  was  a  trooper  for  only  at 
nine  days.  If  I  go  on  at  this  rate  I  shall  be  commandii 
division  of  cavalry  in  a  year  !  " 

Mrs.  Broke  successfully  repressed  her  pity. 

"  The  news  I  have  brought  you  is  better  even  t 

that." 

Aunt  and  niece  looked  at  her  in  meek  bewilderment, 
allowed  them  time  to  enjoy  their  delicious  thrills  of  expe 

tion.  , 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say,  ma'am,  they  have  made 
a  trooD  sergeant-major  already,"   said  the  excited 
Sparrow.  "  Because,  if  they  have,  ma'am,  I  call  it  won 
ful.    My  Uncle  Edward  came  to  be  a  troop  sergeant-m 
in  the  Dragoon  Guards,  but  it  took  him  years  and  y< 
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It  is  very  wonderful  if  they  have,  for  all.  ma'am,  that  Mr. 
William  IS  such  a  wonderful  gentleman." 

"No.  my  dear  Miss  Spanow.  it  is  somcthini:  even  better 
A  letter  arrived  this  morning  to  tell  us  that  he  had  come  into 
a  great  fortune,  quite  unexpectedly.  There  is  no  reason 
tor  him  now  to  stay  away  from  you  another  day  What 
do  you  say  to  that  ?     Is  it  not  glorious  news  >  " 

Aunt  and  niece  folded  their  hands  ujx^n  their  bosom«i 
simultaneously,  and  in  the  same  manner.  The  oldTun? 
began  to  weep  softly,  which  is  still,  ,H.^rhaps.  the  only  true 
incthod  of  expressing  female  joy.  In  the  bright  eves  of 
tn^mece  was  a  hungry  radiance.    But  her  lips^ere  com- 

"Come,  my  dear  child,"  said  Mrs.  Broke,  "  J  am  sure 
you  will  rejoice.  But  I  wish  I  could  see  you  looking  a  litUe 
happy.  For  I  am  sure  he  will  come  back  at  once°  and  il 
will  not  be  necessary  for  you  ever  to  be  parted  from  one 
another  again."  *  ""^ 

"  He  will  never  come  back,"  said  the  young  wife  with  a 
desolate  quietude.  b  »»»«-,  wiin  a 

"  That  is  very  wrong,  my  dear  child.  We  must  not  have 
you  talk  so.  You  are  a  little  depressed ;  you  mu^t  K 
up  your  strength  as  much  as  you  can.  I  hope  you  have  drunk 

-1?"  P°'   ^^"^^  T"-     5°^"^  '""^^  is  ^o-^ing  to-day  " 
The  frail  child  shook  her  head.  ^ 

"  What  can  have  put  these  morbid  thoughts  into  vour 
poor  head.  I  wonder  ?   You  must  banish  these  dark  fandes 
especiaUy  at  a  time  like  this,  when  you  require  X  he 
courage  you  can  summon."  ^  ^"® 

♦K^l^'^i^^  r""^.  ^'^*^  ^^°^^  ^^^  head.    She  pressed  a 
thm  hand  on  her  side.  pie^sea  a 

f.i'ic^  ^T  5°f?^th'"g  here  in  my  heart."  she  said,  "  that 
tells  me  he  will  never  return.    As  soon  as  this  terrible  war 

put'h  me."    ''"  '^''^'^  •"  ^'•'^  ''^y  "-^  intended  ?o 
;;  But  why  should  He  punish  you,  my  poor  child  ?  " 
Because  I  have  been  so  wicked  ;   because  in  trying  to 
gam  my  own  happiness  I  have  marred  that  of  o  Kr^^ 

^ut^m^Si?^  ""^'  ^"^^  ^"^  "°^'-  -  --y^y 

"Who  has  put  these  foolish  and  cruel  fancies  into  your 
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mind,   my  dear  one?    What  mischievous  nonsense  . 

*^''Thev  have  all  come  there  secretly  out  of  my  ow 
thouehte  I  was  bUnd  at  first,  blind  with  love ;  but  m 
ev^are  open  now.  and  I  can  see.    I  have  rumed  nj 

hS^d;  Sd  just  to  gratify  ^yj^.s^^ZL^e 
brought  a  horrid  sorrow  on  him  and  his.  Only  tcowe 
An  T  know  what  will  be  the  end.  .     ,     tt    • 

'•  Yorhusband  is  anything  but  ruined.  He  ^^  "ow 
very  rich  man  indeed  ;  and  I  am  going  to  write  to  him  he 
^ow  froi^his  own  house,  to  tell  him  o  his  ^ing^^  g^ 
fortune  J^  tell  him  of  the  condition  of  his  wife,  and  that  h 
IffaTrs  require  his  immediate  presence  in  England.  Cc 
tou  find  me  a  pen  and  ink  and  writing-paper  and  an  e 
lllo^mi  Sp^ow  ?    You  can  then  see  exactly  wh 

^  "wwi  a  finely  feminine  disregard  for  the  circumstanc 
in  whch  Billy  wL  at  that  moment  placed,  Mrs.  Broke  w  ro 
w  letter.  Her  commands  were  very  peremptory.  H 
Ssence  was  breaking  the  heart  of  h^^^  wife  f  o  b 
the  sorest  need  of  him.  She  informed  him  that  a  su 
of  two  hundred  and  seventy  thousand  pounck  had  be 
kfttohimfromawhollyunexpected  quarter  Sheomittt 
however  to  put  a  name  to  the  source  whence^*/^" 
men  she  had  composed  this  production  she  read  it  alo 
to  the  two  white-faced  women.  She  was  desirous  firir 
to  mprel  their  minds  with  the  fact  that  this  rare  pu 
of  good  fortune  had  actually  come  to  pass,  and  that  th 
days  of  repining  would  soon  be  at  an  end 

''There;  my  dear  child,  you  can  read  it  for  youra 
YouVhSl'sta^     he  envelope     And  for  his  ^e  and  t 
of  another  vc         ist  try  to  be  happy  and  of  good  ta 
untirhlcomes  >n  intoShis  little  room     It  means  b 
short  week  or  two  of  waiting.    Think  of  tnat— on^y 
short  week  or  two  ;  and  put  away  your  morbid  fancies. 
Alice  shook  her  head  in  despair. 
"God  will  know  how  to  punish  me,"  was  her  reply. 
In  spite  of  herself  Mrs.  Broke  was  oppressed.     Uef 
posL?ion  in  the  child's  mind  haunted  Jer  no^xthst^^^^ 
♦he  Dowerful  revival  of  her  optimism  by  that  days  ne 
It  hKmed  as  though  at  last  their  luck  had  begun 
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turn.  But  the  mood  in  which  she  had  found  Alice  had 
done  much  to  dispel  the  illusion.  There  was  an  air  of 
finality  with  which  she  predicted  the  event  she  foresaw  as 
though  it  had  already  come  to  be. 

Indeed,  with  Alice  the  happy  and  significant  circum- 
stance that  had  summoned  Mrs.  Broke  to  her  did  not  weigh, 
however  Billy's  mother  might  magnify  it  and  insist  upon 
it.  The  outbreak  of  war  in  South  Africa,  coming  at  such 
a  period  in  her  life,  dominated  her  completely  with  the 
sense  of  its  inexorable  purpose.  Her  obsession  was  such 
that  to  her  it  seemed  that  millions  of  persons  had  been 
plunged  into  anguish  that  one  erring,  obscure  soul  in  a 
remote  country  cottage  might  be  visited  with  the  im- 
placable justice  that  was  her  merit. 
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Rien  n'est  sacre  pour  un  sapeur 

WE  come  now'  to  a  week  in  December  when  not  onl] 
Covenden  and  its  family,  but  every  citizen  in  tha 
consummate  kingdom  of  Great  Britain  and  Birminghan 
was  precipitated  into  the  vortex  of  panic. 

It  was  at  its  height  when  Mrs.  Broke  and  Lady  Boske 

chanced  to  foregather  and  discussed  the  only  possible  topic 

"  I  do  not  know  whether  you  have  heard,  Jane,"  sai( 

Lady  Bosket,  with  a  rather  complacent  air,  "  that  Charle 

is  trying  to  get  out  to  South  Africa." 

Mrs.  Broke  smiled. 

"  I  have  heard  of  It.  But  I  daresay,  Emma,  you  are  no 
aware  that  the  ambition  is  common  to  our  staid  and  sobe 
Edmund." 

"  I  am  sure  it  does  Edmund  great  credit,  although  or 
would  hardly  have  suspected  it.  One  would  have  said  h 
would  have  been  quite  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  b 
capable  of  self-sacrifice." 

"  Colenso  finished  him.  He  has  told  the  War  Office  an 
the  dep6t  that  he  will  go  out  in  any  capacity  if  only  the 
will  take  him.  But  I  am  reposing  the  fullest  confidence  i 
his  age.  What  ridiculous  creatures  men  are  !  You  se^ 
Emma,  I  am  not  afraid  to  quote  you.  That  is  an  origin 
aphorism  of  yours,  I  believe." 
The  authoress  purred. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is  too  much  to  hope  that  Charles'  cham 
is  brighter,"  she  said  wistfuUy.  "  One  would  be  so  than 
ful  if  he  contrived  to  dedicate  the  smallest  portion  of  t 
long  and  useless  life  to  the  service  of  his  coimtry.    Bi 
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only  too  keenly  does  one  apprehend  that  even  if  the  doctors 
pass  him  on  the  score  of  age,  he  wiU  be  disqualified  bv  a 
constitution  undermined  by  drink.  But  I  must  say.  lane 
that  your  tone  wounds  one  a  little.  Do  you  wish  one  to 
infer  that  you  are  ar  ous  that  Edmund  should  not  fulfil 
his  obligation  to  his  coi,..try  ?  " 

"Of  course  one  does  not  pretend  to  your  fits  of 
expression  my  dear,  but  one  could  sometimes  wish  vou 
adopted  a  less  controversial  method  of  employing  them  " 

bridlin  ^°''   '"^^"'    -^^"^  ■  "  ^^'"^   *^^  authoress, 

Mrs.  Broke's  smile  assumed  an  inscrutable  quality  but 
she  did  not  reply.  Lady  Bosket,  feeling  that  it  was  impos- 
sible for  her  sister-in-law  to  make  one,  warmed  to  the 
tnero'^     She  said — 

"It  behoves  every  man  and  woman  in  this  country  to 
contnbute  something  to  the  new  and  beautiful  idea  we' 
caU  Iniperialism.  I  understood  you  to  say.  Jane,  that  you 
trusted  Edmund  was  too  old  to  go  to  the  Front.  How  w" 
any  Englishwoman  talk  in  that  way  ?  I  hope.  Jane  you 
are  not  a  Little  Englander."  ^    ^       '  ^ 

Jli^^'^^'FH^^^'  ^'^"  ^°P®  piously  that  I  am  not  a 
pro-Boer,    said  her  demure  sister-in-law. 
"  I  do,  indeed,  Jane,  but  I  have  my  fears." 

.r^^}J^  ^^^^^^'  "y  ^^^'■'  ^*  's  inevitable  that  I  should 
embody  at  least  one  of  the  cant  terms  which  are  going 

l^^t^^^f  K^^r^"'  ?"™^'  ^"  y^"'-  capa^ty  L  an 
arch-moulder  of  public  opinion,  do  you  not  think  it  some- 
tlimg  of  a  pity  that  as  a  nation  we  are  so  conspicuously 
w  ?f  T-*  ^^^  of  proportion  ?  It  seems  to  me,  I  confess, 
that  that  IS  where  the  national  absence  of  humour  is  to  be 
aeplored.  It  safeguards  us  from  many  things,  but  it  has 
always  seemed  to  me  that  we  lose  a  little  too.'' 

Jane,  I  must  say  that  this  tone  of  flippancy  at  such  a 
^SkingT  ""^  "  ''  °"'  °^  place,  is  indeed  a  little 

to"rnn^".^T  ^^P'^ee^n^ble  Standpoint,  Emma.  I  am  bound 
to  concede  that  you  are  perfectly  right ;  from  my  own 
^mewhat  more  speculative  one  the  side  of  the  qu^s^tioT? 
venture  to  put  before  you  is  not  wholly  indefensible." 
wnolly,  Jane,  wholly,  I  can  assure  you." 
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"  I  bow,  my  dear,  of  course,  to  your  impregnabUitv 
but  I  would  that  some  blessed  gift  of  heaven  could  bi 
vouchsafed  to  us  by  which  we  could  be  saved  occasionall; 
from  ourselves.  One  hardly  likes  to  see  the  entire  king 
dom  of  Great  Britain  and  Birmingham  surrendering  itsel 
cheerfully  to  the  ridiculous," 

Mrs.  Broke's  smile  broadened  steadily,  to  the  frank  dis 
mav  of  her  gifted  relation.  Broke  and  Lord  Bosket  entere 
the  room  at  this  critical  moment,  however,  and  averte 
any  further  amenities  that  were  likely  to  ensue  betwee 
them.  It  seemed  that  both  these  gentlemen  had  been  tha 
dav  to  place  their  services  at  the  disposal  of  their  countr: 
A  little  ruefully  they  had  to  (.onfess  that  their  country  ha 
shown  no  dispositibn  to  accept  them. 

"Thev  are  letting  callow  and  puny  understrappers  g 
out."  Broke  complained,  "but  they  will  have  none  of 
pai^  of  grown  and  seasoned  men  like  Charles  and  myself, 

Mrs  Broke  made  no  secret  of  her  somewhat  whimsic 
reUef  Lady  Bosket,  on  the  contrary,  proceeded  immed 
ately'to  launch  a  crushing  diatribe  against  the  unreasonab 
and  arbitrary  behaviour  of  the  War  Office. 

"  I  certaiiJy  cannot  pretend  to  be  surprised  about  Charle 

It  would  be  affectation  to  say  that  I  am.  I  q^^ije  e^Pf  ^t* 
it  but  I  can  assure  him  that  he  has  only  hirnself  to  blam 
But  you,  Edmund,  are  so  different.  It  stnkes  one  as  tl 
verv  height  of  the  absurd  that  they  should  decline  the  se 
vic4  of  a  temperate,  healthy,  and  wholesome  perso. 

^'^So  Undoes,"  said  Broke  bitterly.    "  They  say  we  a 

^'  As  though  a  man  can  ever  be  too  old  to  place  his  se 
vices  at  the  disposal  of  his  country !  How  much  long; 
I  would  ask,  are  we  going  to  tolerate  this  monstrous  VV 
Office  ?    It  is  as  incompetent  as  our  so-called  generals. 

"  I ah — beg  your  pardon." 

"  I  said.  Edmund,  that  the  War  Office  is  as  incompete 
as  our  so-called  generals." 

"  i_ah— must  beg  to  differ,  Emma,  •     ,   i 

This  concise  statement  took  our  autocratic  lady 
surprise.    In  this  house,  whatever  her  opinions,  they  we 
unquestioned.    But  Broke's  opposition  was  explicit.    1 
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measure  of  his  resentment  was  expressed  by  the  oddest 
sternness  in  his  tone. 
"  You  must  pardon  my  bluntness,  Emma.  I  know  I— 
~^  f  Jl^^f  pan-it  is-ah-natural  to  me-but  state- 
ments of  this  kind  cannot  pass  unchallenged.  At  s  time 
like  this  we  ought  to  recognize  that  the  generals  at  the— ah 
-Front  are  doing  their  best.  They  are  serving  the  coun- 
try to  the  best  of  their  abihty." 
^  J  Hear,   hear,"    said   Lord  Bosket.    "My  sentiments 

T  .If  R^T  ?°°'"  ^^'*  '  ^  ''^'■y  "'"^^  ^b^'ity '  "  interjected 
Lady  Bosket  venomously.    It  was  coming  to  something 

^"'.S^.""^  *°  undertake  to  break  a  lance  with  her. 

Their  best  none  the  less,"  said  Broke  with  an  increasing 
sternness.  A  debt  of  gratitude  is  due  from  each  one  of 
us  personally  for  their  efforts  on  our  behalf  " 

;•  So  it  is,  damn  it  so  it  is  !  "  said  Lord  Bosket  earnestly, 
lad  ^^^        ^         criticism,  I  should  hope,"  said  his 

"  It  if  to  our  eternal  dishonour  if  they  are  not,  allow  me 
to  say  "  said  Broke,  with  an  approach  to  vehem;nce. 

..J.  ^A  ''i^P^^  •!?  ^^""^  ""y  intelligence  impeached  by 
yours,  Edmund,  'said  our  patriotic  lady,  suddenly  becom- 
ing  very  angry  indeed.  ' 

H.nf'i?^v''^°T''^[:  *T  °?f  '"^  ^  ^^y'  ^^s  ruffled.  The  very 
depths  of  disloydty  had  been  touched.    To  call  in  question 

Hp  T^^u    ?u  *^^  T^'  '^  ^  '^"Sle  detail  was  imperriissible. 

Sfnc  ^f%i!  4  /°S"^°'"^  *yP^  °*  P^'^o"  by  whom  the 
hons  of  the  British  Army  were  led  to  death  and  glory. 

In  the  meantime  Lord  Bosket  and  Mrs.  Broke  were 
enjoying  keenly  this  pretty  little  difference  between  our 
two  ardent  patriots. 

"  Let  'ena  fight  it  out,"  said  Lord  Bosket  impartially  to 

oi  fI'-  h  ^u  1"^'''  ^'^  ^^^^  ^'"^  ^  bit,  but  my  money's 
I.n^T'^K  "u '.^'  *°"Sh  as  a  nail.  He  don't  speak 
often,  but  when  he  does  he  gets  a  bull's  eye.  ThemissS 
Lt?''"'r  sparrer   lighter  and  smarter^nd  can  sSfl 

pm  sh  b2t"tl'r^'%?"*  ^.^""^'j  S°*  "^°^^  ^^^'"i"^  ^"d  can 
punish  better.    It's  a  thousand  to  five  on  Edmund." 

intelSlpf !;frl'  f^  a  disgrace.  They  have  not  the 
mtelligence  of  Charles  and  the  girls.    They  are  making  us 
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the  laughing-stock  of  Europe.  Already  they  have  tar 
nished  our  glorious  traditions,  and  if  they  are  allowed  t( 
go  on  they  will  ruin  the  empire." 

"  It  is  a  scandal  that  people  should  be  allowed  to  sa; 
this  kind  of  thing  openly.  They— ah— would  not  stand  it  ii 

Germany."  „    ,   ,  a    ^ 

Lady  Bosket's  voice  went  higher  as  Broke  s  grew  a^pei 
One  was  a  scream,  the  other  a  growl.  Long  ago  had  ou 
intrepid  lady  recovered  from  the  nervous  breakdow 
which  had  followed  a  certain  encounter  with  her  spous< 
although,  to  be  sure,  she  had  never  been  quite  the  sam 
woman  since.  But  having  no  physical  arguments  to  appn 
hend  in  this  instance— a  contingency  nghtly  to  be  dreaae 
by  the  most  redoubtable  professors  of  the  inteUectual— st 
was  able  to  be  quite  sufficiently  valiant.  She  stood  h( 
ground  with  the  consciousness  of  a  sublime  purpo^.  ir 
occasion  was  too  grave  for  the  mouths  of  true-born  Englisl 
women  to  be  stopped  with  dust.  She  hoped  Edmund  ha 
seen  her  letter  to  the  Spectator. 

Our  hero  was  really  angry.    He  felt  he  was  to  blame  1< 
allowing  himself  to  be  drawn  into  argument  on  a  sacn 
topic  by  irresponsible  and  illiterate  women.    He  could  n( 
think  what  the  Government  was  about  to  permit  the  circi 
lation  of  this  sort  of  blasphemy.    Our  fine  constitution 
edifice  was  endangered  by  such  an  immoral  freedom 
speech.    That  was  the  worst  of  an  absolutely  free  countr 
It  had  no  control  over  the  most  vicious  forms  of  ignoranc 
There  were  numbers  of  persons  dweUing  in  the  isl^id  at  + 
hour  whose  opinions  were  so  repugnant  that  he  keei. 
regretted  he  did  not  enjoy  the  privilege  of  being  able 
commit  them  to  prison  with  hard  labour.  ^  „  ,.i 

"  Emma,"  said  our  heated  gentleman,     you  talk  like 

pro-Boer."  ,      ,     .  j  i  j 

"  You  are  one,  Edmund,"  said  our  no  less  heated  lady. 
Their  argument  having  been  conducted  to  this  success! 
phase,  Mrs.  Broke  deemed  it  time  to  intervene.    She  part 
the  combatants  with  her  customary  smihng  gallantry. 

"ExceUent!    Excellent!    Charles,    I    think   you  v. 
concur  with  me  in  the  decision  that  honours  are  easy, 
drawn  battle.    At  the  present  moment  the  coroprehensi 
term  '  pro-Boer '  clearly  defines  the  limits  of  our  conti 
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dusto'i  towhlfh^-1.  ^"'  '''°«"^^^  ''  ^  *h«  i^^vitable  con- 
Sect  «^1?      argument  tends.    The  most  speculative 

Nation  T  *  T^^''^^  °*  ^"y  ""^'■^  d^^tic  or  final  termi 
nation.  I  was  called  a  pro-Boer  this  morning  bv  Edmund  • 
Edmund  IS  called  a  pro-Boer  this  afternoon  E|  Emma  and 
this  evening  I  have  a  presentiment  that  all  theTi'r  Lr 

Si  oT V"  *^^  "if  ^^^J  household.wir reS^^"STbody 
because  of  Emma's  decided  pro-Boer  tendencies  Th^ 
universa  trend  is  in  the  direction  of  the  pro  Sir  6ne 
foresees  the  time  is  at  hand  when  the  only  p?oplf  remain^ne 
m  the  wor  d  who  are  not  pro-Boer  are  theX^VSsdve"^ 

i^  ^  Ts  cSrlf"'"^^'  *°  ^^?P  ^h^t  *^«  teSmphes 
in  all  Its  comprehensiveness,  unless  it  is  merely   a   con- 

01  Old,  or  Papist,  or  Jesuit,  or  Heretic,  or  Prick-eared 
Knave   whose  sole  purpose  it  was  to  enable  everv  Sf 

soTad'^^^"^"'\?^^"  *°  '^^^^  G°d  L  wasro7qS  e 
so  bad  as  his  neighbour.  From  the  beginning  we  w?re  a 
nation  of  Pharisees ;  the  Saxons,  the  Dines  and  ?hrNo.- 
mans  who  have  gone  to  form  it  were  animated  wUh  this 

upon  their  contemporaries."  ^  "umy 

Mrs.  Broke  was  able  to  separate  the  combatants  •  and 
had  to  endure  the  lot  which  befalls  those  whoTndertake 
such  philanthropic  offices.  Their  forces  were  Dror^ntlv 
united  against  her.    With  considerable  liercenei  a^nSS 

do  bill^t\"P°"-  ■i^^'^f  ^^"^^"  °P'"^d  that  she  would 
levitv  T,H  ^«"^P,«l^^"t  'f  she  could  not  speak  without 
an  oSr.i;  ?^  ^°K^'*  considered  that  her  sentiments  were 
an  outrage  upon  human  nature. 

with'mlJkKr^eXi'. "  *'^^  ^"  '  "  ^^'^  ^°^^  ^^^^^ 

occlsion'fh^?  Observed  that  this  was  the  first  and  only 
occasion  that  our  friend  was  ever  known  to  confirm  JL 
opmion  expressed  by  his  wife.  Misfortune  mafes  s™nS 
S "S^raST^  T  ^^^°"^"S  "-k  in  DefembS 
S aSur^  1       ^  K^'!  ^y  ?  ^"^^  commando  which  our 

S   Srn£  ^oJ^estic  amb  lay  down  together. 
Mrs.  Broke  was  much  too  adroit  to  permit  a  state  of 
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thiiun  that  had  welded  aU  sects  and  classes  of  the  com- 
Sy^toTcommon  bond  of  feeling  to  pa« jnAou^ 
mlwnff  an  attf'npt  to  utilize  it  for  her  pnvate  ends.  A 
UttKte^  ^hHord  and  Lady  B<^ket  had  left,  this  emi- 
nent  tactician  turned  to  her  husband. 
"  There  is  one  circumstance.  Edmund,  that  I  teel  you 

°trok:£7ihe^K^c  bi:.S°S'many  generations  in 
hiiSSuth'i'd.Skedhisf'reathinthesh^-ico^^th^^^^^ 
announcement.     In  a  momentary  sp^m  <rf  ^T 
oain  he  held  up  his  hand  to  stay  the  words  o*  J»;^«-  ,, 
^""it  is  iSdei  Edmund.    He  is  our  boy.  and  you  shall 

hear  " 

She  moved  betwefen  our  hero  and  the  door. 

"  You  must  not."  he  said  in  a  hollow  tone. 

The  wearv  impotence  impUed  m  it  was  a  htUe  piteous. 
Mrs  bX  sTfS  from  being  arrested  by  t.  grew  more 
SSofaSef'  mre  was.  a  latent  sense  o?  tnumph  m  h^^^^ 
He  had  made  an  admission  that  her  snafts  were  going 
hnme  •  her  success  put  her  in  better  courage. 
^He  eS^a^trooper  in  the  Rhode^an  Light  Horse. 
He  S  Sen  promoted  akeady  to  the  rank  of  sergeant. 

"  WeuT"  gSped  our  herS  involuntarily,  in  spite  of 
himself. 

T^:^o^d  themselves  standing  face  to  face,  looldngmto 
the  undenting  eyes  of  one  another.  Both  had  refused  to 
%ZckTLl  Thecloselips  of  the  one  f  d  Ae  hai:d 
^ort  breathing  and  the  convulsive  breast  of  the  other,  who 
was  the  woman,  told  a  tale. 

"  He  is  our  boy."  she  said  defiantly.  j  ^^^ 

oS  iero  turned  his  back  on  her  sudderiy  and  com- 
pletely :  he  had  managed  to  recover  possession  of  him 

self. 

"Our boy. Edmund."  ,    ,  .. 

He  walked  away  from  her  to  the  farthest  end  of  the 
larRe  r^  She  f oUowed  him  up  and  took  him  by  «^e 
Sfw  S;  coat.  The  courage  she  had  rece-ved  from  his 
momentary  confession  of  weakness  was  stiU  m  her. 

"I  will  not  be  put  off.  Edmund.  I  insist  that  you  hear 
ard  mSk  what  I  have  to  say.    Your  boy,  your  son.  .s 
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ja^ng  his  country  in  the  manner  that  his  fathers  have 
done  before  him  these  many  a  hundred  years.  You  S^l 
not  overlook  that  as  long  as  I  have  a  tongue." 
womf n  oOK"""^"ff  r*  ^^'  time-honoured  r61e  of  austere 
rL  Tt^L  ^TH*°  *^"  ^°^  ^'"^^  °f  heaven  long  ^o. 
ij^  °f  *^''  *^°°"'  *^«  ^b^«  reserves  of  on!  X 
had  posed  so  long  as  a  high  priestess  of  her  distined^ed 

S  ^'e^S^'h^K-!"  r^u  '^^''^  ^^  ^«"'  howeverXugh 
2n?.  ?t  *K  ^?^  self-scrutiny  left  in  her  to  cau^e  her  to 
wmce  at  the  thought  that  she  was  groveUing  before  a 

ftj^r  '"''"^  ^^"^^  ^^^  Passing^nd  repLS^^e? 
cciliSi'.^^'**^"^  ^'  °^'°'^'  ^*"""^' '"  *^«  «^i<^e  of  Ws 
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Barbed  Wire 

^I^HAT  was  not  a  fortunate  Christm^  for  the^mi! 
I  of  Covenden.  On  the  eve  of  the  annual^est^v 
thtre  occurred  one  of  those  incidents  that  do  ^  mucn 
irreconcile  us  to  the  conditions  of  tenure  ot  o^^^ 
lot  Wanton  accidents  intervene  o^casionaUy  in  the  we 
ordered  scheme  of  hfe,  for  no  better  purpose  as  ^^  a^s  « 
so-limited  vision  will  allow  us  to  judge,  than  the  knc^k 

a  thousand  to  five  there  would  ha   *«;"  »<•  "T  1 

^^^FSh^'pr^S'iMast  night,  Uncle  Charles,'- 
Joa:thos{pndeinthatojnnisc.^^^^^^^^ 

SHaS£^'.»?t=s 
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Lord  Bosket  drank  his  whisky  with  an  additional 
satisfaction. 

"  Wonderful  eye  you've  got  for  the  weather,  Edmund. 
It's  a  gift.  I  can  never  read  the  sijms  like  that,  although 
I  have  hved  in  the  country  all  my  life,  the  same  as  you 
have.  I  believe  these  httle  gells  have  got  it  too.  It^s  a 
gift,  just  the  same  as  an  eye  for  the  work  of  hounds.  You've 
all  got  that.  I  believe  any  one  of  you  little  gells  would 
hunt  the  pack  better  than  I  could  myself." 

"  Oh  no,  Uncle  Charles,"  they  cried  in  a  flattered  and 
delighted  chorus.    "  That  would  be  impossible." 

]]  But  you'd  hunt  it  as  well,  what  ?  " 

*|  Oh,  no.  Uncle  Charles,  we  are  sure  we  could  not." 
^  "  I  am  damned  if  I  am,"  said  their  uncle  proudly. 
"  There  is  not  a  hound  in  the  pack  whose  note  you  don't 
know  three  fields  off ;  and  that  you  don't  know  what  he 
can  do  better  than  I  can.  Why,  if  they  were  mute  and  you 
were  in  bUnkers,  I'd  lay  a  thousand  to  five  you'd  tell 
every  one  of  'em  by  the  patter  of  their  feet." 

"  I  believf;  they  would,  Charles,"  said  their  father,  with 
an  approach  to  his  old  fond  and  indulgent  laugh. 

Their  father  and  their  uncle  were  fulsome  sometimes 
when  they  got  upon  this  topic.  They  were  just  the 
type  to  appeal  to  such  a  pair  of  sportsmen.  Their 
knowledge,  judgment,  and  total  subordination  to  the 
spirit  of  the  all-absorbing  business  had  conquered  even 
the  higher  criticism,  which  is  no  more  lenient  to  their 
sex  in  the  hunting-field  than  it  is  in  literature.  They 
rode  to  hunt ;  they  did  not  hunt  to  ride.  Their  appre- 
ciation of  the  abstruse  points  of  the  longest  and  most 
trying  run  would  have  done  credit  to  the  intelligence  of 
the  keenest  and  cleverest  huntsman  who  ever  earned  the 
horn.  They  did  not  ride  lo  hounds  for  the  purpose  of 
exhibiting  the  weaknesses  of  human  nature.  They  were 
as  full  of  tradition  as  the  name  they  carried.  They  had 
the  hereditary  knack,  improved  to  perfection — and  in  the 
hunting-field  there  is  such  a  thing  as  perfection — ^by  care, 
loving,  ever-vigilant  tutelage,  and  an  infinite  capacity  for 
taking  pains. 

The  result  was  the  grand  manner.    Just  as  the  prosaic 
art  of  writing  conceived  under  certain  skyey  influenres 
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and  reared  under  special  conditdona  may  achieve-  a  nob 

simplicity  of  style,  the  conduct  of  these  sportswomen j 

the  covert  side  had  a  similar  sigmficance.    It  was  a  ca 

of  art  concealing  art.    There,  as  f^^^y^'Jl-^^^J^' 

Uves.  they  were  perfecUy  quiet  and  self -effacing,  but  t 

qualities  that  lay  beneath  that  unemotional  extenor  car 

2ut  to  a  degree  that  yovi  would  not  have  thought  had  ; 

existence  in  such  commonplace  creatures.    They  obtain 

their  successes  so  simply  that  less  effective  members 

the  hunt  were  prone  to  attribute  their  knack  of  livi 

with  hounds  to  luck  as  much  as  to  judgment.    Ma 

persons  could  be  cited  in  support  of  this  theory  who  h 

}nofe  style,  more  dash,  more  horses  and   better,   m< 

ambition,  in  fact  more  everything,  including  a  more  vm 

determination  to  shine,  who  had  served  their  apprentic^l 

to  this  particular  country— and  a  mighty  difficult  coun 

too-before  these  children  were  bom,  nay,  who  had  e^ 

been  in  the  shires.    But  at  the  same  time  they  kr 

it  was  useless  to  pretend  that  they  took  aJiythmg  1 

the  rank  in  the  eyes  of  the  critics  as  that  taken  by  tn 

^^^BJ^^^thfy^ar?' classics,  and  that's  all  you  < 
sav"  was  the  verdict  of  General  Paunche,  fanulu 
known  as  "  HeU-fire  Harry,"  a  purple-faced  old  ruffi 
who,  in  the  service  of  his  country,  had  once  comman 
a  brigade  on  SaHsbury  Plain,  but  who,  in  the  servic( 
Diana,  had  broken  most  of  the  bones  in  his  body,  mcluc 
at  least  one  in  his  neck. 

What  wonder  was  it  that  they  provoked  the  ench, 
ment  and  envy  of  their  guardians  ?    Their  method 
the  perpetual  theme  of  their  father  and  theu:  Uncle  Cha 
And  to  our  hero,  at  least,  it  provided  a  mighty  argur 
in  support  of  his  theory  of  the  value  of  blood.       1  sh 
Uke  to  see  the  daughters  of  your  mushroom  people  ' 
their  judgment  of  country,"  was  a  speech  known  to  i 
fallen  from  his  lips.    And  often  enough,  when  ndmg  t 
in  the  company  of  his  brother-in-law.  m  the  sore 
ecstatic  satisfaction  of  a  punishing  day,  had  he  i 
"  Charles,  what  hands,  what  hands  !    They  make  a 
feel  like  a  bear  performing  on  horseback  in  a  cu-cus. 
can  make  horses  talk.    Genius,  I  call  it." 
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"Damn  it,  they'd  take  a  donkey  over  Leicestershire  " 
theu:  undo  would  reply.  ' 

It  niay  have  been  the  approach  of  the  Christmas  season, 
that  tune  of  glad  tidmgs  and  good  cheer,  which  rendered 
them  once  again,  for  one  brief  hour,  so  buoyant  of  spirit 
and  full  of  anticipation  of  the  pleasures  to  follow.    A .  they 
prepared  that  morning  to  set  forth  it  was  almost  like  old 
times*    Thus  far  the  winter  months  had  been  shorn  of 
mwiy  of  their  com?  nsations  by  the  pangs  of  bereavement ; 
fl^  ^^vf  l^-^'^^f^^  change  that  was  taking  phice  in  their 
father,  that  first  of  comrades  and  friends,  who,  ever  since 
they  could  recaU  his  familiar  and  beloved  figun  .  had  been 
the  mrot  cherished  possession  they  had  had  in  tl.   world. 
But  this  cold  raw  morning,  mellowed  a  httle  by  Uie  tardy 
appearance  of  the  sun,  the  total  subsidence  of  the  frost 
and  the  consequent  optimism  of  their  Und-   Charles   the 
gloom  was  Ufted  from  their  hearts  for  the  m,  ■  being' and 
even  theu-  father  seem  infected  in  a  measure  h^  che  prospect 
conjured  up  before  them.    Their  fresh  laughter  was  heard 
again  for  this  one  brief  instant,  their  eyes  were  seen  to 
sparkle  to  theu  uncle's  praises  ;  and  presently  they  saUied 
forth,  the  four  of  them  who  now  remained,  in  the  company 
°  •*?!!?■  P''°"^,^<1  indulgent  guardians  to  mret  Trotman 
with  the  hounds.    Even  their  mother,  who,  as  a  rule  took 
an  interest  so  perfunctory  in  their  exits  and  their  entrances 
?K    w  ,,  *^  manner  of  their  setting  out,  perhaps  a  UtUe 
thankfully    so  greatly  did  it  contrast  with  the  gloomy 
quietude  that  had  accompanied  them  all  that  winter 

Their  mother  noted  it  with  a  gleam  of  hope:  with  a 
gleam  of  hope  that  this  was  the  beginning  of  a  reversion 
to  somethmg  m  the  nature  of  the  old  order  of  things,  when 
theu-  spints  were  invariably  high  and  their  laughter  mfec- 
tious.  It  might  be  that,  in  the  elastic  fashion  of  youth,  they 
were  recovering  from  the  tragic  loss  of  Billy  and  DeUa 
and  the  marriage  of  Harriet,  which  all  that  season  had 
weighed  upon  them  so  heavily. 

StrengUiened  by  this  thought,  she  went  to  her  sitting 
room  and  surrendered  herself  to  a  stern  conflict  with 
Christmas  bills.  The  unequal  battle  she  had  waged  so 
long  with  unportunate  tradesmen  still  went  on  :  and  prew 
more  unequal  as  it  proceeded.    Whatever  the  devices  of 
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her  wit  or  the  suavity  of  her  accents^  they  now  declined 
lone^  to  be^put  off/ For  years  had  she  met  them  with 
anTdo^t^bE  tact ;  but  n'ow  she  was  forced  to  actoow- 
VHee  that  there  was  not  another  shot  left  in  her  locker. 
&  had  even  been  occasions  when  her  w^es  had  been 
emSoved  4h  effect  upon  the  epistolary  style  of  lawyer  ; 
K?  accumulation  oi  threats,  fulm^nations.  ^d  stolid 
rendeSiKS  of  account  that  this  mormng  she  was  called 
u^n  tollivey  filled  her  with  a  sense  of  the  unpotence  of 
KtiiggS  They  would  have  to  be  paid  at  once  or 
thev  must  submit  to  be  sold  up.  . 

Ke  was  stm,  however,  .ne  asset  remaimng.    It  wa^ 

the  CTeat  fortune  that  had  come  in  such  a  providential 

^W?n  to  Billy.    She  felt  she  could  count  on  ,^^°, 

o^ration  in  keeping  them  afloat.    At  the  last  mterviev 

?Kd  had  wUh  him  at  the  cottage,  immediately  pnor  tc 

Ss  Sling  forsouth  Africa,  he  had  expressed  lus  deej 

SS  to  her  for  the  services  she  hacf  rendered  to  hi 

^e     Even  as  she  recalled  this  fact  she  was  stung  by  tb 

Sd  natare  of  her  thoughts,  which  in  turn  shaped  tijen, 

S  ?nto  the  reflection  that  poverty  is  a  Ji^t  sord. 

ft!  <  Hphasine  thing.    But,  after  all,  she  could  hardly  t 

Zd  1o  SaltS^  for  herself.    Were  not  all  her  efforts  , 

Ae  interest  of  her  small  community,  and  therefore 

bJUf  of  Billy  himself  ?    Thus  at  that  moment,  mider  tl 

^W  a  huUatmg  need   she  supplemented  th^l^^^ 

Se  had  recently  written  to  her  son  m  the  name  of  his  wi 

Sth  a  personal  appeal  for  Ws  Pe?"f  °f^^°  ^^Jf  „S" 

nf  the  securities  that  now  belonged  to  him  to  tne  use 

;L  ftiSw  Covenden.  That  was  assuming  he  w^  n 

Sreadr  n  obedience  to  her  summons,  on  his  way  hon 

my  might  tTable  to  hold  out  if  he  returned  at  on 

ffif  hi  did  not.  and  «  he  failed  promptiy  to  tr^s 

his  authority,  they  would  be  compelled  to  mU  tne  c 

pLe  SeWes.  or  submit  to  its  being  sold  over  th 

"^e  composition  of  this  letter  gave  h^J,  gjeat  Pam. 
she  We  it!not  only  was  she  possessed  with  the  remoi^I 
StttSTof  Broke's  resentment  against  his  son.  but  ako 
S^ntment  of  the  mirac^o««  souire  whej^^  ^^^^ 
found  wealth  had  sprung.    She  felt  the  whole  matter 
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be  humiliating  and  ironical.  Therefore  she  wrote  with  a 
humed  copiousness  that  sprang  first-hand  from  her  nervous 
shame ;  and  hastily  enclosed  her  appeal  without  venturing 
to  read  a  Une  of  it.  * 

In  the  afternoon  she  again  addressed  herself  to  the  dis- 
entanglement of  their  affairs.  She  scrutinised  accounts 
examined  bankbooks,  and  summed  up  in  the  explicit 
value  of  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence  aU  their  soured  of 
revenue.  Unlet  farms  and  the  depreciation  of  agricultural 
values  told  too  sad  a  tale.  Without  the  assistance  of  poor, 
despised  old  Mr.  Breffit,  the  very  queerest  god  that  ever 
came  out  of  any  machine,  the  tottering  edifice  that  had 
braved  time  for  so  long  must  already  have  fallen  down. 
She  was  indomitable,  but  even  she  was  compelled  to  give 
m  before  such  a  marshalled  army  of  facts. 
Bf  She  was  still  poring  over  these  documents  in  the  last 
hour  that  remamed  of  the  grey  winter  dayhght,  when  she 
was  startled  by  the  sounds  of  a  horse  galloping  along  the 
carriage  drive.  Almost  immediately  she  caught  a  gUmpse 
of  a  horseman  flying  past  the  window  of  the  room  in  which 
she  sat.  A  httle  bewildered,  a  htUe  disconcerted  by  an 
incident  which  struck  her  as  decidedly  unusual,  she  waited 
rather  uneasily  for  its  development.  In  her  eminently 
practical  mmd  there  was  no  effect,  however  odd,  that  had 
not  an  intimate  relation  to  cause.  Therefore  she  had 
already  anticipated  the  appearance  of  the  butler  when  he 
came  to  her  a  minute  later,  somewhat  in  a  hurry,  it  would 
seem,  for  one  of  his  majestic  leisure. 

"  What  is  it,  Porson  ?  " 

There  was  a  keen  anxiety  in  her  tone. 

'I  One  of  the  second  whips  is  here  and  wishes  to  see  you, 
ma  am.    I— I  think  something  has  happened." 

I  will  see  him.    Will  you  please  bring  a  light  ?  " 

By  the  time  Porson  had  re-appeared  with  a  lamp  and 
tiie  room  had  been  invaded  by  a  breathless,  overheated  and 
muddy  presence,  Mrs.  Broke  had  a  clear  prevision  of  the 
worst,  and  was  prepared  to  support  a  recital  of  iti 
I  hope  it  is  not  a  fatal  accident." 

Her  decisive  air  frightened  the  bearer  of  the  news, 
mat  distressed  rustic  had  ridden  in  a  fever  of  anxiety 
and  aU  the  way  had  he  laboured  under  the  stress  of  hw 
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instructions.  He  was  to  go  as  fast  as  he  couJd  yet  at 
the  same  time  he  was  to  ureak.  as  far  bs  possible,  the  ti^gs 
of  misfortune  to  Mrs.  Broke.  He  had  not  revealed  a  word 
of  his  errand  as  yet,  but  it  would  seem  that  akeady  she 

knew  what  it  was.  ^^ 

"  No,  ma'am,  not  fatal  as  yet. 

"  Whirh  ?  "  she  asked,  numbed  as  by  a  blow. 

"  Can't  sav  ma'am ;  they're  all  alike  as  peas ;  can  t 
ten  t'^erTom  which.'  But  it  is  one  of  the  Miss  Brokes, 
ma'am;  although  Dr:  Walker  ^V^  V^^  J^  w  w^' 
Sarmed.  But  you  was  to  have  a  bed  made  up  for  her  ir 
tKbr'y  at  once,  although  you  was  to  be  sure  and  not  be 
Alarmed     They'll  be  here  in  a  bit. 

Without  waiting  Vo  hear  further  detaUs,  Mrs.  Broke  ranj 

*°"  K%orhtX'y  of  those  small  hospital  beds  in  th, 
house.  Mrs.  Smith."  she  said,  "  let  one  be  brought  down 
I?y?u  have  not.  please  improvise  one  with  mattresses  nea 

*^''  How  far  have  they  to  come  ?  "  she  then  asked  th 
bearfr^f  the  news.      "Do    you   thmk    they  will   b 

^^''^^Well.   ma'am,  they've  got  a  good  three 
happened  yon  side  Raisby.    And  they  11  be  slow, 
as  they  are  having  to  carry  her. 
"  Is  she  unconscious  ?  " 
"  Oh  yes,  ma'am." 

"  Broken  back  ?  "  ,       „ 

"  No,  it's  her  'ead,  ma'am,  her  pore  ead. 
The  bearer  of  the  tidings  burst  into  tears.    The  con 
posure  of  Mrs.  Broke  seemed  slightly  inhuman  by  con 
parison  with  his  agitation. 
"  Do  you  know  how  it  happened  ?  .        -, 

"  Barbed  wire,  ma'am,  that  there  barbed  wire^  E 
Walker  says  it's  murder.  The  pore  boss  come  down  ai 
br^\  back,  and  they  do  say.  ma'am,  the  pore  youi 
Sdy  pUched  on  'er  '.ea^  and  the  POfe  ho^.^tenvar 
rolled  ov-ver  'er.  I  didn't  see  it  myself,  and  I  m  thanki 
r^^t,  but  that's  how  it  happened,  so  tii3y  sag 
w^the  end  of  a  hard  day,  you  see,  ^a'am,  and  I  d^^ 
thVpore  boss  would  be  weakening  a  bit.  and  was  not  al 
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to  aUow  enough.  But  Dr.  Walker  says  it's  murder,  ma'am, 
and  beggin'  pardon,  so  it  is.  His  lordship's  about  out  of 
his  mind." 

The  grim  anticipations  in  the  heart  of  the  mother  had 
been  borne  out  by  this  grisly  narrative.  The  pleasure 
the  inadequately  educated  derive  from  the  recital  of  mis- 
fortune IS  very  great.  Accidents  to  them,  particularly  if 
they  seem  to  have  a  chance  of  being  reckoned  as  fatal,  are 
as  the  flower  of  the  mind.  So  do  they  cherish  them,  so 
do  they  take  them  to  their  hearts,  so  radiantly  are  they 
invested  in  their  charmed  imaginations  that  even  the  most 
irrevelant  details— and  in  such  cases  there  are  only  too  many 
—are  consecrated  by  the  dark  shadow  of  death.  The 
tendency  of  the  second-whip  to  pile  horror  upon  horror, 
most  of  which  he  had  acquu-ed  second-hand  from  equally 
fervent  raconteurs,  had  to  be  checked. 

Presently  Mrs.  Broke  went  to  superintend  the  arrange- 
ments m  the  library,  if  only  to  escape  further  unnerving 
commentary.  In  her  heart,  however,  there  was  no  hope. 
The  resolution  still  remained  to  her  of  setting  her  face 
steadfastly  against  all  species  of  self-deception,  even  at 
those  times  when  the  spirit  seems  no  longer  capable  of 
sustaining  its  burden.  A  sure  instinct,  as  powerful,  as 
irrefragable  as  the  tide  of  events  that  was  crushing  her  and 
hers  to  the  dust,  led  her  to  apprehend  the  worst.  There 
was  no  reason  to  assume  that  the  malevolence  which 
had  presided  over  their  affairs  during  the  last  twelve  months 
would  seize  an  occasion  of  this  kind  to  relent.  Cruel  as 
she  judged  the  nature  of  the  accident  to  be,  the  strain  of 
fatalism  that  misfortune  upon  misfortune's  head  had 
recently  induced  in  a  mind  formerly  so  wholesome,  formerly 
so  sane,  convinced  her  that  the  reaUty  would  prove  equally, 
doubly,  trebly  as  cruel.  It  was  too  plainly  identified 
with  that  which  had  been  pursuing  them.  Only  too  well 
did  she  recognize  the  Hand  whose  frequent  pleasure  it 
had  been  of  late  to  strike  out  from  the  shoulder  with  the 
fist  of  a  butcher  for  the  purpose  of  knocking  a  defenceless 
woman  to  pieces. 

The  hbrary  was  soon  set  in  readiness  against  the  time 
of  the  arrival,  and  afterwards  there  was  nothing  for  the 
shattered  woman  but  to  await. 

535 


.:  'I 


-n.% 


BROKE  OF   COVENDEN 

"  Do  you  know  which  it  i8,  ma'am  ?  "  said  the  house 

keeper. 
"  I  do  not."  ,       „ 

"  I  expect  it  will  be  Miss  Joan.        ^  ^  ,  „ 
••  Why,  Mrs.  Smith,  do  you  thmk  that  ? 
"  If  vou  happen  to  cherish  one  or  thmk  the  least  htU( 

bit  more  of  one  than  you  do  of  another,  that  is  the  om 

that  is  taken."  . ,     ,  _,      e    -iv  ■»  • 

"  Have  you  not  uncomfortable  theories,  Mrs.  Smith  ? 

Mrs.  Broke  smiled  wearily.  .  ,    ,  ^i. 

"  Very  ma'am.  I  suppose  I  have  picked  them  up  ii 
an  uncomfortable  school-a  school  where  you  get  you 
knuckles  rapped  while  you  are  acquinng  them.  I  coul( 
never  see  whythe  nioment  a  thing  takes  root  in  your  heart 
you  should  have  it  plucked  out  again.    I  suppose  it  is  th 

self-indulgence."  ^     „      c    -^u » 

"  An  uncomfortable  philosophy,  Mrs.  Smith. 

"  Very  ma'am  ;  but  it  is  part  and  parcel  of  the  uncoin 
fortable  life  we  lead  in  this  uncomfortable  place.        ^^ 

"  Do  we  not  aggravate  it  by  our  complaints  of  it  ? 

"You  are  right,  ma'am,  I  daresay.  But  your  er 
durance  is  not  for  everybody.  We  are  not  aU  so  strong  an. 
wise  I  hope  the  day  wUl  never  come,  ma  am,  when  you 
endurance  vSu  be  broken  down.    It  will  be  taxed  though 

Mrs.  Smith,  a  discreet  and  sensible  person  as  a  rule 
shook  her  head  in  the  manner  of  those  hard-eyed  seer 
who  peer  into  the  future  by  the  hght  of  the  past. 

The  period  of  waiting  was  sore.  By  an  exercise  of  th 
will  Mrs  Broke  returned  to  her  accounts,  and  tned  t 
eraople  again  with  those  daunting  documents  that  als 
told  so  hMd  a  tale.  The  more  closely  they  were  examme 
the  more  clearly  did  disaster  reveal  itself .  Rum  was  mad 
the  more  visible,  the  more  actu^.  But  even  that  ha 
Uttle  power  over  her  mind  now.  Her  labours  had  becom 
perfuktory.  Every  time  the  fire  creaked  m  the  grat< 
S  the  cold  wind  swung  the  branch  of  a  tree  agamst  th 
window,  she  Ufted  her  head  to  Usten.    The  suspense  mad 

At  last  her  alert  nervous  ears  caught  a  confusion  < 
noises  up  the  drive.  She  could  hear  the  slow  and  muffle 
sound  of  many  feet  tramping  through  the  cnsp  au:  of  t\ 
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evening,  which  had  already  begun  to  freeze  again.  She 
could  abo  detect  a  murmur  of  low  voices.  She  went  back 
lu  ?u  "]*^/^y  *°  bestow  a  final  glance  upon  the  preparations 
that  had  been  made,  and  then  went  out  again  into  the  hall 
where  the  upper  servants,  several  of  whom  were  bearing 
Jjghts,  had  been  ateady  marshaUed  near  the  entrance  doors! 
The  old  butler  had  had  both  thrown  back  wide,  and  was 
standing  pale  and  white-haired  out  in  the  portico.  The 
rays  from  the  lamp  he  held  in  his  hand  made  the  tears  look 
like  qmcksilver  as  they  hopped  down  his  face. 

Broke,  Lord  Bosket,  Dr.  Walker,  and  three  of  the 
girls  were  the  first  of  the  mournful  procession  to  come  into 
^T  ^°^^^  *^®  ^^y  *^**  covered  the  angle  of  the  outer 
wall.  One  of  them,  Jane,  was  bearing  an  old  and  battered 
bowler  hat,  with  a  broken  brim.  Mrs.  Broke  went  out 
to  meet  them.    Her  brother  was  the  first  to  pass  her. 

•'  Which,  Charles  ?  "  ^ 

Lord  Bosket,  hung  his  head  limply,  and  got  through 
^iftly  into  the  spacious  dimness  of  the  house.  As  old 
Person's  lamp  fell  on  his  puffy  red  face,  his  sister  saw  that 
it  was  m  the  same  condition  of  visible  emotion  as  the 
butler's.    She  touched  her  husband  on  the  shoulder. 

"  Which,  Edmund  ?  " 

Broke,  without  glancing  at  her,  strode  quickly  into  that 
spacious  dimness  too. 

.,  JJ^  }^  J°^'  "lother,"  said  Philippa  in  a  cahn  voice. 

She  IS  not  dead." 

"  IJfad  ?  Oh,  dear  no,  •  or  anything  like  it  f "  said 
UT.  Walker  in  a  tone  of  r.    gh  re-assurance. 

The  red-faced  old  family  practitioner,  who  would  have 
been  the  first  to  aUow  thai  he  knew  far  more  about  the 
art  of  nding  to  hounds  than  he  did  of  the  profession  of 
medicine,  turned  to  Mrs.  Broke  in  his  abrupt,  gruff  way 
that  yet  had  an  odd  tincture  of  kindness  in  it  which  seemed 
to  have  no  n^jht  whatever  to  be  there,  and  amalgamated 
no  better  with  his  general  demeanour  than  does  a  lump 
of  sugar  in  an  iron  tonic. 

*i, "  ^^^ ;  P^  ^°^^^  "°*-    ^  unlucky  Christmas  for  you. 
tftough.    I  hope  I  shall  not  come  across  the  man  who  put 
up  that  wire.    Ought  to  be  hanged." 
By  this  time  a  number  of  the  members  of  the  hunt  and  one 
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or  two  of  the  hunt  servants  had  arrived  at  the  portico  wit 
a  s^ange  burden  in  their  midst.  It  was  a  iann  ga  e 
wWdi  had  been  added  a  mattress  taken  from  a  labourer 
cotSre  MidTn  the  top  of  it  was  a  scarcely  visible  somethii 
col^'  S?  coats  and  blankets.  The  doctor  ^upemtendj 
the  tatrSuction  of  this  odd  form  of  litter  into  the  ha 
1 1  ciuXr  the  very  nicest  care  to  get  it  through  the  v^o 
doorwavs  and  past  the  many  awkward  angles,  which  t( 
S^ThTd  n^ot  been  designed  for  the  reception  of  su, 
Ssy  and  miwieldy  things.  Nor  was  it  easy  to  get 
acrossV  tUes  and  rugs  of  tiie  interior  it^U  or^o^avc 

contact  with  many  articles  of  ^^Jf^t^f '  J^^^^te  ai 
the  Ubrarv  proved  pecuUarly  difficult  to  negotiate,  ai 
S  first  U  was  feared  that  the  task  of  entering  would  ha 
to  S^  abaSned.  In  the  end.  however  it  was  overcon 
and  it  said  much  tor  the  skill  and  devotion  of  the 
Xo  conducted  the  operation  that  not  once  was  th 
bSden^owed  to  jar  against  the  aU-too-narrow  woe 

""once  inside,  the  mattress  was  lifted  bodUy  on  to  1 
improvised  coich  in  front  of  the  blazing  log  fe^^  ^^ 
wJk  removed,  and  the  wearisome  labours  of  these  fnet 
wSe  at  an  Vnd.  They  retired  to  the  hall  to  await  ever 
SS  BrSe Tefi  the  doctor  alone  in  the  Ubrary  to  m. 
J'Sue^txaxl^nation  than  he  had  b^n  ab^e^  do  m^ 
field.  In  the  most  ample  manner  did  .s^e  retein  her  s 
nossession-  saw  to  it  that  the  considerable  muster 
SS  ?eopk  who  had  flocked  into  the  house  to  obt 
Se^eS news  had  tea  and  other  light  refreshme 
SJ^ed  tSem ;  and  personally  thanked  the  bearers  v 

'"scS^'XrlS'^he  returned  to  the  doctc..  in 
libr^  He  had  concluded  his  fuller  exammation, 
S£7ow  Sated  at  a  table  writing  out  a  tdegram. 

"  Will  you  teU  me  precisely  what  you  thmJc  ? 

Dr.  Walker  took  a  huge  handkerchief  out  of  his  sc 
.        , J  v:_  ^^A  tf%fa  txritVi  pmnhatic  deuberat 
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"  I  am  wiring.  Better  send  somebody  with  it  to  Cuttis- 
ham-no  office  nearer-and  teU  them  to  put  the  best  leg 
first.    Better  take  a  bicycle.    Every  minute  counts." 

Mrs.  Broke  went  mimediately  to  execute  these  commands. 
When  she  returned  the  doctor  was  standing  by  the  side 
of  the  couch  looking  mtently  at  the  form  stretched  upon  it. 
By  a  supreme  effort  she  was  able  to  go  to  his  side.    The 
coat  by  which  Joan  had  been  covered  was  withdrawn- 
and  she  lay  extended  full  length  on  the  mattress,  with  he^ 
hunting   tops   protruding   below   her   habit.    The   grey 
pallor  of  her  face  was  in  deadly  contrast  to  the  appearance 
of  ruddy  health  that  was  ever  to  be  seen  upon  it     It 
was  rdieved  a  little  by  a  dark  splotch  of  dry  blood  beside 
one  of  her  ears.     Her  eyes  were  closed,  she  was  quite 
still,  and  the  only  evidence  of  life  remaining  in  her  was 
a  sound  of  loud,  hard  breathing  that  could  be  distinctly 
heard.    Her  mother  did  not  flinch,  although  in  her  veins 
was  a  strange,  numb  nausea,  as  if  she  had  suffered  that 
instant  the  heavy  stab  of  a  knife.    Standing  before  that 
perverted  image  of  what  once  had  been  her  eldest  daughter 
she  cowered  in  an  extreme  anguish  of  the  spirit.    It  was* 
a  moment  that  tears  fibres  out  of  the  heart,  and  leaves 
a  wound  in  that  centre  of  emotion  which  not  even  time 
the  assuager  and  replenisher.  not  years,  not  forgetfulness. 
can  allow  to  heal  again. 

"  Just  struggled  back  into  what  you  might  call  con- 
sciousness,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  We  must  have  patience,  I  suppose  ;  I  suppose  we  can 
only  wait. 

At  the  sound  of  those  meUow,  familiar  tones,  it  almo  i 
seemed  as  if  the  closed  eyelids  lifted  a  Uttle,  as  thout 
sudden  light  had  fallen  upon  them. 

II  Can't  move  without  MacLachlan." 

I  How  long  must  we  wait  ?  " 

"If  everything  goes  right  he  might  catch  the  7.20  from 
i-addington.    He  should  he  here  in  four  hours." 
Four  hours !  " 

The  indomitable  woman  gave  a  dismal  shiver. 
If  we  are  lucky.    If  we  are  not  lucky  he  may  not  be 
nere^  before  midnight  or  nine  o'clock  to-morrow  morn- 
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"  Surely  there  is  some  one  else,  some  one  more  cerfc 
some  one  nearer  at  hand ! "  „^k«/1„  » 

"  No,  not  for  this.    It  is  MacLachlan,  or  nobody. 

"  You  told  him  of  the  urgency  ?  "  ,    ^  .   ,  ,„^„ 

For  the  first  time  that  evening  the  sorely  tned  won 
was  showing  signs  of  pressure.  They  were  shght  enoi 
but  she  had  to  put  forth  the  effort  to  correct  Uiem. 

"Hal  here's  Harris."  said  the  doctor.  'I  sent 
Cuttisham  for  Harris.  He  cannot  do  more  than  I  h 
done  already,  but  I  thought  I'd  have  him. 

The  door  of  the  Ubrary  had  opened  to  admit  a  benevol 

white-headed,  double-chinnert  heavy-watch-chamed,  ha 

rubbing  old  gentleman,  who  bore  on  every  fold  of  his  aii 

black-coated  person  the  unimpeachable  evidences  of 

family  physician  of  the  highest  possible  standing.    t.\ 

step  Uiat  he  took  was  accompanied  by  a  purr  and  a  cr 

He  is  said  to  be  peculiar  to  a  bygone  generation,  and  ( 

to  exist  now  in  the  remote  country  places,  and  the  recon 

pages  of  fiction.    He  owed  his  eminence  m  the  1 

Stimation  not  so  much  t(.  the  nature  of  his  intellec 

rifts  as  to  the  perfection  of  manner  he  bore  to  the  beds 

It  was  based  partly  on  a  facile  sympathy,  and  partlj 

a  sound  working  knowledge  of  human  nature.    The  nun 

of  occasions  on  which  his  name  had  made  its  appear: 

in  the  wills  of  deceased  old  ladies  of  the  neighbour^ 

was  supposed  to  have  long  precluded  his  practising 

caUing  asl  means  of  livelihood.    For  years  the  illusion 

been  cherished  that  he  f oUowed  it  for  human  pleasure 

He  tip-toed  across  the  carpet  and  bowed  to  Mrs.  c 

with  the  deferential  grace  of  a  high  pnest  among  cour 

"Cchk,  cchk."  he  said,  clicking  his  tongue  against 

of  of  Ws  mouth.    "  Cchk,  cchk.  Walker,  what  havi 

■  Fractured  base,"  said  Walker,  in  a  gruff  undertoi 
•  Very  sad.  Walker,  very  sad." 
Dr.  Harris  glanced  for  a  moment  at  the  face  of  the  1 
breathing  sufferer,  and  then,  placing  his  hands  behind 
marched  with  his  coUeague  to  the  extreme  end  of  the  r 
Thev  were  seen  to  stand  there  together  for  some  time 
ereat  solemnity.  Their  demeanour  was  very  grave,  d 
led  and  impressive.    It  was  of  a  character  to  indicate 
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they  were  enraged  in  conversation  of  a  highly  erudite  and 
technical  kind.    What  passed  between  them  was  thi*- 

Dr.  Walker  :    "  Wired  for  MacLachlan." 

Dr.  Harris  :    "  Just  so." 

It  seemed  to  Mrs.  Broke,  however,  that  all  the  resources 
of  their  mfimte  learning,  wisdom,  and  experience  were 
being  brought  to  bear  upon  the  matter,  when  in  two  words 
they  had  concurred  with  one  another.  All  there  was  left 
for  them  to  do  was  to  await  the  arrival  of  the  great  sureeon 
from  Portland  Place.  If  she  lived  untU  that  time  some- 
thmg  might  be  attempted,  and  there  was  stiU  that  hope 
for  her.  But,  one  way  or  the  other,  they  had  perfectly 
open  mmds,  and  were  by  no  means  prepared  to  speculate 
upon  the  chance.  *^ 

For  about  an  hour  Joan  lingered  in  a  condition  that 
might  be  caUed  by  the  name  of  consciousness,  and  then 
came  another  relapse  into  complete  oblivion.  Her  mother 
alone  remained  in  the  room  with  the  two  doctors.  She  felt 
the  suspense  to  be  eating  into  her  like  an  acid ;  whUe 
impatience  seemed  to  be  cutting  her  mind  into  shreds. 
Everythmg  depended  on  the  arrival  of  the  London  surgeon  • 
but  the  tardiness  of  telegraph  wires  and  raUway  trains 
could  not  summon  him  to  that  room  under  four  hours  at 
the  earhest.  The  slow  ticking  out  of  the  minutes  on  the 
clock  soon  became  intolerable.  She  turned  to  Bradshaw. 
the  guide,  the  solace,  and  the  despair  of  so  many  that 
Christmas  Eve,  to  look  out,  for  her  own  satisfaction,  the 
trains  from  London.  But  no  mitigation  was  provided  of 
tnat  temble  term  of  four  interminable,  heart- teasing  hours 
at  the  earliest. 

She  began  to  chafe  at  the  inaction  of  the  two  doctors. 
Were  they  not  at  the  bedside  already  ?  It  was  as  much 
as  she  could  endure  to  reflect  that  Joan  lay  within  an  arm's 
length  of  them  wrestling  for  very  life  in  the  clutch  of  her 
extremity,  while  they  did  not  Uft  a  finger  to  yield  her  aid. 
rtobably  It  was  going  hard  with  her.  because  of  some 
slight  succour  that  was  withheld.  The  torment  of  such  a 
"lought  was  more  than  she  could  suffer.  The  four  hours 
seemed  as  far  off  as  four  years.  The  conviction  began  to 
press  like  a  dull  load  on  her  heart  that  to  Uve  through  that 
unendmg  period  would  be  impossible  for  her,  hewdf,  let 
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alone  for  Joan.  She  seemed  to  have  passed  througl 
Ufetime  already  since  the  telegram  was  sent,  but  it  nu 
rather  less  than  forty  minutes  on  the  clock.  More  u 
three  hours  had  yet  to  go  ;  and  then  it  might  be  that  ai 
all  he  would  miss  his  tram.  \Vas  it  too  .much 
ask  that  some  outward,  some  visible  effort  should 
put  forth  to  detain  her  dying  eldest  daughter  against 
time  of  the  surgeon's  coming  ? 

"  Can  you  do  nothing  ?  "  she  said  at  last,  with  a j 
picion  of  a  groan.  "  Surely  the  Ume  is  so  long  that 
may  die  before  the  surgeon  comes." 

''^We  can  hope,"  said  Dr.  Walker  gruffly. 

"  For  the  best."  chimed  Dr.  HaiTis  with  a  creak  ai 

^^The  one  blew  his  noise  vehemenUy  at  this  point, 
the  other  folded  his  hands  on  his  stomach. 

"  Freezing  again,"  said  Dn  Harris  presently,  stretcl 
his  hands  towards  the  blazing  hearth. ^ 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  Dr.  Walker.       I  tl 

it  means  snow."  j^+u^i,. 

As  he  spoke  he  walked  to  a  wmdow,  drew  aside  the  h< 

crimson  curtains,  and  looked  out  upon  the  night. 
"  Snowing  hard,"  he  said.    "  Coming  down  in  as 

I  thought  the  tail  of  that  wind  meant  mischief.    1  i 

tasted  it  before  at  Christmas  time.    I  suppose  they 

it  seasonable  weather." 
"  Will  it  delay  the  trains  ?  "  said  the  mother,  breat 

"  Possibly,"  said  the  gruff  Dr.  Walker.  ^^ 

"  Possibly  not,"  said  the  suave  Dr.  Hams.  Pes 
not  we  will  hope  and  trust." 

Dr.  Walker  replaced  the  curtains  and  made  his  way 
to  tiie  fire  to  warm  his  hands. 

Mrs.  Broke  was  no  longer  able  to  stay  m  the  room 
she  went  out  into  the  hall,  and  was  in  the  act  of  shu 
the  library  door  cautiously  behind  her,  she  was  m< 
the  drawn  face  of  the  old  butler. 

"  Any  change,  ma'am  ?"  he  said  in  a  scarcely  artic 

voice. 
"  Practically  none." 
Broke  was  sitting  in  the  darkest  part  of  the  haU. 
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distance  from  him|  in  the  middle  of  a  lounge  before  the 
wide  hearth,  Lord  Bosket  was  seated  too.  A  profound 
silence  enwrapped  them.  Broke  was  supporting  his  chin 
with  his  hands,  and  wras  staring  into  vacancy  with  a 
perplexed  look  on  his  face.  Lord  Bosket  had  his  hands 
stuck  m  his  pockets  and  his  hnad  lying  back  on  the  cushions, 
while  hu  muddy  breeches  and  boots  were  toasting  before 
the  huge  wood  fire.  Alternately  he  seemed  to  be  shedding 
tears  and  to  be  imbibing  whisky  and  water.  The  rest  of 
the  people  had  gone  away. 

Broke  did  not  speak,  nor  did  he  lift  his  face  from  his 
hands  at  the  approach  of  his  wife. 

"A  damn  nice  Christmas  for  us,"  said  Lord  Bosket  with 
half  a  grunt  and  half  a  groan. 

Mrs.  Broke  made  an  effort  to  speak  reassuringly.  There 
were  no  visible  evidences  permitted  to  her,  however,  of 
her  success. 

"  I  knew  they  were  both  done  as  soon  as  I  saw  'em  eo  " 
said  her  brother.  ' 

"  They  have  sent  for  a  surgeon  from  London.  If  she 
hves  till  he  comes  they  thmk  something  may  be  done." 

'  No  need,  my  gell,  no  need."  Lord  Bosket  began  a^ain 
to  shed  tears  softly.  ^ 

All  this  time  Broke  had  not  moved,  and  he  did  not  appear 
to  have  Ustened  to  a  word  that  had  been  spoken. 

The  girls  were  hanging  about  in  a  corridor  m  the  manner 
of  their  kind.  They  were  still  hatted  and  booted  and  in 
their  habits.  Their  faces  were  scared,  but  unemotional, 
and  one  and  all  preserved  the  intense  silence  of  their 
mher.  Jane  still  held  the  hat  with  the  broken  brim. 
They  seemed  to  suggest  so  many  sheep  huddling  in 
a  furrow,  and  waiting  for  the  black  storm  to  burst 
upon  their  heads  ♦hat  the  winds  have  gathered.  They 
were  hardly  enlightened  enough  by  life  to  be  aware  of  the 
^f}fe  nature  of  the  mysterious  thing  that  was  about  to 
befall  them.  They  had  been  pushed  to  the  extreme  verge 
of  theu- intelligence;  beyond,  into  that  immense  and  awful 
void  of  the  unknown,  they  did  not  seek  to  peer. 

Once  out  of  the  room,  Mrs.  Broke  found  she  could  not 
rest  unta  she  was  back  in  it.  She  returned  to  find  that 
tbmgs  had  suffered  no  change.    The  doctors  were  still 
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•nted  in  front  of  the  fire'convemng  in  under  tones  exact 

M  iS^iSrhad  left  them.    The  riow  mmutes  contuiu< 

t!  wS^^h^t  incident,  and  with  aU  the  power  of  h 

natSTsh?  strove  to  resien  herself  to  their  tardinew.    T 

Sri%pite  to  the  inac^n  and  monotony  vm^<^  & 

one  doctOT.and  then,  perhaps  half  an,^o^i"f^'l); 

other,  rose  from  his  chair  to  take  a  glance  at  Joan.    Or 

or  Sice  Mrs.  Broke  drew  aside  the  curtams  to  look  at  t 

fllW  mow     It  was  stiU  being  shaken  out  of  a  dei 

W?«ritpe^stent  flake.!'  The  ground  was  cover 

aJl^aTtt*  Ughts  from  the  bright  room  steuck  out  acr. 

Se"^     Thf  tWckress  of  the  faU.  already  considera 

S^d^  gauged  by  the  layer  that  was  poised  on  t 

bSchS  oWree  ^hich  prised  a^t  «;«  w^^ 

^us  the  slow-drawn  hours  passed.    Life  remamed 

loan  but  not  once  could  she  be  said  to  flicker  back  ii 

J^tSfal  of  consciousn^.    After  some  three  hours 

followed  the  sending  of  the  Jf^^^^P' ?5i,,^i^"and^b 
in  one  of  his  excursions  to  the  side  of  the  oea,  ana  o. 

Sgw  .sC^t  of  ^  .^'^,r' ^'i^^"^^ 

n?  Hmis  For  •ome  time  they  rtood  togetner  looK 
Swn^SSitly^d  making  sUght  -a^j^^^  comme^^/ 
one  another.    Afterwards  they  resumed  their  places 

*^^ouBh  Mrs.  Broke  could  understand  nothing  of  w 
w^3g  between  them  she  hung  upon  the  ins«u  j 
S^rSof  their  faces.    Feverishly  as  her  eyes  trave, 
them,  she  could  not  learn. 
"  No  change  ?  " 

''ll  ^^TtUL'^'nT'she  will  Uve  untU  the  sur, 

"""The'chances  favour  her  as  she  l^  ^^dd  ^t  ^long^ 

She  then  went  out  to  make  anangemente  f  or  the  suq 

to  be  met  at  Cuttisham  station.    Lord  Bosket  rose  ui 

"^iS^r  Siafl^  hour  oassed  in^ence  onlybroke, 
thf stertorous  breathing  ofjoan.    One  of  the  doctors 

*'''••  He  ^Sd'be  here  in  twenty-five  minutes  if  he  ca 
the  Vl^tud  the  snow  and  Christmas  traffic  have  no 
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"  Lord  Bosket  went  half  an  hour  ago." 

A  muffled  knock  came  to  the  library  door,  and  the  old 
butler  entered  on  tip-toe  with  a  telegram  addressed  to 
Dr.  Walker. 

"  It  is  not  to  teJl  us  he  cannot  come  I  "  said  the  mother, 
breaking  once  again  the  fine-drawn  thread  of  her  self- 
control.    The  next  instant  she  had  it  pieced. 

"Arrive  Cuttisham  8.31 — MacUchlan,"  the  telegram 

"  Ob,  if  he  could  not  have  come  I  "  r-s  wrung  out  of  her. 

nhe  who  for  four  mortal  hours  had  suffered  the  torments 
A  suspense  was  now  afflicted  with  an  excitement  that  was 
like  u  vertigo. 

•'  Ti  the  train  is  punctual  they  must  be  almost  here." 

She  turned  to  watch  the  movements  of  the  clock  on  the 
mantelpiece. 

She  began  to  count  the  secon.K  as  they  passed.  But 
the  hands  moved  round  so  l-rmly  in  i  -he  soon  found  it 
impossible  to  keep  her  ati.  vo,  r  v. .  ;J  upon  them.  If 
only  to  forget  them  for  a  ip.t.  ,  sh^  ?..t.  the  room  again. 
She  went  out  to  the  mr--  ^  ho  ^tii!  <:o;^-!ed  mute  in  the 
darkest  part  of  the  hall,  nd  wbt  :  jj  :.  ',  iiquts  had  not 
taken  his  chin  off  his  hr  7  Is. 

"The  surgeon  will  be  here  iii  -.  r .;.  v*^,  Edmund. 
Here  is  his  telegram." 

Abruptly,  but  without  speakui-,  _;  okc  rose  to  his  feet 
m  a  rather  aimless  manner,  almost  as  if  galvanised  into 
life  by  the  slip  of  pink  paper  in  her  hand  ;  and  then  as  his 
wife  returned  to  the  library  he  followed  at  her  heels.  The 
way  in  which  he  accompanied  her  implied  that  his  con- 
sciousness of  the  act  was  no  greater  than  that  of  a  som- 
nambulist. 

When  they  entered  together  Mrs.  Broke  saw  that  both 
doctors  were  standing  side  by  side  and  bending  over  the 
couch.  One  was  holding  Joan's  wrist,  and  the  other, 
stooping  over  her,  was  watching  her  face  with  minute 
intensity. 

"  Mrs.  Broke  "—she  heard  her  name. 
In  much  the  same  manner  that  the  prisoner  at  the  bar 
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bears  the  foreman  of  the  jury  utter  the  sinister  woi 
"Guilty"  did  the  mother  hear  her  name  pronounce* 
Her  soul  fell  into  stupefaction,  but  its  paralysis  was  n. 
extended  to  her  limbs.  She  moved  to  the  couch,  wi1 
Broke  foUowing  her  mechanically,  instmctively.  hke  a  do 
She  did  not  dare  to  look  at  the  pair  of  impassive  men  bef  o 
her.  but  forced  herself  to  pin  her  eyes  on  the  face  of  h 
eldest  daughter.  A  scarcely  perceptible  flicker  w 
emanating  from  it,  hardly  so  much  as  that  of  a  match  th 
falters  in  a  draught  for  the  fragment  of  a  second  to  flutt 
out  To  know  .whether  the  sealed  eyeUds  twitched 
whether  they  were  still  was  not  possible,  for  she  saw  ever 
thine  through  a  dancing  red  haze  like  harsh  midsumn; 
heat  trembling  above  arid  country.  The  cold  face,  t 
colour  of  putty,  seemed  to  be  a  httle  convulsed ;  the  ch( 
sank  The  fact  slowly  spread  over  her  inadequate  sen; 
that  the  loud  stertorous  breathing  was  no  longer  to 

"  Joan ! "  and  then  a  little  eagerly :   "  Joan,  speak 

There  was  not  a  muscle  Uving  to  respond.  She  continu 
to  look  at  the  face  with  a  f ar-ofE  comprehension  ot  t 
incomprehensible.  Presently  she  drew  her  eyes  away  du 
to  confront  the  doctors.  They  had  turned  away.  Br 
was  standing  by  her  side.  His  face  was  grey.  In  1 
crude  Ughts  of  the  lamps  and  those  of  the  ever-blazi 
hearthrhis  pale  hair  stood  forth  the  colour  of  snow,  v 
placed  her  hand  on  his  sleeve  authoritatively,  and  led  h 
away  a  few  paces  in  the  manner  that  a  mother  leadi 

^  At' the  far  end  of  the  room  the  door  was  seen  to  op 
The  old  butler's  small  hoarse  voice  could  be  heard  to  soi 
through  the  sUence  like  the  croak  of  a  frog  across  a  swar 

"  Sir  Peter  MacLachlan." 

A  very  taU,  thin,  sandy-haired  man,  with  a  pale 
complexion  peaked  with  the  cold  and  empurpled  rm 
the  iiose,  Ups,  and  ears,  emerged  briskly  out  of  the  da 
ness  beyond  the  lamps.  For  his  reputation  he  loo 
remarkably  young.  He  was  accompanied  by  an  oK 
better  dressed,  more  prepossessing  man,  who  camei 
small  hand  bag. 
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Dr.  Walker  came  forward  into  the  middle  of  the  room 
to  meet  them. 

"  We  are  much  obhged  to  you  for  coming,  Sir  Peter." 
he  said,  heartily  shaking  the  hand  of  the  youngish  man 
wi|.h  the  sandy  hair,  "  but  you  are  just  a  minute  too  late." 
XT-  VI  ^'-  ,®^<l.*ne  great  surgeon  with  a  pronounced 
Highland  mtonation,  "  then  I  suppose  we'll  be  off  again. 
We  can  catch  the  9.40  if  we  hurry!*'  ^ 
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CHAPTER  XLIII 
Ad  gloriam  Dei  ec  in  memoriam  Brokeae 

ON  Christmas  moniing  a  pUgrimage  was  made  to  t 
churchyard  o^  Covenden  to  choose  the  last  rei 
ing-place  of   Joan      It  was  in  keeping  with  the  n< 
order  of  things,  a-i  indication  of  the  spint  of  the  age,  th 
Joan  was  not  to  epose  in  the  company  of  her  forebears 
the  church  iteJf.    It  was  beUeved  that  she  was  the  fi 
Broke  of  Covenden  dying  at  home  m  aU  that  long  ta 
of  a  thousand  years  who  was  not  conumtted  to  the  en 
mous  varuts  of  the  sacred  edifice.    She  was  to  he  m  humb 
fashion  in  the  God's  Acre  under  the  common  sky.    It  v 
in  deference  to  the  wish  of  her  niother  that  her  eld 
daughter  should  open  a  new  era  m  the  history  of  her  nai 
It  was  a   concession  partly  to  science,    partly  toe 
venience,  to  common-sense,  and  modern  notions. 

The  Uttle  church  could  not  go  on  for  ever  with  fr 

tablets  added  generation  after  generation  to  itewc 

Every  available  inch  had  been  crammed  with  these  mei 

rials  many  a  year  ago.    The  tombs  beneath  had  long  b 

groaning.    Warriors   and  statesmen  Brokes  were 

from  the  time  of  the  Plantagents.    Simple  n^al  Br 

were  there  as  well,  obscure  and  pious  coimtnrfolk  .'v 

claim  upon  their  race  was  embodied  in,tne  fact  that  > 

an  unostentatious  excellence  they  supplied  the  links  o 

Uansmission.    But  Brokes  illustrious  and  Brokes  unkn 

to  song  and  story,  whose  highest  flighs  of  conduct  did 

Joar  t^yond  the  amiable  Christian  virtues-every  w 

of  that  talismanic  name  was  secure  when  he  rem 

whence  he  came  of  his  niche  in  the  sacred  building 

as  a  signal  mark  of  condescension  m  a  great  and  r 
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family,  w^  dedicated  equally  to  the  glory  of  God  and  the 
house  of  Broke.  Ad  gloriam  Dei  et  in  memoriam  Brokeae. 
Joan  was  to  lie  in  the  open  air  she  loved  so  well.  It  was 
not  hers  to  have  the  privilege  of  reposing  cheek  by  jowl 
with  her  mediaeval  forefather  who  lay  with  his  lady  by  his 
side,  clad  in  complete  mail  save  for  the  lifted  vizor  that 
showed  his  face,  with  his  sword  clasped  to  his  breast  in  his 
iron  fists,  and  his  crossed  feet  resting  on  his  faithful  hound 
the  emblem  of  loyalty— effigy  of  a  Crusader  returned  from 
the  wars  m  Palestine,  image  of  a  Paladin.  It  was  not  hers 
to  he  with  her  less  martial  ancestor  of  the  age  of  Elizabeth 
who  knelt  to  face  his  spouse  in  an  attitude  of  prayer  with 

^Jl  Ti^"'^^?t"'^  J^""^*"  ^^'^t  *o  simulate  the  hauberk 
of  the  distinguished  knight  his  neighbour,  although  he 
had  no  more  wariike  accompUshment  than  a  bible  on  a 
pedestal.  Nor  was  it  hers  to  He  with  her  more  fanciful 
kinsmen  of  the  Georgian  period  who  allowed  a  poetic 
licence  to  dictate  the  panoply  of  death ;  who  endeavoured 
therein  to  combine  the  Augustan  age  with  that  of  the 
second  btuart  by  placing  periwigs  upon  their  heads, 
buskms  on  their  legs,  and  as  a  last  embeUishment  laid  over 
ail  the  toga  of  the  ancient  Senate  House  beside  the  Tiber 

Could  our  hero  have  consulted  his  own  wishes,  his  eldest 
daughter  would  have  lain  with  these.  To  his  mediaeval 
sprnt  the  laws  of  sanitation  had  no  appeal.  In  a  matter 
01  this  sacred  magnitude  common-sense  was  for  the  service 
01  the  common  people.  He  would  have  been  the  last 
person  m  the  world  to  let  it  come  between  tradition  and 
pnde  of  fandred.  He  would  have  had  science  and  the 
public  welfare  yield  with  humble  and  thankful  hearts  to 
the  honours  the  illustrious  dead  were  able  to  bestow  bv 
heir  proHmity,  upon  him  and  his.  But  that  morning 
the  bruised  and  broken  father  was  in  no  condition  phv^ 

TwJnff  *K^y  ^'^  P^""*-    ^'^'  ^"""ke'  •'^  the  name  of  the 
twentieth  Century,  prevailed  over  the  Eleventh.    Our 

r/r^^VT"^  ?*?  ^"  *h^  contained  passion  of  his  mediaeval- 
isn^had  not  the  tenacity  of  purpose  to  resist. 

u\T!t°''^  ^?''^'  ^  ^^^'  ^'^d  the  three  children  stiU 
SfK  ?^"l'  ^*  °^^  °"  Christmas  morning  in  the  company 
sir  S!*  ?"*  gardener  to  the  little  churchyard  to  choose 
««  feet  of  sepulture.    Walking  up  the  steep  slopes,  their 
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road  took  them  past  the  cottage  inhabited  by  BiU/s  wi 
and  her  aunt.  Already  that  morning  Mrs.  Broke  had  ha 
the  consideration  to  have  them  informed  of  the  traged 
of  the  previous  evening,  in  the  hope  that  the  stroke  wo^ 
be  less  severe  if  design  and  not  chance  made  it  taow 
The  door  of  the  cottage  was  shut,  the  bhnds  were  puU« 
down,  and  there  were  no  signs  of  either  the  old  woman  . 

*^The°Schyard,  hanging  on  the  face  of  the  hill,  slop 
at  an  angle  of  thirty  degrees.    The  smaU  church  its< 
Se^d  tZ  rise  sheer' behind  the  gates     This,  howevj 
was  an  optical  illusion,  as  it  was  separated  from  them 
a  moss-grown  path  of  considerable  length     As  the  ht 
procession  slowly  ascended  it  there  could  be  heard  Peoi 
Jt  worship  within  the  sacred  precincts,  uphftmg  thi 
voices  to  the  strains  of  "  Hark,  the  herald  angels  smg 
in  recognition  of  the  joyful  character  of  the  occasion. 
Their  way  to  the  piece  of  ground  they  were  seekmg 
them  past  the  entrance  porch.    As  they  came  near,  t 
womi-eaten  oak  doors  slowly  opened  to  emit  the  louc 
notes  of  the  organ,  and  the  fervent  rustic  voic^  in 
lustier  strain.    Two  women  were  passing  ou ,  o.  the  chun 
Thev    came    full  upon    the     sombre    pilgnms,   w 
by  this  had  reached  the  level  of  the  church  door.    C 
of  these  women  was  very  young ;  the  other  very  c 
Both   were    clothed  heavUy  in  mourning.     They   w 
cUnging  to  the  arms  of  one  another,  and  one  at  le 
aSId  to  be  overcome.    But  the  sounds  of  distress 
s?Jnds  there  were,  were  wholly  lost  m  the  joyful  clam 
pr^^ding  from  the  sacred  house.    The  elder  won 
appeared  to  be  receiving  succour  of  the  younger,  who 
leading  her  away.    Their  faces  struck  out  with  the  vi 
pallor  of  the  snow  that  pervaded  the  ^ss,  the  trees  ; 
the  graves.    Mrs.  Broke  stopped  to  detam  them,    i 
at  the  same  moment  she  laid  her  hand  on  Broke  s  coat 
decisive  manner,  with  a  quick,  unmistakable  determina 

to  detain  him  also.  ,  „    ,        -j u;„„ 

"  This  is  Billy's  wife,  Edmund."  she  said,  making 
physical  attempt  to  draw  him  towards  the  child  who. ' 
Eorror  in  her  eves,  was  clasping  the  arm  of  her  aunt, 
the  peremptory  soUcitude  of  her  tone  went  for  noti 
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Broke,  without  irresolution,  without  casting  a  glance  at 
the  two  frightened  women,  firmly  disengaged  himself  from 
the  grasp  of  his  wife,  and  passed  on  round  the  angle  of  the 
porch.  With  the  same  absence  of  hesitation  his  daughter* 
followed.  They  had  heard  the  words  of  their  mother,  but 
their  gaze  was  riveted  on  the  form  and  bearing  of  their 
father.    His  way  was  theirs. 

When  Broke  and  his  daughters  had  passed  out  of  si^it, 
Miss  Sparrow  was  able  to  suppress  the  overwhehning 
emotion  the  music  had  called  forth.  She  bobbed  her 
eternal  curtsey  and  found  the  courage  to  speak. 

"  The  music  was  too  dreadful,  ma'am ;  I  could  not  help 
thiriking  of  you,  ma'am,  and  what  you  must  suffer  this 
Christmas  morning.  The  season  makes  it  so  much  the 
harder.    It  is  a  cruel,  cruel  Christmas  for  you  1  " 

"  I  hope  my  message  did  not  shock  you  too  much." 

"  It  was  very  kind  and  considerate  of  you,  ma'am." 

All  this  time  the  pale  child  had  been  looking  at  Mrs. 
Broke  dumbly. 

"  How  are  you,  child,  this  beautiful  wintry  morning  ? 
You  are  wise  to  get  as  much  of  the  pure  out-of-doors  air 
as  you  can." 

Alice  contmued  to  look  at  her  with  unfaltering  eyes. 
^  "  I  have  been  thinking,"  she  said  in  a  dehberate  voice, 
"  that  perhaps  it  is  better  that  some  one  shall  be  there  to 
meet  him  in  case  I  am  not." 

"  Who,  child  ?    And  where  ?  " 

Mrs.  Broke  was  disconcerted  by  the  matter-of-fact  tone, 
and  all  the  more  because  for  the  moment  she  was  at  a  loss 
to  apprehend  the  meaning  of  the  words. 

"  I  mean  my  husband,"  said  Alice,  with  a  dehberation 
that  gave  Mrs.  Broke  a  sensation  of  faintness.  "  His  sister 
is  there  now,  and  he  is  on  the  way,  as  also  am  I." 

Mrs.  Broke  recoiled  from  the  calm  voice.  She  turned  to 
the  aunt. 

"  You  must  really  see  that  she  takes  more  fresh  air, 
Miss  Sparrow." 

"  I  would  like  to  be  buried  in  this  old  churchyard  if  I 
may,"  said  Alice,  "  so  that  I  can  be  near  the  place  in  which 
he  was  bom,  and  Uved  in  longer  than  any  other.  I  may. 
please,  may  I  not  ?  " 
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The  mother  was  not  strong  enough  this  morning  to  be 
abk  to  endure  these  morbid  fancies.  Rather  precipitetely 
she  left  them  and  went  round  the  church  to  rejom  Broke 
and  her  daughters.  Tbey  were  discovered  ma  secluded 
comer  of  the  churchyard  where,  in  a  space  hedged  alxmt 
by  bushy  firs,  a  spot  had  been  chosen  by  her  husband  and 
the  gardener  as  Joan's  last  resting-place. 


,*.!-- 
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CHAPTER  XLIV 
Mother  and  Daughter 

FROM  that  Christmas  morning  Mrs.  Broke  went  every 
day  to  the  cottage  on  the  hill.  As  the  time  of  her 
son's  wife  drew  near  she  seemed  instinctively  to  recognize, 
rather  than  by  the  processes  of  reason,  how  the  prospect 
of  a  new  generation  of  their  name  was  fraught  with  a 
strangely  vital  meaning.  She  had  not  told  Broke  as  yet. 
Indeed,  she  hardly  dared  to  do  so  in  the  face  of  hk 
present  bearing.  The  tragic  death  of  Joan  had  appeared 
to  tighten  rather  than  to  relax  his  heart.  It  seemed  to 
have  become  congealed ;  it  was  as  though  the  blood  in  it 
was  changed  to  ice.  He  was  of  the  type  that  adversity 
embitters  and  renders  wanton. 

In  the  midst  of  this  new  concern  she  did  not  seek  to 
dissemble  the  fears  that  came  into  her  mmd  when  it  reverted 
to  the  frail  young  wife.  AUce's  prepossession  that  something 
was  about  to  overtake  or  had  overtaken  her  husband  grew 
more  intense  as  the  days  passed.  So  powerful  did  it  become 
that  the  nearer  her  ordeal  approached  so  did  the  desire  to 
survive  it  seem  to  diminish. 

One  morning,  in  the  early  days  of  the  New  Year,  Mrs. 
Broke  was  hastily  scanning  the  newspaper  after  breakfast, 
and,  as  usual  with  them  of  late,  her  eyes  turned  first  to  the 
grimmest  of  all  the  grim  columns  in  it :  that  which  set 
forth  the  fresh  hst  of  casualties  to  hand  from  the  seat  of 
war.  Many  aching  and  dim  and  sick  eyes  were  to  look 
upon  it  that  morning,  as  every  morning,  but  few  more 
shudderinglyl  than  those  of  this  bereaved  woman  in  the 
awful  desolation  of  her  heart.    In  a  few  incredibly  short 
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r«nnth«  three  childTcn  had  become  lost  to  her.  And  such 
^  S^  S  of  d^^^^^  in  which  she  was  sunk  now  t^ 
3^  to^.wi  haunted  with  the  preposs^ion  that  the  sun 
of  her  irtunes  would  not  ^e  complete  untUh^^^^ 
ton  was  taken  from  her  for  ever,  df  J^f^^rf^^^^^ 
'^^  r  h^fStS^now^tha  Cit^t^^ -ui; 
r^^e'nJm^by  wTch  srmight  escape  the  coxgumma 

S^lV^oSrnrfntha^rK«°^^^^^ 

S-^^i?^t^^?C^t^^ 
S  was  hai^dly  likely  that  Circumstance  wouW  deny  itse 
hi  this  small  particular,  when  so  easily  it  could  gratil 

'**It^was  hardly  likely  that  having  contrived  so  much, 
w JuldToW Its  Lnd  Lw  and  refrain  [rem  making^^^ 

Srcoltio?s  under  which  we  enjoy  our  morta^  ten" 
^L  s^Sh  a  prepossession.  But  philosophy  fails  to  tou 
L  whi  we  feel  the  knife.  Besides,  when  we  are  bleedi 
To  death  ::  may  grow  too  faint  to  applythe  -n^^^^^^^  o 
minds  prescribe.  Far  down  m  her  heart  the  neavya^ 
related  blows  upon  that  centre  of  emotion  had  told  th 
SC     There  was  there  a  gangrene,  the  outward  and  yisil 

every  bone  in  her  body  must  spilt.  , 

TO^  morning  of  mid  January  she  turned  as  usua^ 
thl^lath3  with  shuddering  eyes. .  It  was  a  refinem 
of  torture  that  although  she  was  demed  the  so^e  of  h 
the  intolerable  pangs  of  suspense  were  not  on  that  acco 
Sawd  CircuKnce  had  the  ingenuity  ot  a  Gr 
InqSor  in  the  bestowal  of  pain.    Yet  its  mevitab, 
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did  not  soften  the  morbid  horror  of  receiving  it.  And  this 
morning  she  had  not  read  far  down  the  page  when  her  eves 
were  arrested  by  an  item  which  at  first  seemed  to  wear  an 
air  of  distant  si^ificance.  It  said,  "  Rhodesian  Light 
Horse  No  3013.  Sergeant  W.  Broek  (?).  KiUed  in  action 
near  Schnadhorst's  Spniit,  January  2." 

The  number  was  the  first  thing  which  chaUenged  Mrs. 
Brokes  attention.  It  corresponded  precisely  with  the 
one  she  earned  in  her  brain.  From  that  she  went  on  to 
the  other  particulars  as  set  forth,  and  all  too  soon  her  last 
doubt  had  passed.  Even  the  iU-spelt  and'queried  name 
became  a  part  of  a  harmonious  whole. 

Perhaps  the  fact  that  struck  her  most  forcibly  at  first 
was  a  certain  irony  underlying  the  announcement.  The 
capacity  of  the  mdividual  for  physical  s  ffering  was  already 
past  Its  highest.  The  repeated  blows  under  which  she  had 
staggered  had  somewhat  numbed  her.  As  one  stricken 
with  a  mortal  disease  may  not  have  the  same  suscepti- 
bility to  pam  as  a  perfectly  normal  and  healthy  frame, 
so  Mrs.  Broke  had  already  gone  beyond  the  stage  of  her 
keenest  anguish.  Her  son  was  dead;  but  it  was  a 
calamity  she  had  foreseen.  It  was  only  another  link 
strictly  essential  to  the  chain  of  events  that  was  winding 
about  thenr  The  last  of  an  imposing  line,  enshrouded  in 
many  ceniunes  of  tradition,  had  perished  as  an  obscure 
common  soldier  in  a  skirmish  in  a  remotp  land  With 
Sergeant  W.  Broek  of  the  Rhodesiau  Lieht  i'orse  their 
name  was  at  an  end. 

She  had  not  the  courage  to  go  vj  hcv  husband  and 
tell  him  then.  There  was  the  probabilitr  that  he  had 
been  tned  dready  to  such  a  degree  th~t.  a^  was  fK  case 
with  herself,  the  power  of  realisation  h?J.  Ixfi.  rer:  '-red 
blunt,  but  at  this  moment  it  seemed  ,0  verge  rn  the 
inhuman  to  thrust  upon  him  that  which  at  present  had  beer 
witnheld. 

A  little  afterwards,  when  the  nature  of  these  tiiljngs 
assumed  a  sharper  outline  in  her  mind,  the  four  wails  of 
be  room  m  which  she  sat  began  to  contract.  It  \ia£  an 
[bough  they  were  crushing  her  body  until  she  could  no 
'onger  fetch  a  breath.  Her  senses  were  still  sufficiently 
normal  tc  be  aware  that  it  was  the  merest  illusion ;  that 
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fact  notwithstanding,  however,  she  rose  and  went  t( 
another  toom.  In  a  little  whUe  the  ettect  was  repeate* 
there.  A  craving  came  upon  her  to  go  out  of  doors.  Ther 
was  something  in  her  that  demanded  a  freer,  more  spaciou 

air> 

Once  out-of-doors  she  was  invaded  by  the  necessity  c 
maldng  her  way  to  the  cottage  at  once.  The  future  migh 
depend  entirely  upon  that.  It  was  absolutely  essentu 
that  the  news  contained  in  that  morning's  newspape 
should  not  come  to  the  notice  of  the  wife.  It  called  fc 
no  common  hardihood  for  her  to  go  to  that  jjlace  ther 
and  then,  but  once  again  a  bitter  need  had  made  he 
strong.  ,        ^    ,,,  „ 

When  she  came  to  the  cottage  door,  Dr.  Walker  wj 

departing. 

"Ha!  Mrs.  Broke,  I  wanted  to  see  you.  Ihaveordere 
her  to  keep  her  bed.  I  think  it  wise ;  and  I  must  be  sei 
for  at  the  first  moment." 

"  Have  vou  an  idea  when  ?  " 

"  This  evening  most  probabl>    ' 

Mrs.  Broke  then  put  a  tentative  question  to  the  docti 
as  to  whether  he  had  seen  anything  of  a  special  interest 
that  morning's  newspaper.    When  he  said  he  had  not  si 
drew  the  sheet  containing  the  announcement  out  of  h 
cloak,  and  asked  him  to  read  the  line  on  which  her  fing 

was  placed.  ,       -. .. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  tell  me  that  is  our  poor  boy  ? 

"  Yes,"  she  said  in  a  firm  voice. 

There  was  a  moment  in  which  the  doctor  betrayed  sor 
agitation.  He  then  peered  hard  at  her.  Her  fortitu 
struck  him  as  very  remarkable. 

"  I  feel  for  you  very  much,"  he  said  in  a  quavenng  toi 
"  You  have  had  a  lot  of  bad  luck  lately.  And  the  pc 
father  ?    He  must  be  dreadfully  cut  up." 

"  He  does  not  know  yet." 

"  I  thmk  you  will  be  wise  not  to  go  out  of  your  way 
let  him  know.    And,  of  course,  the  child  upstairs  must 
kept  in  ignorance." 

"  Indeed,  yes." 

"  Of  course  it  goes  without  saying  as  far  as  you  are  a 
cemed.    But  the  question  arises  whether  we  shall  be  al 
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to  keep  her  mind  quiet.    She  appeara  in  a  sense  already  to 

];  liit  advisable  to  teU  Miss  Sparrow  ? " 
.K.  ?.  -  '**™/u^  '^"*'*'^®  °'^  woman.    As  for  the  nunc 
2id  a  |r^t"a3yl"  "^'^^^  °'  ^"^'^"^^'^  "^<>-  ^^  -" 

HrJlo;  ^f^^r*^*^  ^f°  ^^.^^  <=°"*8«  *°  fi"«^  tJ»«  veritable 
dragon  of  pruaence  rep'onishing  an  india-rubber  hot  water 
bottle  from  a  kettle  on  the  hob.  She  was  an  apple-cheSced 
S^S'n'^*  °*  *^*  countrj^ide.  sufficiently  severe  of  yeara^d 
S^ni?;;*^"*"''^^^  ?"  bed-chamber,  accustomed  in  tee 

E^ail  nf  «n  '1^°^  ^^  "''"i*  *^^  °^^«"<=e  ^"d  even  the 
homage  of  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men  and  women. 

♦K.  ^°<^,."^o™nfi:.  ma'am."  she  said  without  pausing  in 
the  operation  she  was  conducting.  ^ 

[[  Good  morning.    May  I  go  upstairs  ?  " 
wn.,w  AnTl^""' r?V^*^  """"'"S:-    She  is  too  excited.    I 
S?n/w  oT  \^?''  T^  «°  "P'  °"'y  «l»e  is  so  used  to 
mo?.^n,^'L  ^.^V^l'-i^^*  i*  "^'e^*  *^*^e  unsettled  her 
more^  ma  am  if  she  had  not  been  able  to  see  her." 
How  is  she  this  morning  ?  " 

An7cK'">,"°**Pj^^i  "^^^  ^^^'  '"a'am.  She  is  feverish. 
,nH  fSt  ll^.**^«."  the  notion  that  her  husband  is  dead. 
Sev  arp  «l!lri5°-"^*w'*''  *°^'  although,  for  that  matter. 
Sn"  *\  ^u^^  I"  *5f*  ^^'P«^*-  I^"t  this  notion  she  has 
taken  of  her  husband's  death  looks  like  making  it  very 

utri?«  fl^L"'-    ^^'  "V  ^™'y  t°  believe  in  it.llthoug^ 
It  IS  all  a  flam,  no  more  than  a  fancy." 
"On  the  contrary,  it  happens  to  be  perfectly  Irae." 

(romheXnd""""!'"'""'  *^  ""'"""''^  botUe  to  drop 

Mr  Wmiamfe'dSd""'"  '"'''  '^'""'  '^  "^  ""^  >«" 

"  The  news  is  in  this  morning's  paper." 
t^rriuTl  T^;  "'^'^'"'  ^  ^^^J  fo'"  you  very  much.  It  is 
^r  Mii^"^  ^°'  T"  ^""^  ^'-  ^'^^^'  ^"d  so  soon  after 
CrvmfnJf^"  ^^"jsure.ma'rm,  I  sympathise.  And 
weU  /otZ^K?^;  '^y  ^.'  'he  is  right  aftef  all.  We  might 
shP  Wo^  ^^^  *?x.^^*  't  out  of  her  head,  but  how  co^d 
theJrL''"^'''^  *^?^  ^  ^t  is  strange,  ma'am,  the  things 
they  do  knowsometimes.    It  is  j>  st  like  poor  Mre.  Pearso?, 
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who  knew  her  husband  was  drowned  hours  before  t 
brought  home  the  body.  And  here's  her  auntie  and  1 1 
a-telUng  her  it  was  all  stufi  and  nonsense  ;  and  it  actu 
turns  out  to  be  true.  I  don't  remember  anything  n 
wonderful  than  that." 

At  this  moment  Miss  Sparrow  was  seen  descending 
stairs,  bearing  an  untasted  cup  of  milk  in  her  hand, 
the  sight  of  Mrs.  Broke  sitting  below,  she  stopped  half-i 
in  her  descent  to  drop  her  invariable  curtsey  to  her.  Cusi 
had  rendered  it  so  precise  that  she  was  able  to  perform 
without  spiUing  a  drop  of  the  milk  she  carried. 

Mrs,  Broke  sjreeted  the  old  woman  with  the  mar 
kindness  of  tone  she  never  failed  to  employ  to  her. 

"  I  have  bad  news  for  you.  Miss  Sparrow,"  she  sai 
little  while  afterwards,  "  but  I  know  you  have  gi 
courage." 

"  I  will  try  to  have,  ma'am,"  said  the  old  won 
nervously. 

"  Our  fears  are  realised.  My  son  has  been  killed 
South  Africa." 

The  old  woman  stood  perfectly  rigid,  perfectly  upri§ 
with  her  bony  arms  folded  on  her  flat  b<^m. 

"  Two  in  a  fortnight,  ma'am.  I  don't  know.,  ma'am,  h 
you  have  the  mind  to  bear  it.      My  heart  bleeds 
you." 

There  was  an  extraordinary  pity  in  the  tone  that  toucl 
the  mother.  Such  a  sohcitude  directed  to  herself  she  foi 
to  be  infinitely  more  unnerving  than  an  outburst  of  wc 

"  It  is  hard  to  say  'Thy  will  be  done,'"  said  the 
woman  in  a  contained  voice. 

For  some  little  time  she  seemed  either  unwilling 
unable  to  apply  the  bearing  the  news  must  have  on  1 
own  affairs.  But  at  last  she  broke  forth  quite  sudden 
in  a  voice  that  was  like  the  squeal  of  a  hare  that  has  tx 
hit— 

"My  Alice!    My  Alice  I" 

The  idea  appeared  to  have  struck  her  in  all  its  astonii 
ing  force  for  the  first  time. 

"  The  news  must  be  kept  from  her  at  all  costs,"  s£ 
Mrs.  Broke,  shaken  with  pity. 

"  Not  for  long,  ma'am,  not  for  long.      Not  for  mc 
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thp.  a  day  or  two  at  the  most.    Already  she  knows  in  her 
"I  fear  she  does,  poor  child." 

<he  listener.  ^®  ^*^  ^  ^^^vity  that  transfixed 

"  &!ntence  of  deat>.,  ma'am,  for  AUce  F  " 

wa^S  Shat^rvS'^nol  I'b?  r '  °J  *^'^  «*^*--t 
console  her.  "°*  ^^^^  *°  ™ake  an  attempt  to 

pa^n  ^d"4foutTea™'''  '^i^  old  woman,  without 
world.  I  shall  not  be  abS  tn  jS  11^  ^  ^^^  «°*  '"  t^e 
is  taken.  She  is  rny  eveV^Wn^^ VJ^  ^°""^^/J.^  ^^«"  ^^^ 
would  have  been  a  ereatiS '  J^^V'^*^"^^:  else.  It 
left  an  old  woman  S?hl  ,i^  ^*''"  ^°^  "ot  to  have 
must  notcomS;  it  v^^'nof^in^^^^^  Still.  I 

best.  I  supDose .  bnf  in^  ^-  ^°^  ^°"S.  He  knows 
great  ldnSto^^oM^.T'{  ^*  ^°"'^  ^^^^  ^een  a 
her  first."  "^'^  ^^  ^^^^^^  woman  had  He  taken 

and  bla^klnS  mth  a^hSi'S  /^"^  -^"^f"'  coarsened 
Her  shrivelled  fTame  reSd  eSt 'Sd  t^^'  ^*  'i^^'- 
ngidness  as  the  arm  of  a  windmill     n  ^1  ^  ^^"°*  "» ^^^ 

r^^ts^^Heari^^^^ 

Passion^J?hat"'he  'i^7ZZ'''''\\'''  ^"^^  ^»>--^  of 
been  killed  just  whenXt  S^f  ^f  "^man  should  have 
If  it  had  come  to  Wm  a  mSfh  '.*""^  ^^'^  *^ome  to  him. 
have  been  saved     He  to^d  nnth^^  "^^'l  ^^"^^  ^ould 

«ien.  and  she  would  LTweS^eS'^'C''?!'?  ''"^'  ^^ 
a  mysterious  wav '  as  th^  hI,„+^7  i  i.  "'  ^od  moves  in 
an  old  woman    m«^r;K*,V^"/  ^y™"  tells  us.    I  am 

noticed  tTauSiiSS^XSii^r^^  ^V  ««  I  ha'S 
cannot  understand      A  i-^t^u-S'^^  out  m  a  way  that  you 

and  all  wS  have  Ln  iL^/f  f  ^  ^  "*"«  ^^^  tJ^^^e! 

upon  tl^^U^eS^f.  S^  STitt Sfo^usTs^^ 
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nose  human  nature  being  weak  and  what  it  is,  but,  at  tl 

STe  i?S?it  to  seem  ha!d.    If  that  money  had  come  ]u 

aSort  month  or  two  sooner  two  beautiful  hv^would  n 

have  been  sacrificed ;  and  you  and  me,  nw„^"?C^fLii 

Sor  father  and  those  poor  de«  sisters  would  no.  be  feeh 

that  the  Ught  of  their  Uves  had  gone  out.  „^..-_., 

•'  It  is  to  teach  us  poor  women  the  gospel  of  patiencf 

"^ere  are  times.  Wam,  when  it  almost  seems  tl 

you  cannot  be  patient  any  more.' 

^  "  If  ever  women  cease  to  be  patient  there  w^  per 

the  only  hope  remaining  to  the  world."  said  ^^^e  bru« 

Ind  broken  kdy.  speaking  for  her  sex  with  the  mourn 

^^SJSr/ a  Sful  silence  came  l^tween  them  ^ 

S^Smclt^JJef  tlllt  ^TS.  n^fpokTrS" 
S^Tys  o?We  they  diverged  as  widely  as  two  pers 
S  •  their  lots  had  not  been  cast  m  the  same  pla 
but  here  habits  and  conventions  had  no  meanmg.  T 
^ie  a  pi?  of  women  who  felt  the  pinch  of  hfe  m  a 
Stiy  simUar  fashion.  As  one  mdividud  they  mc 
tSroueh  the  same  noisome  darknesses  to  look  at  de 
&%id  they  went,  the  one  holding  on  to  the  ot 
with  the  same  eves  they  saw  the  same  things. 

In  this  nTdir^f  the  spirit  in  which  they  were  lost 
cottaee  door  was  opened,  and  a  small  female  figure  c 
nnon  the  threshold  It  entered  the  Uttle  room  wi 
S.  Ssured?tep.  Suddenly  it  stopped,  and  a  harroj 
&lution  might  have  been  ^^^^  t°  P^J^f  ^^^^m 

Ssfc^^'urde^rt^^ 

priced    Step^y  step  she  retreated  backwards  t< 

"""^Mrf^  Broke  who  was  seated  with  her  face  towar 
K.??;t  tlken  h^r  eyeTfrom  those  of  the  old  woman 
the  St SSidof't^e  lifted  latch  had  crept  upon  her 
It  w^noTa?first  that  the  indecision  of  the  person  wh 
int^d  wi  rendered  to  her  absent  senses  which 
S  ?ar  away  from  the  trite  facts  that  were  being  ev 

560 


m 


at,  at  the 
come  just 
uvould  not 
,  and  the 
be  feeling 

patience." 
eems  that 

mil  perish 
tie  bruised 
!  mournful 

them  once 
traversing 
ecord.  In 
wo  persons 
ime  plane ; 
ing.  They 
;e  in  a  per- 
ley  moved 
c  at  death. 
,  the  other, 

ere  lost  the 
figure  came 
)om  with  a 
a  harrowing 
i  it.  At  the 
a  woman,  a 
ies,  not  only 
ion  that  had 
reaction  was 
vards  to  the 

;  towards  it, 
woman  when 
pon  her  ears. 
rson  who  had 
which  were 
wing  evolved 


MOTHER   AND   DAUGHTER 

out  of  the  mundane.  No  sooner  was  she  consciotis,  how- 
ever, of  an  additional  presence  in  that  little  room,  than  she 
looked  up  to  learn  to  whom  it  might  belong.  It  beloneed 
to  Deli. 

The  -  t^t  shock  of  mutual  recognition  past,  mother  and 
daughter  grew  sensible  to  find  themselves  peering  towards 
the  haggard  faces  of  one  another,  as  through  the  mists  of 
that  immense  gulf  that  had  opened  between  their  lives. 
In  a  manner  they  had  the  wonderful  sense  of  illusion  that 
befalls  the  cUmbers  of  the  Brocken  when  confronted  with 
the  spectre  of  themselves  upon  the  opposite  mountain. 
Mother  and  daughter  were  of  one  flesh,  but  as,  slightly 
stricken  with  horror,  they  peered  towards  one  another,  an 
immutable  law  of  time,  space,  and  physical  being  appeared 
to  hold  them  apart.  Their  likeness  o:ie  tc  the  other  was 
almost  weird,  their  flesh  and  blood  was  identical,  but  the 
sensation  afflicted  them  that  they  could  never  come  to 
stand  nearer  to  one  another  than  tl  .y  stood  now. 

This  feeling,  however,  was  om^  paramount  in  Mrs. 
Broke  in  the  first  excitement  of  recognition.  It  seemed  to 
make  less  than  an  instant  in  her  brain,  although  in  point 
of  actual  time  it  must  have  made  many.  No  sooner  had 
the  pale  proud  image  of  her  youngest-bom  been  cut  into 
her  senses  by  the  unerring  chisel  of  kindred,  than  she  rose 
to  her  feet  with  a  cry. 

"  Deha !  " 

There  was  no  room  in  her  already  submerged  heart  for 
the  question  of  a  loyal  attitude  to  Broke  to  enter  it,  while 
3"  much  as  one  thought  of  private  animus  was  impossible. 
Ail  things  were  merged  in  the  cry  oi  her  maternity. 

"  Deha  !  "  she  cried,  and  ran  to  her  daughter  with  arms 
outstretched,  and  her  face  racked  and  precipitated  into 
the  veriest  unreason  of  emotion.  Running  to  her  daughter, 
she  gathered  the  unyielding  form  against  her  bosom  and 
pressed  her  Ups  fiercely  upon  her  cheek.  They  found  it  dead. 
Not  a  nerve  in  Delia  responded  to  the  call.  The  horror  of 
the  discovery  was  like  a  douche  of  cold  water  suddenly 
flung  at  the  face  of  the  wretched  woman.  She  recoiled 
with  a  shudder  ;  her  teeth  seemed  to  clap  in  her  jaws. 

"  Deha  !  "  she  cried  for  the  third  time,  and  now  under 
the  dominion  of  terror. 
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DeUa  did  not  yield  a  breath  to  her  mother  s  cry.  I 
chin  was  raised,  and  her  vivid  eyes  were  looking  steac 
past  her  to  the  wall  beyond,  on  which  was  nothing  m 
numan,  more  significant  than  a  grocer's  f»lma.iac. 

"  DeUa,"  said  her  mother,  feeling  her  knees  beginn 
to  give  way.    "  Have  you  nothing  to  say  ♦o  me  ?    Hi 
you  no  mercy  to  give  me  ?    If  you  have  not,  I— 1  do 
think  I  can  endure  it."  *v       v 

Far  away  'n  her  conscioiisi.2SS  there  was  tne  ecno 
the  speech  her  brother  had  reported  as  having  faUen  fr 
tLe  child's  lips  in  relation  to  the  conduct  of  her  fatl 
"  God  may  forgive  him,  but  I  never  wiU  I  "  These  Bro 
were  not  light  of  utterance.  It  had  come  upon  her  at 
time,  and  now  the  fact  returned  upon  her  with  a  gnna 
pang,  that  for  one  of  their  women  to  permit  herse, 
speech  of  that  nature  implied  not  only  the  ample  cone 
tion  of  all  that  it  meant,  but  also  the  implacable  powei 
will  to  vindicate  the  words.  As  the  bereaved  woman 
coiled  from  her  daughter  with  that  freshly-recaUed  phi 
in  her  heart,  the  conviction  was  driven  thro 
every  artery  of  her  being  that  she  was  lost.  The  fact  t 
she  was  about  to  be  spumed  like  a  dog  by  a  chikl 
had  borne  would  in  her  present  condition  prove 
much.  , 

"  You  cannot  mean  it,"  she  said,  without  her  sei 
recognising  one  of  the  words  she  used.    "You  car 
mean  it.    You  do  not  know  what  you  do.    You  do 
know  what  you  do."  ,    ,         , 

The  voice  and  face  of  the  mother  touched  no  chor( 
the  daughter.  She  still  regarded  the  picture  of  Fa 
Christmas  piinted  in  five  colours  of  naif  ganshness 
the  wall  before  her  eyes.  And  the  eyes  were  as  wide,  as  < 
centrated,  and  the  wonderfully  drawn  Ime  of  her  mc 
was  as  firm  as  on  those  occasions  which  had  struck  so  rr 
disconsolation  into  her  Uncle  Charles  during  the  pe 
of  her  flight  to  London.  „,,_■, 

"  I  am  not  guilty,"  said  the  mother.  I  had  nei 
art  nor  part  in  your  father's  act." 

Again  the  beaten  woman  hardly  knew  the  words 
us»d.  And  in  any  case  the  admission  was  wrung  ou 
the  very  depths  of  her  faithful  spirit.    It  was  the 
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occasion  in  her  life  that  openly,  bv  word  of  m««*k     u 
repudiated  an  acUor.  of  hS  LhLTJ    It  ZeVt 
pieces  as  it  v^,  but  that  statement  had  to  be  made  h^l^ 
and  now.  ,f  she  were  not  miserably  to  periSi  '  ^"' 

You  suppressed  a  letter." 

a  j^ge.  ""''''■''^  ^''  -'°°*^"  ^"  '^'  melancholy  voice  of 

"  I  confess  it.    But  that  action  was  talrpn  ir,  tu 
ception  of  your  interests.     It  Zy  Sve  i^"     ij°"- 
It  may  have  been  wrong,  but  I  T/it  Sfore  GnJTJif  **"' 
motive  was  worthy.    Fcanr.ot  Sr  that  ySu  sho-^^^^ 
my  erroi^  upon  me  in  this  manner.    I  cZot  bear  it 
whether  I  acted  rightly  or  wronclv  that  Jn«  ^k    ^^  i* ' 

me  now  and  cast  me  off  like  a  dog?"  "»nouia spurn 

Delia  stood  as  tense  as  death  and  as  cold.    In  her  face 

there  was  not  a  spark  of  compassion  for  the  womSi  sS 

was  crucifying  with  her  sUence.  ^  ^'^^ 

the  SS  ^^'^rii^Jnr?"  ^^  ^^^'"  ^"«^  t^e  ^^on  upon 

capable  of  the  utm'i^t  dXrSion^^l  S^'tion'  "h! 
was  poor  and  he  was  defenceless.  I  do  nS  thinl  vo,? 
deserve  to  be  forgiven."  ^'  y°" 

r«J^^  mercUessness  of  such  words  helped  the  mother  to 
^ain  her  self  control.  With  it  returned  herT>wer  of 
will.    An  inflexible  determination  to  prevail  mS  born 

ni^'^A  u^^^.  "'"e*  P'^^^^'  ">'  ''^  the  attempt  peS    sS 

pmned  her  daughter  by  the  arm  in  a  firm  ^p^^uddenJv 

the  furrows  of  her  face  were  moulded  in  stem  lines  ^ 

I  am  mnocent.    Deha,  I  will  compel  you  to  pay  that 

LT^tiL^N^uThXnTcUt^e^^^^^^^^^ 
We  been  mistaken,  but  they  wT^e'nTcri^^'^'He^ 
and  now  you  must,  you  shall  receive  back  into^our  heS 
the  mother  that  bore  you !  "  ^  ^" 

Rag  by  rag  every  stitch  of  the  clothing  of  convention 
that  our  civilization  demands  shaU  be  the  gaJblnS  J 
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finished  woman  of  the  world  shall  inhabit  her  decency, 
being  torn  off  the  poor  lady.  The  woman  of  inefl 
wisdom  and  mastery  would  be  naked  all  too  soon.  1 
now  there  was  scarcely  a  clout  left  to  cover  her  sha 
limbs.  Dignity,  reticence  were  gone,  fortitude  was  g 
Naked  and  bleeding,  she  was  prostrating  herself  befor 
feet  of  her  daughter,  who,  so  far  from  being  revolted  b; 
spectacle,  continued  to  gaze  upon  it  with  unflinching 
perfectly  remorseless  eyes.  ^^ 

"  You  had  no  mercy.    Do  noi  ask  it  of  me. 

"  I  do,  I  do  !  I  demand  it !  You  shall  extend  n 
to — to  your  mother." 

She  gripped  the  unresisting  wrists  so  tightly  thai 
print  of  hen  fingers  was  marked  on  the  tender  netwo 
veins  and  white  flesh.  A  slow  and  cruel  smile  begj 
creep  out  of  Delia,  the  peculiar  weapon  of  one  w< 
when  she  seeks  to  slay  another.  It  seemed  to  op 
vital  artery  in  the  victim. 

"  You  force  me  to  my  knees,"  she  gasped. 

The  last  rag  was  torn  away.  She  was  entirely  r 
now.  But  not  for  an  instant  did  her  judge  avert  the 
that  was  devouring  her  with  its  scorn. 

"Gentle  God,  this  is  a  Broke— this  is  not  a  hi 
being  1  "  cried  the  mother. 

An  intolerable  pang  took  DeUa  in  the  breast.  Wi 
a  groan  she  strangled  it  and  continued  to  confron 

victim.  r  J.,     ,  , 

"  I  hold  your  guilt  to  be  the  equal  of  my  father  s, 

the  melancholy  voice  of  justice. 

"  You  shall  not.    O,  my  God,  you  shall  not ! 

The  implacable  eyes  of  the  two  women  suddenly  cl 
together.  The  shock  of  their  meeting  was  produc« 
a  contained  but  vivid  fury.  As  when  two  blades  of  a 
of  an  equally  choice  temper  are  crossed  in  a  duel  1 
death,  it  is  left  to  the  mightier,  the  more  righteous 
to  gain  the  mastory,  it  was  with  a  knowledge  of  the 
ence  of  such  special  conditions  tb-t  this  unhappj 
contended  now.  Both  the  wretchea  women  had  thi 
sciousness  when  their  implacable  eyes  recoiled  froi 
faces  of  each  other.  Right  must  turn  the  scale ; 
justice  be  the  arbiter. 
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you  ^rt."*"^*"^"*^^  ^°"  *°  ^'"^''^  **"'  *'"^*'  °^  *^^^  ^*»>c'' 
''  You  suppressed  a  letter." 
;;  My  motive  seemed  entirely  worthy  to  myself." 
"  1^}        ^^  ***y  *^**  afternoon." 
^^  I  had  no  cognisance  of  what  was  about  to  happen  " 

of  a^vTnH  ^^'T'*"'^^^"'^-     Y°"  h^d  "0  foreknowledge 
of  any  kind  of  what  was  about  to  occur  ?"  ^ 

None." 

']  You  swear  it  before  God  ?  " 

"  Before  God  I  swear  it  I  " 
Pfflhlt  ^i^f"^  and  naked  woman,   the  woman  of  in- 

rS^in  ^T  ^"A  "'^'^^•■y'  °*  unconquerable  w^ll 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands  in  a  splsm  of  verv 

aUhe  hand.''n'?  ^"^  "l^^^Wojindergo  this  Hteral  inquisition 
?h^  chlfntn  h  "^'  '^^  '^H^^  '^^"Shter.  But  aU  their  Uves 
nrSfhi    i     °  !'^^  "^"'^'^  '^^'■'^ed  ^T  tnist  her.     It  is  im- 

5St  whirh  T^""  "^*r'  *°  ^^^^  ""P"*^'*  confidenceTn 
t^kpnTh  .  *  M^  f  ^""°*  apprehend.  \nd  she  had  never 
wnmpn  *»,  ?"^^^  to  mterpret  herself  in  lucid  terms  to  these 
r^??v,  ?^Vr'^  ^^'  daughters,  in  terms  that  could  place 
m  nkw'^^'lM'  ^rr °^".e  ^^'^  ^*  ™«*-  Now  she  was  Eg 
Uiroughout  their  lives  her  one  thought  had  been  for  their 
welfare  was  not  enough.    Delia  demanded  the  proofs. 

th.f  ;°!1  r^^  *^^'^''!  "'^'  ^^"*'"  said  her  mother  in  a  voice 
that  had  long  ceased  to  be  her  own. 

The  barrier  of  a  lifelong  reserve,  of  an  unremittine 
reticence  was  broken  down  "iucmiumg 

"  You  shall  believe  me,  Delia." 
of  tS  !^  ^^^"^  *i^  """P  ^s*s  ^th  all  the  strength 
lit  enothT^K'^^f  %■  ^  '^^'"&*^  *^^t  t°  herself  seeied 
S  nnrfc^  *°  ^''^^  *^^'"-  Sh«  '■a^^d  ^iJdly  the  dismal 
whlhTT''T  ^yf!  *°  fi"^  ^  t^a'^e  of  that  mercy  of 
wluch  the  demal  could  only  be  interpreted  as  death.    She 

'^"V      ^"^n  ^u'T^'"'^  *he  mouth  that  could  not  pity. 
agaiJTnn'^     ^^^""^  "'^'"  'he  repeated  again  and  yet 
&H  fn     *'^'*  y?  ''^^'^'  *°  her  daughter's  a  face  whkh 
also  had  long  ceased  to  be  a  part  oi"  her  identity. 

her  ,  H^  "If*  u    "^^^  ^  ^°°^  °f  impotence.     Suddenly  on 
ner  side  she  began  to  rake  it  with  the  awful  candour  of 
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her  gaze.  Not  a  corner  in  which  deception  might 
did  she  leave  untraversed.  Her  dismal  but  mut< 
explored  abysses  in  that  wonderful  face  which  never 
had  had  a  meaning  for  them.  The  unphimbed  ( 
they  found  in  it  were  marvellous  indeed.  Even  in  t 
Delia  grew  conscious  that  this  was  a  wonderful  fac 
whi.;h  she  was  looking.  But  her  work  must  be  c 
through.  The  grey  hairs  of  her  mother,  the  hollow  c 
the  sunken  eyes,  the  wildly  trembling  lips  were 
traversed  by  an  inquisition  dreadful,  inexorable 
candour.  Not  once,  however,  did  the  victim  quail, 
will  enabled  her  to  stand  there  to  support  the  vivis 
eyes  of  her  daughter  without  so  mucn  as  a  contract 
dilation  of  the  pupils  of  her  own,  notwithstanding 
the  tribunal  of  her  spirit  had  announced  that  she 
share  the  guilt  of  Broke.  And  by  sheer  resolv 
forced  her  daughter  to  concede  that  she  had  8pok< 
truth.  ^ 

The  breath  of  both  issued  from  their  dry  throi 
the  hard  and  audible  manner  of  Joan  when  she  lay  ( 
Delia  then  proceeded  to  press  her  lips  slowly  and  gi 
against  her  mother's  forehead. 

"  I  believe  you,  mother,"  she  said,  gathering  the  t 
woman  in  her  arms. 
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CHAPTER   XLV 
A  Short  Essay  in  Anticlimax 

attached  to  hrmiS  nL^'"  r^.  ^'"l  ^^  ^^  """^*>«^ 
inasmuch  that  sh^h;d  rnrrl"*  b««n  as  good  as  her  word. 

sacied  duty  noW  tht,  h.  Jf  Hw  promise  became 

"(he,  that  «io°«'she,Lrwafv^th/biT  *'""?1'^ 

»*•  tha,  n^*^,^"  ''.^Jv'"™^  *.'  *'!  ""  yield.    She 
.-     ■  'e  b^J.n?s"Set^*;St  ^l^^  ^ 
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as  far  as  she  herself  was  concerned  &  j  wa«  a\'  a 
the  adoption  of  such  a  course  must  mitij^a'  Ijc 
ment  in  some  degree.  That  final  insinuation  oi  h( 
fortified  her  sufficiently  to  enable  her  to  stay  qu 
London. 

The  barrier  once  broken  down  between  motl: 

daughter,  their  re-established  intercourse  was  pe( 

frank.    Now  that  Del*-       d  been  persuaded  of  hei  n 

guiltlessness,  she  did    .'^.    lesitate  to  establish  her 

first  time  in  her  life  .       .r  confidence.    For  the  fir 

in  her  life  she  had  dared  to  pluck  the  mask  from 

face.    The  surface  beneath  was  a  revelation.    Th« 

being  was  flesh  and  blood,  a  woman  and  a  mother 

in  any  case  there  could  be  no  half  measures  with  Del 

It  was  the  signal  honesty  of  her  nature  either  to  n 

to  hccept.    With  her  there  could  be  no  wish  fathei 

tJiought,  no  slurring  over  of  hard  facts,  no  preten 

lip  service,  no   attempts  at  deception  of  herself. 

had  taken  inordinate  precautions  to  satisfy  herself  tl 

mother  was  innocent.    Once  that  fact  was  rendere 

she  admitted  the  broken  woman  to  her  arms,  and 

to  her  as  a  daughter  to  a  parent  fainting  under  the 

less  trokes  of  fate. 

»  my  sisters  know  about  Billy  ?  "  she  asked 

this     -established  intercourse  had  gone  on  some  tir 

"  Wo,  alas  1  nor  does  your  poor  father." 

"  They  must  be  almost  crushed,  poor  children. 

lonely,  how  inexpressibly  lonely  and  lost  they  mu 

without  Joan  ;  and  then  Hat  too  is  gone  away.  Whs 

happy  days  we  all  had  together  once.     One  shor 

ago  we  had  yet  to  taste  the  flavour  of  life.    I  think,  n 

we  have  all  tasted  too  much  of  it  since.     I  at  le< 

not  the  shy  little  timid  girl  I  was  in  those  days,  thj 

seem  ages  and  ages  away.    I  am  very  greatly  ch 

and  you,  too,  mother  seem  very  much  changed.    P 

it  is  that  my  eyes  are  not  the  same.    But  what  deai 

dajrs  they  were  »    Oh,  those  sweet  winter  mornings 

we  all  u.sed  to  go  hunting  with  poor  dear  Uncle  Charic 

"  And  your  poor  dear  father,"  her  mother  inte 

with  sunken  eagerness. 

"  I  remember  Joan  was  always  our  leader — dear, 
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A   SHORT   E  SAV    IX    ANTlrr.rVf^X 
^tf4nt:!flJC:e"na?ai*,?  «^^^^  ^'^^  ^'^  -"i" 

with^':;iriLr;hTwi^'a5m::7t^«^^ 

will  hardly  guess  how  tendJrtvTl  '"?''^-  .  ^"''^P^  V^^ 
haps  you^dll  harZ  ^^Lt^^^  '°^'-'d  y°"  a"  Per- 
Im  had  in  you     You  hl^o  mLn.^"  '"veterate  prid.  h. 

rather  than  -.  hair  of  vour  heaH^  »?«  1 1  ''°"'"  cheerfully 
He  wiU  never  be  tSe  K  m^^ag^^^'' T?h- 1*^.'"^"7' 
shock  you  to  see  how  white  hTis  "  °^  '*  '*'°"^*' 

Delia  did  not  resp«  nd 

w^  slil^S  •  "or'^^'^rSl^n^;^^^^^^  "^  ^^"*^^"-  *»>-* 
how  men  look  at  Ufe  I  Znk  Z  h"'''  ^°  understand 
never  to  judge  them  heca^' nf^K^^^lJ'''^'  "^^  °"ght 
natures."        *  '  ^^"^  °^  ^^^  difference  in  our 

"  They  judge  us." 

in  the  name  of  jSce.^"  °  '°™""'  *=""^^  ^g^in^t  us 

of  ou"  l^^ver^sT' '"■  °"''  ^^  *^^y  ^°*  *he  more  in  need 

Delia's  eyes  were  like  stone. 

„  cu    •,^^'  my  dear  one  1 " 
obould  they  not  first  sppL-  a  ♦«,.. 
quality  of  iustice  hpfnrl^j,      5      ^'^^  conception  of  the 

quality."  '•"^'""=' '™t  even  more  sovereign 

t"m  to'l*r,„?tii'i°^,"'"^'-«.  '"°"'^''  "^'o'^  'hey 

-long as s^KSo'bS^n^^-i^aS'^ T'""?  ^"^■"-^ 
S'.r,iSaw=^-    I^-tarr^^;i' 
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If  the  sire  is  a  wolf  must  he  look  to  have  issue  of  the  turt 
dove  ?  If  there  is  that  within  the  spirit  of  man,  whi« 
unchecked  and  even  sanctioned  by  his  heart,  moimts  up 
him  until  he  is  become  a  beast,  shall  not  such  a  crii 
against  our  human  nature  recoil  upon  him  ?  " 
"  Alas,  there  spoke  a  Broke." 
The  reproach  was  wrung  out  of  the  unhappy  womi 
Too  clearly  did  she  recognize  the  seed  whence  sprang  tl 
speech.  The  mediaevaUst  of  the  twelfth  century  mi 
not  expect  to  have  issue  endowed  with  the  higher  tenets 
society.  The  wanton  nature  of  his  daughter's  woi 
again  caused  the  chill  to  spread  over  the  mother's  veil 
"  How  can  there  be  a  hope  for  the  world,  my  dear  o 
so  long  as  we  perpetuate  in  our  own  hearts  the  evil  inheri 
in  the  hearts  of  those  who  have  gone  before  ?  " 

"  Is  not  man  the  all-powerful  instrument  ?  Does 
not  fashion  us  according  to  his  will  ?  Does  not  his  nat 
enable  him  to  mould  us  in  his  own  image  ?  Is  it  not,  mott 
through  him  and  only  him  that  progress  and  enhghtenm 
can  come  ?  " 

"  No,  no,"  said  the  older  woman,  taking  the  hand  of 
daughter  in  her  own,  and  caressing  it  with  a  softness  wh 
yet  had  such  an  anxiety  in  it  that,  even  as  she  spoke, 
seemed  to  be  peering  up,  word  by  word,  into  the  young  fj 
pale  with  its  anguish,  to  remark  their  effect.  "  No,  no 
it  not  worthier  to  believe  that  the  regeneration  of  the  wc 
is  with  us  ?  Is  not  the  idea  more  endurable  that  by 
courage,  by  our  patience,  we  redeem  the  grosser  clay.  I 
sure  that  nothing  can  be  done  for  Man  except  by  Won; 
Must  we  not  lead  him  before  he  can  walk  ?  And  if  nat 
has  not  deigned  us  to  purify  and  to  replenish,  why  d 
she  make  us  bleed  ?  " 

"  Is  it  not  what  we  have  been  saying  to  ourselves 
our  own  comfort,  our  own  vindication,  from  the  beginr 
of  things  ?  But  man  does  not  seem  to  grow  less  bru 
He  continues  to  strike  us  to  earth,  and  we  continue 
grovel  and  fondle  the  hand  that  makes  us  bleed.  I  can 
feel  that  any  humane  end  is  served,  imless  it  is  to  en: 
him  to  practise  his  lusts  in  security." 
"  Oh,  my  poor  child !  My  poor  child  ! " 
The  eyes  of  the  mother  filled  with  tears. 
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"  Oh.  I  know  I  know  !    There  is  a  poison  in  mv  veins  " 
In  her  anguish  Delia  rocked  her  bodyto  and  fr7 
one  ?  "         ''°  """"^  *^"^  ^  '^^"Sth  within  you.  my  dear 

"  .What  strength  I  have  cannot  cleanse  my  blood     Th*^ 
stealthy  poison  taints  me ;  how  you  do  not  toow^^'    ^* 
..  Perhaps  I  do.  my  lamb." 

too  D,ie^°V«n'n  You  cannot;  your  blood  is  too  sweet. 
JShrmeaJerolS:?'^"-    ^he  teirible  forces  at  work 

"  Much  may  be  done  by  prayer." 

^^  Alas,  I  have  no  faith  !  " 

•'You  must  never  forget  that  we  women  we  wives  anH 
mothers,  are  chained  to  the  oar  of  the  gSe^  T^S  fact 
must  supply  our  faith,  must  teach  us  holTo  pray  •' 

.<  2^'  ^  ^"°^  yo"  are  right !  "  *^    "^ 

stat/S'iS  'i^^^-  f^  ^'^  ^""""g^*  i°to  tl^is  world  in  a 
state  of  subjection  and  captivity.    We  cannot  put  off  our 

un^eSta^lThT  S^  °"^^?  '''''    ^  «-e  Nature 

thatWnVme."^'^^'^  *°  '^'  ^""^^  '^^  ^«««^  ^*^  «f  ^"k 

silk  vo7^^^  fii^'^i,*'^"'^'  "°"^  *^^  ^^^-  And  if  they  be 
aiik  you  wiU  find  them  so  much  the  harder  to  break 

muiH''th°^  silk  can  only  be  tied  by  honest  and  brave  men 
^^tX'"''^  1  ^""^  ^°^  e°°d  ^°"^en.  But  once  the? 
are  on  they  are  far  more  inviolable  than  those  of  the 
dumsier  more  arbitrary  steel.  There  is  no  ev^ftha? 
kind ;  they  are  the  most  tenacious  of  all."  ^ 

Sd^ o^Si^^^^  ^^^°^^"-^-  '^  -  ^^tatii;: 

that^n  tSf  7°"'  ^'^^^"d'"  she  said.  "  and  then  teU  me 
mat  you  will  forgive  your  poor  father." 
No,  no,  I  cannot." 

unSstakable.'"''  '  "'^  ^^'''^°"  '"  *^«  ^°'^«  t^^t  ^^ 
aged/°"  '^°"^'*  ^  '^°^^^**  *°  '^""^  ^°^  broken  he  is  and 
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"  You  make  your  appeal  to  the  wrong  part  of  me,  mot 
There  would  be  a  better  hope  of  succeeding  with  my  n 
than  my  corrupted  heart.     It  cannot  act  otherwise, 
thousand  times  has  it  made  the  effort,  but,  alas ! 
defiled." 

"  At  least  it* will  make  it  again  ?  " 

"  It  will  be  worse  than  futile,"  said  Deha,  with  a  shud 

"  Do  you  think  it  would  be  futile  if  it  were  made  at 
command  of  your  husband  ?  " 

"  The  hypothesis  is  not  possible." 

"  Let  us  assume  that  it  were.  If  he  made  the  pers 
request  to  you  to  go  to  your  father  and  extend  your  m^ 
to  that  broken,  aged  man,  could  you  do  it  ?  " 

This  question,  framed  with  slowly  matured  precis 
sank  into  the  daughter.  There  was  an  instant  of  tim 
which  a  livid  terror  passed  over  her  face.  She  then  answ 
hastily,  with  a  painful  blush — 

"  There  is  nothing  I  could  not  do  at  his  command." 

"  The  hour  will  soon  be  at  hand  when  I  shall  hold 
to  that,"  said  the  indomitable  woman,  with  almost  a  i 
of  triumph. 

Delia  smiled  wanly. 

"  If  you  ask  that  of  him,  mother,  you  will  ask  wh 
dare  not." 

"  Then,  my  dear  one,  I  have  formed  a  greater  estin 
of  your  husband's  nature  than  has  his  wife." 

Delia  shuddered. 

"  If  I  were  to  suffer  a  repulse  from  hint,  I  think  I  sh( 
die,"  she  said,  mournfully. 

"  Do  not  fear.  I  have  come  to  see  he  is  one  who  w 
upon  the  moimtains.  Had  I  not,  I  would  not  dare  to  1 
the  risk.  If  on  my  knees,  humbly,  in  the  name  of  my  w 
hairs,  in  the  name  of  my  kind,  I  crave  this  boor 
him,  he  will  grant  it.  He  will  grant  it,  because  he  will 
that  in  the  soul  of  one  old  and  poor  woman  Ues  the  reco 
tion  of  his  quality." 

Beads  shone  like  dew  in  the  grey  furrows  of  the  mott 
face.    Her  daughter  closed  her  eyes. 

"  If  I  do  not  dissuade  you,  my  poor  darling  mother," 
said,  in  accents  of  despair,  "  your  blood  will  be  on  my  h< 
You  cannot  know  with  whom  you  have  to  deal.    I  bese 
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younot  to  incur  so  great  a  danger :  a  repulse  would  kill 

vab!^TL;:lo^wa"lk  u?on\t  '  '^"J^^^*  ^"PP"<=^*«  '" 
and  therefo^rrtoo  gentKo  snu";^^^^^^  T  *^  ^*^°"«' 
EL^t^r'^""^'^^^^  Man^i^nl^'^-th^s? 

Delia,  do  noTwr  ,?  ''^"•^  ^  P^^*"  °^^  ^°™a"-  Ana. 
injur;  v^oughtTaUVkX'..*"  ""^"'^^  *°  ^°^g^^«  ^" 
thi  outcast  a?dim^po?ent'''  *^""  °"'  ^°"S^*  ^6^^^* 

her  dLlSe'r  t"h  a^relr  ''r^''f  ^^^^"^*  ^"^'"  -^^ 
'<  ^^.  6"'-*=^..^tn  a  relapse  into  her  former  tone 

..  Crime  or  injury,  they  are  as  one." 
kind  ••    "'^'^   °''  """^  "^^  *^°  <^°"ld  forgive  a  crime  of  that 

giv^'p?at°toCJof*^".'y'^°^  *^^  y°""g«^  ^o^an  had 
£eSldtnfW^°^P'*y-  It  was  for  her  mother.  It 
rad^rendc-H^LfriiTl^r  '^^'  ^^S^extremity  of  anguish 
which  shV    nnw  *^^  ^"^°^-    The  only  standard  by 

a"tvetasTer'or?ea"?^*  Ha'dTh'^  4"^^"?  ^"^^ 
of  her  husbanH    Tr,  j^  fi,  :     Had  she  stood  in  the  place 

ma^anhnous     hJ^S' °"^^    yearnings  to  achieve  the 

Your^  SnTest  shourln'^'J  ^PJ^""^  y°"  *°  ^  forewarned, 
failina  S  rl  °?  "^  y°"  ^^""^  *°  '"ake  it,  must  fail,  and. 
knowl's^^^V^/i  "vfho  ^°"-.  ^.'  f°^«warned  by  one  who 
tend."  ^  '^^°'"  ^"^  ^hat  you  will  have  to  con- 

BuUhe  &l.f'K'^'  '?'^^''  ^^''-^^^  of  the  prophet. 

Of  tVa't^o,S;rtlbts^t^^^^^^^  ""  "^^^  ^^^^  *^«^^-* 
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"  I  do  not  fear,  my  dear  one,"  said  her  m'-  Jier ;  ctnd  i 
something  of  the  old  calm  sauvity  of  voice  seemed  tc 
returning,  as  in  the  very  throes  of  death  a  certain  placii 
of  the  spirit  may  arise.  "  I  do  not  fear.  And  when 
request  nas  been  made  and  has  been  granted  to  me  I  s 
turn  to  you  to  fulfil  your  part  as  truly  as  your  husband 
have  fuimied  his." 

Delia  was  seen  to  clasp  her  bosom,  while  her  eyes  \ 
darkening.  The  beads  still  continued  to  shine  in  the  1 
furrows  of  the  mother's  face,  but  there  could  be  no  mi 
terprjtation  of  the  expression  that  was  come  upon  it. 

"  I  do  not  fear,"  it  said,  as  staunchly  as  could  her  lip 
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Mm'  o^?°??J^^}  *^"  ^°"^ge  a  short  time  afterwards 

at  Jeast  was  oaSed  !>,«  ^^  ?Z^^  immediate  crisis 
shoulH  kT 7*  P*^°'  ^  S^e  promised  her  mother  that  she 
J^uld  be  at  once  mformed  when  the  nurse  sent  for  tt 

tw?  maK'f £'*  T.*  °"  f"*"^'"^  ^°™«  ^^  to  despatch 
XTedlh^e  In°th^'v  ,f"^^'"'  *^^  *°^<=^  already 
^£^f^^^^^^^^^  t>.  re^ 

4hSitmrn?t^""^  T'^  ^^°^«  -d  *^«  three 

.^"ie's;^-  "^^i-.  ttSost'^LrrnTerrct^^^^^^^^ 

at  thl^itL     ^  ^-   ,?^en  as  she  sat  in  the  midst  of  them 

upon  thi  ?ubt^1  'V'''  °*  P"'^k'"g  °^  food.  nieditS 
pon  tne  subject,  she  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the 

fo  tt.?J^'1lfy  ""l^y  ^PP^'*=d  to  Broke  himsd?  and  that 

Son  ""'  ^^  ^^  '^"e^*^"  ^°"^d  ^  left  ii  'a  mercSul 

'ninute'^t^^^  ^^^'"^  y°"'  ^^""^'  "^ore    than    a 
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Her  tone  was  intended  to  imply  that  she  wished  to  spt 
with  him  on  a  plain  matter  of  business.    Accordingly  tl 
entered  the  Hbrary  together.    Their  feet  once  again  on  tl 
old  battle-ground,  where  so  much  of  their  blood  had  b 
left  already,  she  did  not  fence.    She  had  no  longer 
nerve.    She  must  speak  at  once,  else  the  power  wo 
desert  her.    No  longer  was  she  the  perfectly  balanced, 
beautifully   strung   woman   of   affairs   whose   emotic 
nature  was  in  entire  subordination  to  the  will.    To  lool 
Broke  as  he  stood  before  her  now,  and  to  recall  what  he ' 
a  few  brief  months  ago,  was  to  be  conscious  that  she  ^ 
gazing  upon  the  ghost  that  was  herself.    His  hair  might 
white,  but  hers  was  white  also.     For  every  line   in 
face,  the  parallel  was  to  be  found  graven  in  her  own. 
"  I  will  be  brief,  Edmund.    Billy  is  dead." 
The  white-headed  man  remained  upright  and  sen 
except  for  the  hardly  perceptible  stoop  that  had  insi 
ated  itself  so  recently  in  his  nobly  spreading  should 
There  was  not  a  faint  sign  of  perception  visible  in 

"  He  ied  serving  his  country.  He  was  killed  in  ac 
on  the  second  of  January." 

Broke  made  no  reply.    Not  a  fibre  twitched. 

"  His  end,  as  I  conceive  it,  is  a  fitting  terminatior 
your  name.  He  is  the  last  of  you.  Your  name  dies  > 
him ;  and  I  do  not  '  unk  there  is  a  Broke  of  you  all 
could  have  devised  nat  it  should  perish  more  fittin 
The  last  of  you  gav^  his  life  for  his  country.  That  is 
ample  requiem,  even  for  such  a  race  as  yours.  Edmi 
even  you  will  admit  it." 

He  remained  before  her  upright  and  unspeaking. 
gazed  upon  the  piece  of  stone  before  her  with  soraet] 
approaching  a  return  to  her  old  baffling,  ironical  smile. 

"  He  was  your  son  ;  also  the  last  of  your  name.  H 
ever  you  may  seek  to  dissociate  those  two  facts,  those 
crude  facts,  they  must  remain  Unked  permanently, 
may  seem  to  you  a  Uttle  grievous  that  they  should  hi 
but  such  is  the  case.  He  was  your  son ;  also  he  was 
last  of  your  name." 

Each  word  was  charged  with  a  relentless  precis 
They  might  have  had  bitterness  had  they  been  less 
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coi^y  ;vJSu^hr^* """""  ''^  p^'°"  ^^^  '^'y  ^^  ^ 

Broke  stUl  remained  before  her  mute. 

nn*  f^^«  ,y°"  "pt  a  word  to  say,  Edmund  ?    Have  you 
not  a  word  m  which  you  can  answer  me  >  " 

ouf  5  TZi:.  '''  ""  '  "^'  ''  '  '"^^^^^-^  -^rinea. 
The  remainder  of  the  wintry  afternoon  had  for  her  that 
fj"?.^'  ^concentration  that  indescribable  material  density 
as  though  time  itself  had  become  embodied  in  every  S- 
tion  of  the  heart,  of  the  last  four  hours  of  Joan^lffe  on 
^'l^^T^J''^-  ^^^  '^^"^d  neither  sit  ior  lie  she 
'^^i^'l  5^I^y  '^^"'^  ^^^  •  ^"d  t°  be  perpetually  walking 
about  did  not  satisfy  her  long.  She  cVu^noTVrite  no? 
could  she  read.  She  went  up  to  her  bedroom  toTtttmpt 
e'Ti  "was  withheld  sternly.  Thereafter  she  burieffi 
e^es  in  the  pillows,  and  in  her  extremity  tried  to  pray 
1  he  action  r-iemed  to  have  lost  its  virtue 

Throughout  these  intolerable  hours,  the  need  haunted 
her  of  preserving  her  sovereign  intelligence  unsullied 
nfZ'^'i  1  ".°"''  it  faltered,  or  fell  short  of  one  ioS 
of  the  whole  force  of  its  mature  strength  she  knew 
that  she  wa.  destroyed.  Now  that,  after^aJl  fh^^on^ 
years,  the  time  was  at  hand  when  the  very  .uehest 
demands  were  to  be  made  upon  the  endurance  of  one 

dnnhfc  nfT'  r™^"'  '^*  "^^^  possessed  with  harrowing 
doubte  of  Its  adequacy.  At  other  periods  in  her  life  it  had 
been  found  more  than  equal  to  all  emergencies.  In  every 
tnal  It  had  stood  triumphant  and  foursquare.  It  had  pre- 
vaUedeven  m  those  seasons  when  momentarily  the  spirit 
had  seemed  to  be  unseated.  Never  until  now  had  she 
been  afflicted  with  a  doubt  of  its  quality 

fr,!!f'^'Tt°'!^''"'  .^^  "^^  ^"^^**e^  ^y  an  unnerving  dis- 
Sf  thi  fi  ?°"'J"^  ^^}^^  ^°*^^ee  she  had  an  evidence 
mat  the  first  safeguards  of  ilie  inmost  citadel  and 
sanctuary,  the  barrier  of  her  reticence,  had  been  unhinged, 
had  been  thrown  down.  A  breach  was  left  gapin|  in 
noon  ^T'  .  ^^  '^  '""'*  ^  '^P^^^^-  All  that  after- 
m^?=^»rf  .  '^^^^■.^"^'■^'^^  "P°"  the  task.  Not  a  hole 
mmtte  left  unfortified  in  the  ramparts  of  tne  beleaguered 
city.  Not  a  joint  or  a  fissure  must  be  in  her  armour  through 
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which  a  stray  arrow  might  pierce  to  the  consecrated  thin 
ThaUay  beyond.  For.  in  spite  of  all  that  had  gone  be  or 
ihe  knew  that  the  really  decisive  contest  had  yet  t 
come  Md  if  she  entered'into  that  ordea.  with  one  wea 
soot  in  her  suit  of  mail,  some  pitiless  shaft  would  seek^ 

P*  ,«^  .vTa  weak  woman,  woud  be  overthrown  an 
:£k     Hour'brhour  sTe "Wed  to  repair  tl^t  breac 

i  the  ou^arp^occasioned  by  the  breakdown  of  be  ret 
ir^ce      Like    one   possessed,   she   laboured.       With 

s"«nuousnei  but  a^very  little  t^^J  "J^.  ^Tt' Wilho 
wrestled  to  recoVer  what  she  had  so  recently  lost.  WUno 

hpr  reticence  there   could   be   no   battle.      it  was  ii 
vea^n  wwth  adl  her  life  she  had  been  accustomed 
3?     It  waTthe  talisman  that  hitherto  had  enabl. 
hwCconquer  every  time  she  had  l^en  engaged     T 
mie  p^ion  of  it  was  a  source  of  ^tiengj.    D^v 
the  p(£rM^an  of  her  reticence,  and  you  cut  off  Samsor 

^Ifhe  encounter  with  her  youngest  daughter  had  st-ipp 

her  entJelv  naked.    A  fear  was  now  growing  up  ^n  J 

thItThe  iod^r not  content  with  stripping  off  the  clot! 

Xr  ciSon.  might  dare  to  Filter  with  her  reasc 

Prav  Heaven  they  would  leave  her  that  1    If.m  the  .tr 

of  her  su^Suman  task,  a  moment  of  weakness  or  faintn 

overttikit  aU  was  lost.    There  was  the  work  of  a  Ti 

EISrThe      Let  a  nerve,  let  a  muscle   let  a  ve^"  m  1 

St-eriiven  brain  fail   to  respond  to  the  call    and 

GiSit  with  whom  she  had  to  grapple  wodd  fling  her 

thTdust   and  press  her  life  out  with  his  heels. 

'Vrt^r?h?t  confronted  her  must  have  daunted 

save    the   indomitable.    The    irreconcilable   had   to 

Scondfed.    «  she  yielded  her  life  up  mth^^^^^^^^^^ 

this  Amazon  among  women  had  "^J^^  *J^^  P^^f  e  Jo 
maternal  spi.-it  that  Broke  should  adnut  his  son  ^ 
daughter  bacK  into  his  heart.  It  would  seem  t 
^e  must  meet  that  grim  feudal  Titan  m  the  arena 
^^STwith  his  prejudices  until  they  or  she  had  jne 
^^hdr  clav  The  woman  and  the  brute,  the  mdo 
a&e  and  ti^savagely  implacable,  wovdd  have  to^-ter 
their  marled  Umbs.  and  the  woman,  by  her  natural  mi 
SSS  the  brute  to  earth.     It  had  come  at  las 
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the  end,  as  all  along  it  had  threatened  to  do,  to  a  question 
of  fibre.  It  would  be  a  struggle  of  sheer  physical  power. 
The  broken  woman  might  well  have  fears  for  the  too  great 
strain  imposed  upon  her  by  such  conditions.  But  the 
contest  was  not  to  be  shirked  :  the  idea  of  defeat  not  to  be 
borne.  Failure  must  result  in  death,  or  for  that  so-faithful 
spirit  something  worse. 

Hers  was  an  eminently  practical  nature ;  exquisitely 
matter-of-fact.  In  her  anxiety  to  maintain  her  strength 
unimpaired  for  the  work  before  it,  she  turned  to  the  medi- 
cine chest,  where  a  nature  more  emotional  would  have  had 
recourse  to  religion.  Afterwards,  she  endeavoured  to 
surrender  herself  to  the  period  of  inaction  that  was  now 
intervening,  the  time  of  a  comparative  peace  antecedent 
to  the  great  and  final  conflict,  with  a  patience  more  in 
keeping  with  the  original  majesty  of  her  character.  She 
changed  her  morning  dress,  and  went  down  to  afternoon 
tea  in  the  draw.ng-room.  Mercifully  the  privilege  was 
\ouchsafed  to  her  of  being  allowed  to  take  it  alone. 
There  were  no  callers ;  the  girls  were  not  about ;  and 
Broke's  scorn  of  the  effeminate  beverage  was  monstrously, 
proverbially  masculine. 

She  drank  three  cups,  and  failed  in  the  essay  to  eat 
half  a  slice  of  wafer-like  bread-and-butter  in  spite  of  the 
fact  that  not  a  crumb  had  crossed  her  lips  since  eight 
o'clock  that  morning.  She  took  up  a  novel  of  Tolstoy's 
in  French  and  tried  to  re-read  portions  of  it  chosen  at 
random.  She  found  she  could  not.  She  opened  volumes 
of  Balzac  and  Schopenhauer  taken  haphazard,  but  one  and 
all  bearing  an  acute  relation  to  human  life  and  illumin- 
ating sidelights  on  the  stress  of  it.  Their  success  was  no 
§^eater.  Literature  was  become  a  poor,  an  ineffectual 
thmg,  when  called  upon  so  imptriously  to  mitigate  her 
"  ital  agonies. 

Between  six  o'clock  and  seven,  her  own  maid  who  had 
spent  the  afternoon  in  doing  duty  at  the  cottage,  appeared 
in  the  drawing-room  in  her  cloak  and  hat, 

"  Miss  Delia  sent  me  to  tell  you,  ma'am,  li, at  the  doctor 
has  been  sent  for." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Mrs  Broke, rising  and  laying  down 
ner  book.    "  Will  you  please  fetch  me  some  things  ;  and 
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wiU    you    also  inquire  whether  Mr.  Broke   is  in    th. 
"^"7r 'sroke  is  in  the  library,  ma'am."  «iid  the  maic 

'^'*rSo2?heKefinto  her  cloak  Mrs.  Broke  said 
..  yJu  mtTlt'slSe  f^  and  go  back  to  the  cottage  . 

'°She"tten  we"nt  forth  to  her  last  battle.  Broke  was  di 
cover^i^^atrat  a  table  wri^ng  !«"- /^^^  ^7 
the  room  he  looked  up  at  her  ^"d  wa5  then  ^en 
nause  in  his  occupation  to  bite  his  pen  vapieiy. , 
though  something  Ld  suddenly  passed  out  of  hi.  mn 
which  was  very  important  should  remam  »"  »*•  "^  ^ 
rboutT  resume  Whout  speakmg  a  word,  when  s 

'^•'7  am  sorr>-  to  interrupt  you.  Edmund,  but  I  woi 
a.k  for  a  minute  or  two  of  your  attention. 

He  laid  down  his  pen  and  rose  from  his  chair  in  a  i^n 

Object     On  that  ground  I  ask  you  to  give  a   pati 
hearing  to  what  I  have  to  say.    You  wJl  ? 

He  stood  without  one  evidence  of  life  m  his  lac. 
silence  was  complete.  „ 

"  Answer  me,  Edmund.    You  will  ? 

The  tired  expression  in  his  face  seemed  to  deepen, 

'^'you  mSf^'EdmunH.  and  you  shall,    There  ^ 
essentSjhing'you  should  hear,  and  hear  it  you  shall. 

''  nt^i  a  sudden  attempt  to  get  past  her  to  the  c 
Sh?  stepped  quickly  in  front  of  him,  and  held  him 
two  coW  but  firm  hands  on  the  breast  of  hjs  coat. 

°  It  is  not  for  you  and  me  to  descend  mto  the  m. 

futile.  Edmund."  she  said  in  a  voice  that  had  a  f 

rvgg^tion  of  a  superhuman    augbter  ;"  i  •        ^^  1= 

.ave  to  say  is  this  :  they  have  ]ust  sent  to  te  Ime  tha 

wife  of  your  son  lies  at  the  cottage  on  the  hill  vnth  < 
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And  I  hasten  to  inforr'  you  of  this  fact,  because  I  conceive 
it  to  be  mv  duty.  ¥<  u  are  the  one  person  whom  it  nore 
immediately  concerns.  Your  only  son  is  dead,  but  >ou 
will  recognize  that,  after  all,  your  name  may  not  be  ex- 
tinct. I  now  ask  of  you  that  you  accompany  me  to  the 
cottage  to  ascertain  'or  vourself  the  fate  that  is  reserved 
for  that  »»-ich  is  more  ?o  you  than  anything  else  in  the 
world." 

f  These  #le  M.-orc.      ere  rendtred  in  something  of 

the  const  sunner  of  a   peroration,  but  all  the  while 

she    was  ^Hng    she   i    ver  took    ler  haggard  eyes 

from  ti>n»^.  riie  m  i  befot  ■'  her.  But  he  did  what  he 
could  to  his  oAi).    H'    still  st'x>d  motionless  and 

perfectly  ^t  except  vhere  the  nassive  shoulders  were 
a  little  b<»  u  as  hv  a  sv)/  cession  of  loads  that  had  proved 
too  heav  or  thetrn  to  bear.  B-U  there  was  not  a  sign  of 
comprehe  "SMn  to    «  detected  m  him. 

"  For  you  to  r.-  gaai«  nsensiblc  to  all  that  fact  means 
cannot  be.  A  s< '  lav  ne  bom  to  your  house  this  evening, 
and  in  that  eveni  e  v«rrv  loyalty  to  the  name  you  bear 
will  con'  [If  1  you  to  ickiKwledge  it.  The  very  pride  of 
kindred  that  wi  '  nof  alio*  you  to  relent  will  in  that  case 
force  ■>    a  todo  s. 
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«er  into  the  hidden  eyes. 
bias  -.part,"  she  went  on  in  a  voice 
emotion  had  been  suppressed  rigor- 
tse  matter  on  the  higher  plane  of  an 
adorn.  Do  you  not  see  that  if  that 
,0M  will  be  compelled  to  submit  ? 
xjtf  politic,  do  you  not  think,  to  recognize 
comes  to  iiass  ?  Is  it  not  due  to  yourself 
that  you  yield  of  your  o-  n  free  will  rather  than  at  the 
dictation  of  Circumstanri  ?  Consider  it,  Edmund,  in 
that  Ught.  Consider  ho'  essential  it  is  to  make  that 
concession  here  and  now.     It  is  to  save  yourself." 

Broke  continued  dumb.  No  sound  interrupted  the 
long  minute  of  silence  that  fell  between  them.  His  wife 
then  altered  hsr  tone.  It  acquired  a  note, of  pity,  it 
assumed  a  tinge  of  irony. 

"  My  poor,  dear  man,"  she  said  gently,  "  can  you  not  see 
how  futile  your  own  puny  efforts  are    "  en  you  oppose  them 
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to  Fate  ?    To  persevere  one  hour  tonger  in  the  attitu 

you  have  taken  up  ii  to  go  headlong  to  your  own  doo 

C  forget  that  ySu  are  not  a  mythica  character  able 

moSld  your  dettirv  according  to  your  vn\\.    To  the  trad 

Se  of  Cuttish.     you  are  the  squire  of  Covenden ;  to  y< 

ffl  and  neighbours  you  are  a  person  of  an  ummpea. 

Lwe  respectabUity  ;  you  are  a  symW  of  Anstocracy  mj 

conventional  sense  ;  but  to  the  God  of  Heaven  or  the  Paj 

SStS  oX  General  Force  you  are  no  more  than  any  moi 

iTthm  aU.    What  can  the  devices  of  oiu:  wretched 

HnUted  flesh  avail  when  they  are  face  to  face  with  t\ 

rsumrtepowers?    One  stroke  from  th«  paw  ofCucv 

stance  and  you  are  prone.     Do  you  *yPP«*;  "VV.  PS?";^ 

man  thev  do  not  mock  at  you  ?    Do  you  thmk  They 

not  deride  you  to  death  when  you  set  up  your  misera^ 

fntf^tZ  wiU  against  Theirs  ?    If  there  is  stUl  a  sens( 

So^rS  remai'ning  to  you  I  implore  y^toemc^ 

Exercise  it  while  there  is  yet  tune.    Before  this  nign 

over  I  bcUeve  that  the  powir  of  voUtion  may  no  longei 

^°B?oke  remained  a  statue.    Not  even  words  of  mocl 

such  as  these  could  break  through  the  vn\\  of  his 

Sve  .  mteness.    From  first  to  last  he  did  not  m 

K  unl  .ppy  woman,  knowing  it  to  be  the  last  intcn 

they  could  ever  hold  together  on  this  «"b]ect  continue 

nrei'   this  final  opportunity.    She  was  losmg  her 

Sfmentous  fattle.  ^y.  her  Jck  spirit  told  ^er^^^.J^^ 

it  already,  but  she  must  go  on.    From  mockeij 

ietiSn  of  him  she  passed  to  all  the  arts  and  dej 

of  perfervid   appeal,   mounting   presently  to   the  v 

ISnces  of  pSSion.   afterwards   to   return  ^o   a^^ 

defiant,    superhuman    self-contro      She    spoke    wit 

Serenity  of  Section,  a  concentrated  discretion  of  p 

which  proved  that  in  this,  its  last  extremty,  her  i 

Sained  its  powers  undaunted  and  to  the  fuU.    Argut 

Sa?ion.Cnace.  cajoleiy   appeals  to  hisdigmty 

intelUeence.  the  we  fare  of  his  race,  her  own  long 

affirir;dces  on  his  behalf,  suggestions  of  pahcy 

expedience,   indeed,  every  weapon   her  overdnven 

haffin  thei;  armoury  she  daredtoemploy  and  diden 

with  a  diiectness  that  was  unsparing.    But  from  fii 
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lut  he  stood  a  veritable  rock.  Not  a  word  crept  or-  of  his 
locked  lips.  The  hue  of  death  was  upon  his  face,  the 
inanimation  of  it  was  upon  his  heart. 

However,  she  supported  this  passiveness  with  absolute 
fortitude.  Her  qualities  were  not  tested  in  vain.  In  her 
hour  of  supreme  need  they  did  not  desert  her.  Like 
those  of  the  truest  of  her  countrymen,  they  would  not 
allow  her  to  admit  that  she  was  beaten,  defeated,  over- 
thrown, long  after  that  fact  had  appalled  her  spirit. 
On  and  on  she  struggled  breathlessly,  sickly,  blindly, 
with  a  dogged  valour,  long  after  her  aim  had  lost  its  concen- 
tration and  certainty.  The  inevitable  loomed  ahe&d, 
a  dark  and  grisly  talk,  but  to  submit  to  it  v. is  impossible 
as  long  as  there  was  a  drunken  stagger  left  in  her  limbs. 
And  when  weak,  when  sobbing  for  breath,  when  despised 
and  broken  at  last,  she  foresaw  that  the  mere  limitation? 
of  the  flesh  were  about  to  conquer  her,  she  said  finally, 
with  hardly  the  same  degree  of  control  in  her  voice, 
and  with  something  perhaps  a  little  overwrought  in  her 
demeanour — 

"  Edmund,  there  is  one  word  more.  If  a  son  is  bom 
to  your  house  this  evening  I  would  have  you  remember 
that  he  inherits  a  fortune  of  some  two  hundred  and 
seventy  thousand  pounds.  Do  not  forget  that  the 
will  of  old  Mr;  Brefitt  is  made  in  his  favour. 
And  I  ask,  are  you  so  blinded  by  your  own  arrogance 
that  you  do  not  distinguish  by  the  light  of  that 
circumstance  that  a  sardonic  agent  is  presiding  over  your 
affairs  ?  I  ask  you,  Edmund,  do  you  not  detect  a  certain 
irony  in  the  fact  thai  you,  the  arch-despiser  of  the  vulgar 
and  the  sordid,  you,  the  high  priest  of  the  cult  of  blue 
blood  and  virgin  aristocracy,  should  be  condemned  to  have 
the  very  existence  of  your  house  depend  on  the  contempt- 
uous benevolence  of  such  a  one  as  the  late  Mr.  BreflBt  ? 
That  two  hundred  and  seventy  thousand  pounds  will 
intervene  to  save  us  all  from  ruin,  and  in  the  event  of  a 
manchild  being  given  to  you  to-night,  will  secure  to  your 
heirs  throughout  generations  yet  to  come  something  of 
the  former  affluence  of  your  race.  Edmund,  I  implore 
vou  to  vield.    Do  vou  not  see  that  Circumstance  is  gibing 
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and  a  plaything  of  High  Heaven  ?  Have  you  yet  to  lean 
my  poor  Edmund,  that  whenever  these  Immortals  sp 
out  an  inherent  baseness  flourishing  in  the  rank  soil  c 
our  human  souls,  they  gloat  upon  the  sight  and  smac 
their  chops  ?  Give  in,  poor  Edmund ;  renounce  the  damne 
thing  lest  they  mock  you  to  death. 

••  For  the  last  time  I  beseech  you  to  come  with  me  1 
the  cottage  now.  Accept  the  unhappy  creature  you  ha> 
despised  before  vou  are  made  to  do  so  by  that  ine: 
orable  Force  that  is  deriding  you.  Put  away  your  blin< 
ness,  Edmund,  and  forgive  your  son  who  has  lain  th 
fortnight  dead— before  you  are  made  to  do  so  miserab 
upon  your  knees.  And  there  is  another  child,  an  outca 
from  your  heart,  whom  you  will  be  compelled  to  remstat 
Can  you  not  see  that  it  will  be  more  consistent  wii 
the  native  dignity  of  your  nature  if  you  do  these  thin, 
of  your  own  choice  ?  Do  not  tarry  until  a  manchi 
is  given  to  your  house.  If  you  do,  it  will  become 
weapon  to  compel  you  to  obey.  I  speak  for  tne  la 
time,  Edmund  ;  I  can  speak  no  more." 

She  ended  with  flushed  cheeks  and  many  signs 
purely  physical  distress.  She  trembled  violently  ;  the 
was  a  tightening  of  her  throat  and  chest ;  the  brea 
issued  out  of  her  in  hard  and  thick  sobs  ;  the  very  tissu 
of  her  overwrought  being  seemed  to  stagger.  Again  ai 
again  she  tried  to  snatch  a  glimpse  of  our  hero  s  avert 
eyes.  She  raked  the  mask  that  was  his  face  for  the  rela 
ation  of  a  muscle  ;  she  searched  every  inch  of  his  clench 
stolidity  for  one  faint  evidence  of  a  produced  effect.  F 
all  that  she  could  read,  she  would  have  done  as  well  to  ha 
searched  the  face  of  a  wall. 

She  withdrew  her  sick  eyes,  and  went  out  of  the  roc 
without  saying  anything  further.  She  set  out  for  1 
cottage  with  her  insurgent  thoughts  cooling  from  a  wh 
heat,  and  clotting  into  a  nightmare  that  made  a  hor 
in  her  brain.  It  was  a  very  dark  night.  There  was 
wet  wind  in  it  that  now  and  then  carried  a  thin  spat 
of  rain.  It  was  very  mild  for  the  time  of  year,  i 
walked  fast  and  felt  a  sensation  of  physical  relief  when 
occasional  spray  of  rain  was  dashed  in  her  face.  I 
cheeks  were  burning  with  such  an  intensity  that  wl 
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these  tears  out  of  heaven  were  flung  upon  them,  an  effect 
was  made  in  her  imagination  of  water  hissing  on  the  red 
heated  surface  of  a  cauldron. 

In  her  heart  was  the  clear  convnction  of  failure,  and 
something  worse.  She  had  staked  her  all ;  it  had  been 
swept  away ;  and  she  was  totally  bankrupt.  She  had 
matched  all  she  had  of  resolution,  of  mother-wit,  of  capacity 
for  suffering  against  the  unreason  of  this  man,  and  he 
had  treated  them  as  nought.  All  hope  of  his  salvation 
was  gone — and  of  her  own.  As  she  took  her  way  through 
the  slimy  purlieus  of  that  dark  evening  it  was  an  after- 
thought to  overwhelm  her.  There  was  not  a  hope  remain- 
ing for  him,  not  one  remaining  for  herself.  He  had 
rejected  her  most  sacred  entreaties ;  he  had  stood  insen- 
sible to  her  most  passionate  prayers.  All  elementary 
considerations  of  justice,  righteousness,  humane  policy 
had  been  swallowed  in  the  maw  of  that  inordinate  demon 
that  had  eaten  away  his  nature.  His  implacability  had 
become  inhuman.  That  man  was  perverted  who 
cherished  a  resentment  so  monstrous  at  such  a  season  in 
the  life  of  himself  and  in  the  life  of  that  he  valued  more. 

As  she  walked  at  a  furious  pace  to  the  cottage,  with 
the  gushes  of  rain  bringing  to  her  the  only  kind  of  relief 
that  was  possible  now,  a  relief  that  was  for  the  flesh 
purely,  the  horrified  woman  beheld  receding  backwards 
in  front  of  her,  step  by  step,  into  the  black  wall  of  the  night 
simultaneously  with  her  action  of  striding  forward  into 
it,  a  huge  ungainly  shape.  Once  before,  and  for  an  instant 
only,  she  had  caught  a  sight  of  such  a  hideous  phantom.  It 
was  in  the  night  following  her  confrontation  with  her 
husband's  attitude  towards  his  daughter  after  her  flight. 
This  evening,  however,  the  horror  was  more  vivid,  much 
more  embodied.  With  jaunty  and  spasmodic  gyrations 
it  backed  before  her  into  the  darkness,  receding  step  by 
step,  a  grotesque  dancing  monster  performing  unheard-of 
antics,  a  great  nameless  something  flapping  and  waving 
its  paws.  But  odd  and  misshapen  as  this  moving 
and  mocking  shape  might  be,  the  stoop  it  had  in  the 
shoulders  made  her  think  only  of  one.  And  once  or 
twice  as  it  emerged  for  a  moment  visible  out  of  a  wrack 
of  fast-flying  clouds  and  wind-shaken  trees,  she  saw  its 
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face.    It  was  grinning  at  her  in  the  guise  of  a  beast's,  but  i 
was  the  face  of  Broke. 

Her  flesh  reeled  when  she  saw  it  first.  She  shut  h( 
eyes,  and  reopened  them  to  find  that  this  inhuman  fac 
was  again  blotted  out  by  the  clouds  and  the  trees.  Bx 
at  the  of  the  avenue,  in  a  brief  interval  of  pastur^ 

it  w?  again.    It  was  merged  almost  immediate 

in  tl  -ii  of  a  farm  building.  All  the  time,  howeve 
the  grotesque  bulk  continued  to  mow  and  flop  as  it  recede 
before  her.  Suddenly,  turning  a  corner,  the  illuminati 
white  blind  of  a  farm-laboiurer's  cottage  flashed  m 
view.  With  a  piercing  sense  of  relief  she  knocked 
1  he  door  and  was  able  to  borrow  a  lantern. 

With  that  bright  talisman  to  bear  her  through  the  mg 
the  monstrosity  before  her  was  reduced,  but  nothi 
could  make  it  vanish.  For  she  had  waked  to  a  d 
covery.  Her  mate,  her  yokefellow,  had  had  the  ma 
torn  off  his  countenance.  After  all  these  years  his  seci 
was  known.  He  stood  forth  a  brute  in  a  man's  shaj 
an  ogre,  a  beast,  a  cleanly  Englishman's  clay  inhabited 
a  spirit  out  of  the  Pit. 

This  new  knowledge  made  her  reel  and  moan  aloud 

the  wind  in  an  agony.    It  was  driving  her  mad.    She  i 

a  physical  loathing  to  spawn  in  her  flesh.    It  was  pois< 

ing  her  nice  blood.      Her    very  arteries  were  grow 

foul   and   thick,  and  her  heart  could    not  perform 

functions.    She  had  lain  on  the  bosom  of  a  wild  be 

these  many  years,  a  wild  beast  formed  ironically  in 

image  of  a  Christian  Englishman.    She  had  been  strau 

to  its  breast,  and  she  had  suckled  its  young.    One  of 

breed  of  the  monster  had  only   that   morning  stnpi 

every  rag  off  her  until  her  gentle  body  was  bare,  and  1 

then  fleshed  its  maiden  claws  in  her.    And  in  this  f 

insatiate  indulgence  in  its  savageness,  it  could  not 

induced  to  take  them  forth  again  until  the  woman  t 

had  borne  it  promised  imminently  to  bleed  to  des 

Of  such  were  the  things  she  had  nurtured  with  all 

lavish  measure  of  a  mother's  care,  under  the  pitiable  gi 

delusion  that  they  were  human  as  herself.    Where  ' 

that   vaunted,   that   inveterate   wisdom   that  could 

cheated  so  ?    Poor  deluded  sheep  that  she  was,  was 
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not  paying  forfeit  of  her  wits  because  the  offspring  which 
she  had  cherished  as  ewe  lambs  since  the  accursed  day 
she  brought  them  forth  had  developed  the  fangs  and  the 
claws,  the  foul  nature,  the  inordinate  bloody  appetite  of 
the  damned  thing  that  was  their  sire. 

The  horror  in  her  brain  had  already  caused  one  f^ct 
to  assume  an  outstanding  dimension,  it  was  one  that 
she  had  foreseen  when  she  entered  upon  that  last  inter- 
view. But  now  the  realization  of  it  was  creeping  through 
her  veins  with  the  deadly  stealth  of  a  drug.  It  was 
convulsing  her  heart.  They  could  be  man  and  wife  no 
more.  In  all  that  long  term  of  their  conjugal  intercourse 
this  was  the  first  breach  that  had  come  between  them. 
Such  a  pair  of  temperate  and  eminently  sane  persons 
had  known  how  to  exalt  the  business  of  living  together 
into  a  symphony  of  companionship.  Their  good  breed- 
ing had  enabled  them  to  draw  the  nicest  distinctions 
in  the  art  of  give-and-take.  As  far  as  it  is  allowed  for 
one  human  being  to  interpret  another  human  being  in 
terms  apprehended  of  their  common  instincts,  Broke  and 
his  wife  had  known  how  to  do  it.  They  had  been 
very  much  to  one  another.  They  had  lived  in  the  inner 
paradise  of  a  very  perfect  harmony.  As  she  walked 
however,  in  this  gross  darkness  the  thirty-years  wife  of 
his  bosom  saw  all  that  was  past.  This  exquisite  com- 
munion had  been  wrenched  asunder.  The  same  perfect 
loyalty  of  intercourse  could  never  be  again.  It  would  be 
out  of  the  question  to  yield  that  peculiar  fidelity  to  one 
who  had  become  so  peremptorily  embodied  in  her  fancy 
as  a  devil.  A  grisly  accident  had  pulled  aside  the  veli. 
For  thirty  years,  incredible  a  the  fact  might  seem,  she 
had  been  deceived  by  that  fair,  that  palpable  device.  She 
would  be  deceived  no  more.  And  yet  she  might  have 
gone  to  her  grave  in  this  deception  had  not  a  sardonic 
impulse  overcome  High  Heaven. 
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At  the  Cottage  on  the  Hill 

IT  was  a  relief  to  the  afflicted  woman  to  reach  the  cc 
Here  for  the  time  being  was  a  surcease  from  the 
her  outraged  instincts  were  wreaking  upon  her. 
comfort  afforded  by  it  was  scmtv  indeed,  but  an; 
was  to  be   welcomed  rather  th>  should  be 

solitary  upon  the  mercy  of  the  night,    "here  was  i 
companionship   at   least    in    the    little    place, 
were  new  excitements  to  apply  their  sedatives  1 
unendurable  aches.    What  was  about  to  occur  pre 
might  prove  unendurable   also,  but  any  diversion 
immediate  sufferings  brought  with  it  relief  of  a  kind 
Dr.  Walker  had  arrived  already.    He  was  as  g 
usual  and  as  grimly  cheerful.     He  received  Mrs. 
with  something  of  the  nature  of  a  rough  humour 

evC" 

"  You  are  a  wonderful  sex,"  he  said,  "  for  the  c 
terics.  You  will  no  more  be  denied  your  births,  ma 
and 'funerals  than  will  a  brood  mare  her  feed  oi 
The  place  is  infested  with  women." 

"  We  are  indeed  great  sticklers  for  our  emotion 
quisites,"  said  Mrs.  Broke.  "  Emotion  is  our  foe 
drink.  Men  have  no  relish  for  it.  of  course.  II 
they  have  a  positive  distaste  for  the  precious  stufl 
which  we  wax  and  grow  so  fat." 

She  spoke  with  a  chastened  laugh  that  somehov 
against  the  doctor's  grain. 

"  I  shall  look  to  see  the  grandfather  here  befo 
night  is  over,"  said  the  doctor  in  his  blunt  fashion, 
a  rare  stroke  of  luck  if  it  be  a  boy ! " 
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AT   THE   COTTAGE   ON   THE    HILL 

"  I  think  a  Httle  good  fortune  one  way  or  another  is 
about  due  to  us. 

"  Yes,  I  think  it  is." 

He  looked  into  the  face  of  the  woman  before  him  with 
great  keenness.  That  laugh  of  hers  jarred  more  than 
ever  upon  his  ear.  Also  he  saw  there  other  things  that 
jarred  upon  hnn.  ^ 

"I  should  like  you  to  go  away  for  a  bit,"  he  said  in  a 
kmd  manner.  Go  away  to-morrow  to  the  Mediter- 
ranean  for  a  month  or  two.  Take  Mr.  Broke.  You  are 
both  a  bit  run  down.  You  want  change  and  a  rest.  You 
have  been  going  through  a  bit  too  much,  both  of  you." 
We  shall  see,"  she  said,  gently  putting  him  off  with 
a  return  of  her  placidity.  "  What  do  you  think  of  the 
poor  thing  upstairs  ?  " 

The  doctor  was  seen  to  compress  his  lips. 

"  She  is  a  very  frail  bii  of  a  thing,"  he  said. 

"Is  she  not  just  the  wick  of  a  farthing  candle  that 
might  easily  go  out  ?" 

"I  did  not  say  so.  Fortunately  they  so  seldom  do 
However  faint  the  spark  in  them  may  seem.  Dame 
Nature  is,  after  all,  a  trusty  soul  and  a  prudent  housewife. 
1  have  seen  her  keep  many  a  candle  burning  in  such  hours 
as  these,  when  the  slightest  breath  would  have  quenched 
It.  When  the  pinch  comes  we  can  look  to  her  to  make 
d  great  effort  for  her  children." 

"But  I  think  that  child  is  the  most  fragile  thine  I 
nave  ever  seen."  * 

"  Perhaps  it  may  relieve  you  to  know  that  I  have  only  lost 
one  case  of  this  kind  in  all  my  professional  expenence 
i^uch  cases  are  astonishingly  few,  especially  when  one 
considers  the  morbid  dread  that  so  often  overtakes  the 
patient.  It  is  wonderful  how  nature  contrives  to  put  her 
best  leg  first,  even  when  you  would  think  she  could  not 
pes;  iblj'. 

"I  fear  for  her  on  account  of  her  husband.  She  has  a 
terrible  prepossession." 

"  There  Hes  our  difficulty,  of  course.  Nothing  could 
have  been  more  unlortunate.  But  it  does  not  debar  us 
trom  being  cf  good  hope." 

With  this  final  expression  of  the  doctor's  faith  in  the 
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!^H  ™ve  S     Many  were  the  myslenous  whispe 

Uw  o"lh.  S    Theledroom,  the  »'«"f<ooma«d  t 
back  kitchen  trembled  at  her  eagle  g'^""-  .  P^?"  I 
lifSd  nr  her  autocratic  mien  and  snufied  the  air  aj 
Slo^eS  t^  world  at  large  with  >  Pe1Si«'^1^;J 
oJ  conviction  "  that  she  was  sure  s"?"'*'??,  "f*  f  °„ 

St^^  Sh^Sn=erse?«  - 1 

bosom  could  evince  a  I«'«P"»"  °' ^  T  Z*  in  ' 
J1'  rfte°Ues"'l     w^  'S'mu?h'^\^de, 

thP    "Old    Parliamentary    Hand,       as    tne    "»^"=" 
*r«ii  nf  the  late  Mr.  Gladstone,  who  was  wont 
Sf^e  ncophytt  of    he  British  Parliament  by  j 
S  ?voS  li  Horace  [-  J^^ -^^^^ 
^tSrR-S^a^rt^ettl^eruU:^^^^^^^ 

""  The  female  orgies  continued  to  go  on,  and  were  car 

♦n^eat  lengths.    Queer  foods  and  mvahd  concoct 

iptS^d  on  tCtabS  in  the  little  sittmg-room^nd  ^^^^^ 

emblems  of  science  as  appUed  to  njedicine  came  on  it 

The  chiacle  of  women  flittmg  round  them  g^^  even  i 

rapt  in  Sts  responsiveness  to  the  exigencies  of  the  moK 

when  fiS  thldoctor  and  then  the  nurse  was  seen  t 

nnstairs  with  silent  tread  and  solenm.  ,  r*  i;^  c 

^  hap^ned  at  a  time  when  Mt^.  Broke  and  Delia  s 

a  little  apart  in  an  angle  formed  by  the  wall  and 

chimney  ptece.  helping  one  another  in  the  manipul 

of  Unen,  and  Miss  Sparrow  was  a  few  pacf^^o^  ^ 

holdSig  a  saucepan  of  milk  over  the  fire,  that  the 
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door  was  seen  to  revolve  on  its  hinges  in  a  manner  so 
soundless  that  it  looked  like  mystery.  In  the  next  instant 
the  wind  swept  a  gush  of  rain  into  the  cosy  room,  and  with 
it  were  heard  obscure  sounds  of  shuffling  feet.  The  door 
was  pushed  open  wider,  and  the  dank  figure  of  a  man  was 
outlined  in  the  gloom  of  the  threshold.  The  startled 
eyes  of  the  witnesses  peering  at  this  strange  apparition 
through  the  hardly  adequate  glare  of  the  lamp  and  the 
firehght  saw  it  to  be  that  of  a  large  man  and  burly.  There 
was  an  odd  stoop  in  his  shoulders.  His  hair  was  almost 
white,  and  his  face  was  grey. 

He  lurched  into  the  room  with  his  hands  thrust  out  in 
front  of  him  in  the  manner  of  one  blinded  so  recently  that 
as  yet  he  was  not  grown  accustomed  to  his  affliction,  or  of 
one  groping  forward  into  a  dark  room  to  find  a  box  of 
matches.  But  his  eyes  seemed  to  have  no  spark  of  con- 
sciousness residing  therein.  It  was  as  though  he  neither 
knew  where  he  was  nor  what  he  was  about.  He  groped 
his  way  past  the  table  to  the  most  distant  corner  of  the 
room,  which  an  empty  chair  chanced  to  keep.  As  he 
shuffled  towards  it  he  looked  neither  to  the  right  nor  to 
the  left.  There  was  something  eerie  in  the  manner  of  his 
progress,  its  total  oblivion  to  light  and  surroundings,  that 
suggested  a  person  walking  in  his  sleep.  There  appeared 
not  the  faintest  recognition  in  him  of  time  and  place. 

The  three  witnesses  of  the  apparition  were  separated 
from  it  by  the  l^ole.  Spellbound  they  stood  to  watch. 
They  were  fascinated,  unable  to  speak  or  move,  by  the 
intrusion  of  this  weird,  uncanny  presence.  It  was  not 
until  it  sat  down  with  an  audible  heaviness  on  the  chair  in 
the  comer,  plucked  from  its  head  the  square-crowned  felt 
hat  from  which  the  wet  was  running  in  a  stream,  and  laid 
It  on  the  floor  with  a  purely  mechanical  gesture  by  the 
side  of  its  gaiters,  and  proceeded  then  to  rest  its  chin  on  a 
knuckle  which  in  turn  rested  upon  the  knob  of  an  ash 
stick  which  was  borne  in  its  hands,  that  the  power  of  move- 
ment returned  to  the  three  who  saw. 

The  old  aunt  v/as  the  first  to  recover  it.  She  left  the 
saucepan  of  milk,  which  was  already  beginning  to  bubble 
on  the  fire,  and  crept  with  a  stealthy  terror  to  the  side  of 
Mrs.  Broke,  and  timidly  took  hold  of  her  dress.    It  was 
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the  act  of  a  child  in  the  nursery  when  it  has  been  delude 

sruc^pan  and  boiled  over  with  a  mighty  hiss  into  the  fii 

of^toB  ?hl  Set  was  imbrued  in  her  ..umbly  that  the  m 

her  senses^rmitted  her  to  know  that  it  was  he.  and  ma^ 

SlHtSa^.:  ^  hiaStf  antSS^o J 
Sranged  Still  befo^^  the  fire   into  an  even  srnaller  apa 

Broke     EvSi  to    when  ruefully  she  proceeded  to  [ 
fhfbmninr^ucepan  o«  the  fire   she  was  ^m  tr«^b 
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minute  had  to  make  a  circuit  of  seconds,  and  be  ticked  out 
of  her  pulses  before  so  much  as  two  consecutive,  two 
reasonably  cogent  thoughts  could  convey  the  dimmest 
sense  of  its  nature. 

Physically  she  was  in  the  condition  of  the  felon  who,  cut 
down  from  the  gallows  as  dead,  is  in  the  act  of  being  restored 
to  life  by  his  devoted  friends.  He  has  been  cut  down  as 
dead,  but  with  their  remedies  and  restoratives  they  are 
forcing  back  the  tardy  blood,  blackening  already,  along  one 
artery  at  a  time.  The  agony  of  resuscitation  is  said  to  b** 
unendurable.  It  is  said  that  even  life  itself,  the  most 
sovereign  boon  of  any,  is  too  dearly  purchased  at  the  price 
of  that  ineffable  anguish.  To  be  so  far  gone  in  death,  and 
yet  not  to  be  allowed  to  die,  is  resented  by  nature  as  an 
interference  with  her  first  prerogative.  The  hapless 
sufferer,  the  instant  the  first  black  droppings  begin  to  flow, 
cries  aloud  for  death  as  the  one  solace  to  be  rendered  to  his 
mortal  throes.  This  wretched  woman  had  been  cut  down 
from  the  tree,  to  all  intents  and  purposes  dead,  and  here 
was  the  man  come  to  reclaim  that  still  warm  body,  and 
in  the  act  starts  the  congealed  Ufe  in  her  afresh. 

She  was  not  to  be  allowed  to  perish,  although  she  wished 
so  to  do,  having  tasted  already  of  the  ultimate  sweetness 
of  death.  The  very  act  of  her  passing  was  arrested.  By 
the  time  she  had  acquired  this  first  illusive,  evasive  instinct 
which  made  for  knowledge,  her  shuddering  form  had  beei. 
forced  into  a  chair  at  the  table  littered  with  crockery. 
She  rested  her  elbows  upon  it,  and  held  the  sides  of  her 
breaking  head  between  her  hands.  One  of  her  elbows 
rested  in  a  bowl  half  full  of  milk,  the  other  on  a  tray  con- 
taining bread.  The  monster  was  there  in  that  room, 
seated.  How  he  had  found  his  way  there  that  night  of  all 
nights,  through  the  rain  and  the  darkness,  was  a  secret  in 
the  keeping  of  the  mocking  deity  who  had  fashioned  him 
in  the  shape  of  a  human  father  and  husband.  Doubtless 
it  was  the  same  deity  who  would  not  allow  her  now  to  die. 

'e  was  come  to  the  cottage  of  his  dead  son.  He  was 
there  in  that  room,  with  his  guilty  hands  holding  his  chin. 
Would  it  not  be  in  keeping  with  the  fact  to  say  that  the 
pride  of  kindred  and  thepassion  for  the  land,  with  the  aroma 
of  a  thousand  years  upon  it,  had  drugged  his  spirit  as  with 
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a  great  and  aged  wine,  and  had  led  him,  drunken  and  hiii 

and  staggering,  through  the  black  winter'*  evening,  to  t 

wind-iSken.  rain-beaten  threshold  of  that  cottage  doo 

He  might  well  reel,  well  might  there  be  no  shade  ol  comp 

hension  in  those  glazed  eyes,  in  that  obscene  face,     l 

monster  was  drugged  into  a  helplessness,  an  manity  ti 

was  even  more  unseemly  than  bis  native  beastlinew. 

had  come  there  to  that  litUe    oom  in  spite  of  himsj 

knowing  nothing  of  his  deed.    He  knew  as  much  ol  wl 

he  was  about  as  a  caterpillar  climbing  a  tree.    MiUiona 

generations  of  caterpillars  had  gone  through  that  irrelevi 

performance  in  the  stress  of  some  vague  instinct,  and 

the  end  of  time  they  would  continue  to  obey  it.    For 

more  sufficient  reason  was  the  monster  sitting  in  that  ro 

now,  with  h^  chin  upon  his  stick.    He,  no  more  than 

caterpillar,  could  divorce  himself  from  his  species  whet 

he  would  or  no.    The  individual  must  perform  the  spe* 

functions  of  the  genus. 

In  the  midst  of  these  contortions  of  her  mmd  on  t 

perilous  and  so  insecure,  because  so  indefinitely  defii 

border-line  between  sanity  and  chaos,  the  light  of  rea 

flickered  now  this  way,  now  that,  as  though  buffeted  at 

by  arid  breaths  out  of  her  spirit,  presently  to  flare  u 

little  brighter,  a  Uttle  more  securely,  for  it  was  sudde 

nourished  with  the  fuel  of  a  concrete,  a  thoroughly  o 

prehensible  fact.     Delia  had  quitted  the  room.     1 

was   a  simple,   lucid,   definite   fragment   of   knowle^ 

There  was  refreshment  for  her  bewildered  senses  m 

freedom  from  complexity.    It  was  a  plain  fact  they  o 

understand.    Delia  had  quitted  the  room;  and  m 

act  was  a  point-blank  refusal  to  inhabit  the  same  p 

as  her  father.    It  cost  her  brain  no  expenditure  of  b 

and  tears  to  acquire  the  key  to  its  meaning.    Such  a  j 

nant  simplicity  braced  her  weak  wits.     Here  at  1 

was  a  matter  which  her  reason  could  apprehend  wit 

incurring  the  danger  of  being  overthrown  in  the  endeav 

She  rose,  and  tottered  into  the  next  room,  where  I 

was.    It  caused  a  nerve  to  jump  in  her,  as  if  bared  sudd 

to  the  air,  to  find  that  the  face  of  her  daughter  had  rela 

into  that  hardness  which  transcended  even  the  cok 

of  passion   which  that  morning  had  struck  her  to 
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knees.  Now,  however,  she  had  passed  beyond  those 
stages  of  an  individual  emotion,  of  which  fear  may  be  a 
phase.  By  now  the  woman  and  the  creature  were  merged 
m  the  type.  The  1?  hours  she  was  caUed  on  now  to  under- 
take were  as  remote  from  the  personal  as  those  of  Nature 

S^u  .J  ,^"  *.**  ^^^  '*^*'  ^"  *^a*  »*»e  »w,  all  that  she 
did,  had  lost  the  sanction  of  personality,  the  impetus  of 
entity.  Action  had  been  induced  in  her  by  a  kind  of 
hypnotic  process,  although  the  august  power  that  dictated 

•  vu*.jT^  ^^^  *°  ^"°^  ^*^**  she  did,  even  if  it 
withheld  from  her  the  precise  motive  for  her  deeds  Verv 
dimly,  if  at  all,  did  she  apprehend  what  ends  were  about  to 
be  served,  or  in  the  name  of  what  universal  principle  they 
were  undertaken.  It  might  be  said  in  a  compariron  of  a 
thing  so  infinitely  little  with  the  immense,  that  she  acted 
with  the  unreasoning  rectitude  of  the  earth  in  its  yearly 
peregrination  round  the  sun.  She  was  one  with  the  stare 
m  their  courses.  She  took  her  place  with  the  miracles  of 
the  firmament  in  their  obeisance  to  the  awe  of  the  universe. 
With  space  and  time  she  was  one;  with  Instinct  she 
marched  hand  in  hand  to  obey  the  dictates  of  Natural 
Law. 

"  DeHa,  I  hold  you  to  your  promise. 

"  You  must  fulfil  the  condition  under  which  it  is  to  be 
entered  upon,"  said  Delia  coldly. 

"  Yes,  I  will."  ' 

The  tone  had  laid  bare  a  second  nerve. 

She  asked  one  of  the  maids  to  procure  writing  materials 
lor  her  use,  and  while  these  were  seeking  she  said  to  the 
other — 

"  I  want  you  to  go  back  to  the  ho"se  as  quickly  as  you 
can,  tell  Reynolds  perr-^nally  to  scl  .i  a  good  horse  is  put 
m  the  cart,  and  you  ?      ,>  return  wit'  him  here  at  once." 

By  the  time  the  messenger  -  gone  on  this  errand 
wnting  materials  had  been  provmed  for  her  use.  There- 
upon she  tnok  a  seat  at  the  table  and  wrote  these  words— 
.  In  the  na-.ie  of  your  wife  I  implore  you  to  return  here 
munediat.iy  m  the  company  of  the  bearer.— Jane  Sophia 

As  she  was  in  the  act  of  addressing  and  sealing  the 
envelope    there     was    a    frank     and     almost     pitying 
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incredulity  to  be  seen  in  the  face  of  Delia.  In  tl 
interval  of  rather  more  than  half  an  hour  which  elapw 
before  the  man  came  with  the  cart,  the  mtenae  silenc 
was  hke  a  tomb.  In  that  period  not  a  word  passed  to 
tween  any  of  the  \yenon»  assembled  m  the  two  sma 
rooms  on  the  ground  floor.  That  strange^  arrival  ha 
oppressed  the  atmosphere  with  a  choking  density.  11 
knowledge  that  a  man  with  a  grey  face  was  sitting  in  thi 
dark  comer  with  his  chin  ever  resting  upon  his  stic 
arrested  their  voices,  seemed  to  enfeeble  their  Umbs.  i 
last  there  was  a  sound  of  wheels  without  in  the  rain,  ar 
a  little  afterwards  the  maid,  and  Reynolds  the  coachma 
came  in  dripping  with  water  and  bhnking  into  the  yeUc 

glare  of  the  room. 
Mrs.  Broke  gave  the  letter  to  Reynolds. 

"  I  want  you  to  take  this  to  the  shop  of  Mr.  Porter,  ti 
bookseUer,  at  Cuttisham.  You  wiU  find  it  easily— it  is 
small  shop  in  North  Street,  a  few  doors  out  of  the  Hii 
Street.  You  are  to  ask  for  Mr.  Alfred  Porter  and  you  ^* 
give  this  letter  personaUy  into  his  hands.  He  will  retu 
with  you  here  to  this  cottage ;  and.  Reynolds,  let  i 
urge  upon  you  that  the  matter  is  of  grave  importance. 

Reyriolds,  bowing  to  these  instructions,  went  to  execv 
them.  As  he  did  so,  the  look  of  pity,  of  incredulu 
was  seen  upon  the  face  of  DeUa  for  the  second  time. 

SUence  descended  again.  Delia  remained  in  the  mi 
room  out  of  the  sight  of  her  father,  whose  own  posti 
had  not  changed.  Presently  Mrs.  Broke  ascended  1 
stairs  to  the  doctor  and  the  nurse  in  the  chamber  abov 
and  when  she  did  so.  Miss  Sparrow,  not  danng  to  be  1 
alone,  deserted  the  utensUs  and  the  baby-Unen  and  t 
to  Delia  for  the  solace  and  the  safety  of  companionship, 
little  afterwards  Mrs.  Broke  came  downstairs  again  J 
beckoned  to  the  old  woman,  but  did  not  speak.  She  tl 
gathered  the  articles  in  front  of  the  sitting-room  fire  v. 
an  armful,  and  carried  them  upstairs.  The  old  won 
followed  meekly  and  whitely  in  her  wake. 
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CHAPTER  XLVIII 
The  Two  Voices 

IN  the  little  sitting-room  there  succeeded  another 
interval  devoid  of  sound,  devoid  of  incident.  Our 
hero  remamed  in  the  corner  huf*-^'  i  nto  a  grey  mass, 
with  his  chin  still  propped  on  He  remained 

motionless  and  alone.    Not  o^        -m;!     «  changed  his 
p<Kture.    His  eyes  were  wide,  b^      o       -.  i  to  be  glazed 
a  faded  violet  colour,  like  those   n  .    .       that  is  blind. 
They  stared  like  eyes  of  glass  out  oi ..      .xble  ;  and  so  in- 
tensely that  a  total  darkness  encompassed  them.  The  sounds 
01  a  small  clock  ticking  on  the  mantel-piece  might  have 
been  heard  distinctly,  but  to  Broke  they  were  not  audible. 
Ihey  were  merged  in  the  great  pulsations  of  his  heart. 
Everything  was  very  still  and  vague.    There  were  occa- 
sional fierce  gushes  of  rain  driven  by  the  wind  against 
the  window  panes  of  the  cottage.    He  mistook  them  for 
waves  of  blood   breaking  over  the  walls   of   his  mind. 
Uutside,  m  the  abyss  of  the  winter  evening,  there  was  not 
a  star.    There  was  nothing,  not  so  much  as  a  dark  pool 
01  water  or  the  shadow  of  a  gaunt  tree,  by  which  time  and 
place  could  be  identified.  The  night  was  a  void,  but  one 
hardly  so  great  as  that  of  the  spirit  of  the  man  who  sat  in 
the  corner  of  the  bright  and  small  room  with  his  chin  on 
ms  stick.    Time  and  place  had  even  less  of  -mbodiment 
in  Am.    He  might  be  on  earth,  a  withered  oak  tree,  a 
lailen  leaf,  a  blade  of  grass  bruised  to  death  by  the  hand 
01  winter ;  or  he  might  be  in  space,  a  disembodied  spirit 
waited  to  Elysium  along  the  clouds  of  eternity.    There 

597 


i*     I 


BROKE   OF   COVENDEN 

was  not  a  shade  of  recognition  remaining  to  him  that  h( 
could  surrender  to  his  own  sense  of  entity.  He  had  nc 
famiUar  evidence  of  life,  hardly  of  bemg.  ««  ^^^  ,^^;«^^. 
lous  mechanism,  whose  bram  was  a  sea.  v^  hose  clay  wa^ 
a  fire  :  an  impotent  mechanism  compounded  mysteriously 
trrekvantivTof  the  two  prime  elements,  wrought  witl 
mystery  equal  and  irrelevance  no  less,  into  a  crude  symbo 
or^  body  whose  end  and  beginning  was  darkne^  an. 
matter.    Beyond  that   elemental   knowledge   there  wa 

^udlenly'TTar-off  noise  was  heard  to  tintinnab^at 
faintly  in  some  remote  purlieu  of  his  spint      It  sui 

mounted  the  ticking  of  the  clock,  ^VS^Jir.Tn 'tter  of  S 

pulsations  of  his  heart,  it  surmounted  the  ^P^a^ter  of  th 

rain  against  the  windows  and  the  sounds  of  the  bloo 

br^ak^g  over  the  waUs  of  his  mind. ,  It  was  a  wail   . 

of  a  wind  drawn  painfully  fine,  a  wind  crooning  awa 

from  the  very  outer  verge  of  eternity     I*  w^^^^^\" 

as  if  it  had  crept  many  thousands  of  ^If^^cross  Jl 

sterile  wastes  of"^  space.    It  rose  and  fell,  b"t  repetitw 

did  not  make  it  more  intimate.    It  was  unreal    ^n 

and  monotonous ;  it  made  an  effect  of  unreason  m 

condiS  of  exqdsite  sanity.    As  this  faint  voice  co> 

tinued  to  issue  from  the  back  of  the  infimte  yet  came  r 

nearer  into  human  ken,  it  acquired  a  certain  quaJit 

Its  reason  to  be  grew  no  more  determinate,  yet  it  co 

ferred   supernatural    powers.    Some    grotesque    idea 

being,    of    self-recognition    sprang    directly  out   of    tl 

weirdness   of   it.    Time   and  space   became   PO^iWe 

little  afterwards  external  things  were  shadowed  fort 

A  dull  disc  of  yellow  appeared  in  front  of  his  eyes.    . 

first  he  thought  it  was  the  moon,  but  it  seemed  too  brigh 

and  then  the  sun,  but  it  did  not  seem  bright  enoug 

He  then  awoke  with  a  start  to  the  fact  that  it  was  a  lar 

on  a  table.       He  grasped  the  knowledge  that  he  >j 

sitting    in    a    room.      Soon   it  became    apparent   tt 

the  iUusion  he  had  experienced  of  a  disembodied  spi 

reclining  upon  a  cloud  had  been  produced  by  his  ct 

't°4rSw'thta„  ele™„.  of  frank  «.d  broad  f. 
was  introduced  into  his  fiantic  endeavour  to  wrest  ( 
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of  the  inner  tribunal  a  re-recognition  of  his  own  entity. 
The  thin  voice  that  had  at  first  rendered  it  possible  had 
been  weird  and  eerie,  and  not  unsolemn :  such  was  its 
suggestion  of  having  journeyed  long  through  time  and 
travelled  far.  But  here  there  started  up  a  competing 
voice  that  was  neither  weird  nor  solemn.  It  was  ridicu- 
lous. It  would  not  be  tolerated  in  a  harlequinade.  It 
was  the  lusty  c;ying  of  a  child. 

At  such  a  moment  a  voice  of  that  kind  was  indescrib- 
ably ludicrous.  That  perfectly  robust,  that  absolutely 
common  and  lucid  sound  in  conjunction  with  the  thin 
voice  right  away  from  the  outer  verge  of  eternity  was 
really  too  incongruous  for  human  reason  to  accept. 
It  was  altogether  beyond  bathos,  it  was  mockery.  It 
was  a  damnable  paradox  invented  by  a  devil  to  affront 
a  logical  and  delicate  human  ear.  It  was  hke  some  topsy- 
turvy conceit  in  a  nightmare.  Reason  shied  at  it  with 
a  positive  sense  of  affront.  However,  no  protest  from 
that  source  could  allay  the  incongruous  duet.  The  wail 
still  rose  and  fell,  and  crooned  in  mid-air  over  the  fields 
of  eternity.  The  infant  still  cried  lustily  from  some  station 
more  adjacent  to  his  outraged  ears.  Under  this  dis- 
tressing sense  of  the  ridiculous,  our  hero  made  a  more 
frantic  effort  to  re-capture  his  wits.  He  was  conscious 
of  their  effort  to  pass  the  yellow  disc  of  the  lamplight, 
as  is  a  sleeper  who  struggles  to  awake  in  the  midst  of 
foul  dreams.  Presently  he  could  make  out  his  wife 
beyond  it,  seated  in  shadow.  She  had  a  bundle  in  her 
arms. 

The  sight  of  her,  however,  did  nothing  to  assuage  his 
torment.  The  desperate  duet  went  on.  It  grew  more 
intolerable  as  it  proceeded.  One  noise,  certainly  the 
more  human,  the  more  natural,  proceeded  from  the 
bundle  his  wife  held  in  her  arms.  It  was  shrill,  lusty, 
disconcerting,  but  at  least  it  was  of  a  reasonable  and 
consecutive  character.  But  why  it  should  pit  itself 
against  the  other  sound  he  did  not  know.  The  effect 
of  them  in  chorus  was  not  to  be  borne.  He  must  stuff 
his  ears.  The  endurance  of  no  human  person  could 
sanction  such  an  incongruity.  If  that  menace  to  nature 
went    on    much    longer    he    felt    he    must     go    mad. 
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One  without  the  other  was  monstrous ;  blended  and  i 
chorus  they  made  an  effect  horrible  beyond  beUef . 

Do  what  he  would,  however,  the  two  voices  contmu« 
to  I -"ke  his  reason  totter.  There  was  something  di 
gi-  J  in  that  high  and  thin  wail  that  had  struck  tl 
first  effect  of  unreason  in  him,  which  yet  so  paradoj 
cally  had  summoned  him  back  to  sanity.  It  was  not 
be  compared  to  anything  in  earth  or  heaven.  It  hi 
an  analogy  to  winds  far  off,  rippling  the  branches  of  tl 
eerie  forests  of  the  moon.  It  was  like  a  mild  httle  voi 
hanging  in  mid  air,  a  dryad  mourning.  Now  and  th 
the  note  had  something  in  common  with  the  cry  of  i 
animal.  An^  yet  in  reality  it  could  not  have  been  ide 
tified  by  any  of  these  too  definite  descriptions.  For  t 
prevailing  quality  in  it  was  something  metallic,  som 
thing  mechanical,  that  invested  the  very  centre  of  the 
cadences:  an  oidered  recurrence,  a  regulated  comi: 
and  going,  a  rising  and  faUing,  an  mcredibly  ev 
repetition  of  its  timbre  that  had  nothing  in  commi 
with  the  human,  the  divine,  the  natural,  nor  the  sup< 
natural,  so  far  as  the  senses  of  man  had  been  evolv 
to  apprehend  them. 

Broke's  bleeding  nerves  recoiled  from  it  m  horror  aga 

and  again.  .       „    ^  j  x 

"  It  is  like  a  damned  machme  I     they  seemed  to  coi 
plain  to  one  another.    "  It  is  hke  a  danmed  machine  ! ' 
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CHAPTER  XLIX 
The  Survival  of  the  Fittest  :  the  Curtain  falls 

THAT  indeed  was  the  only  thing  it  could  be  said 
to  resemble.  It  was  a  piece  of  diabolical  clock- 
work. The  winds  of  the  night  escaping  out  of  chaos 
to  complain  among  willows  was  not  more  eerie.  It 
was  an  elaborate  yet  brutal  sequence  of  discords,  a  sym- 
phony of  music  as  they  might  understand  it  in  hell.  All 
the  time  it  continued  to  come  and  go,  to  occur  and  recur 
with  a  precision  and  an  equal  volume  of  sound  that  was 
frightful  in  its  regularity.  But  remote  as  it  was  it  could 
compete  with  the  most  adjacent,  the  most  insistent  of 
noises.  The  bundle  in  his  wife's  arms  emitted  high 
and  natural  infant  cries ,  but  near  and  clear  as  they 
were  they  could  not  drown  those  weaker  sounds  that 
were  so  far  away. 

The  duet  between  the  two  voices  went  on  and  on. 
Broke  had  again  ceased  to  be  conscious  of  anything,  save 
the  diabolical  fashion  of  their  blending.  It  grew  higher 
and  higher ;  it  rose  more  imperious ;  but  the  thinner 
note  was  ever  dominant.  After  a  time  the  nearer  one 
grew  less.  The  human  cries  from  the  bundle  subsided 
into  a  troubled  exhaustion.  Languorous  sobs  were 
shaken  among  and  dispersed  in  the  strident  outcry ; 
gradually  it  grew  intermittent ;  presently  it  ceased. 
The  unholy  wail  suspended  in  the  firmament  had  nothing 
then  to  dispute  its  ascendency.  Again  he  had  the 
desire  to  crush  his  hands  into  his  quaking  ears.  His 
nerves  were  bleeding  to  death.  The  trick  that  the 
arch-fiend  had  put  upon  him  was  sending  him  out  of  his 
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mind.  He  could  hardly  sit  in  his  chair.  At  last  he  coul 
endure  it  no  more.  He  jerked  up  his  head  in  the  startle 
manner  of  a  stag  drinking  at  a  pool  when  it  first  heai 
the  sound  of  dogs.  . 

"  What  is  that  noise  ?  "  he  demanded  impenously. 

"  That  is  the  mother."  ,  j      *    u    ., 

The  reply  caused  a  faint  streak  of  knowledge  to  brea 
over  his  face.  Hi-,  hands  froze  tighter  to  the  knob  ( 
his  stick,  and  on  it  he  .-ettled  his  chin  more  firmly,  if 
haggard  sweat  poured  down  his  cheeks  in  a  stream.  ^ 

The  nurse  came  down  the  stairs  softly.  Mrs.  Kro, 
gave  the  stupefied  bundle  of  Ufe  into  her  arms.  As  si 
did  so  the  nursp  pulled  down  the  corner  of  her  lips  dol 

"  Poor  young  lady  !  "  she  whispered  hoarsely. 

"  Hush  !  "  said  Mrs.  Broke. 

Tears  gathered  one  at  a  time  in  the  hardened  eyes 

the  nucse.  ,     ,  •    v  .,, 

At  this  moment  .e  sounds  of  wheels  were  again  heai 
outside  in  the  rain.  Mrs.  Broke  raised  her  head  ai 
stood  erect.  Her  form  was  strung  as  tense  as  an  arrc 
taut  on  the  string.  Her  listening  ears  could  dete< 
even  through  the  tumult  of  the  night,  the  creakings  ot 
vehicle  as  it  drew  up  at  the  gate  of  the  little  garden,  bl 
strained  to  catch  a  footfall  on  the  gravel  path.  The  o 
faintly  ironical  smile  flitted  round  her  tight  hps  for  i 
instant,  but  in  the  next  her  face  had  become  resolv 
into  much  the  same  condition  as  that  of  Broke  s.  Und 
the  lamp  the  sweat  ^hone  livid.  She  moved  to  the  do 
and  opened  it.  A  spatter  of  rain  simmered  upon  h 
face  suddenly  as  in  the  case  of  a  few  hours  before,  but  t 
engines  of  her  heart  no  longer  required  it  for  refreshmei 
There  was  a  supreme  exaltation  in  her.  She  stood  bai 
headed  to  shade  with  her  1  d  the  rain  and  the  grc 
darkness  from  her  eyes  and  peered  out  into  the  storm 
discern  the  outlines  of  the  form  she  had  come  to  seek. 

She  called  the  man's  name  softly,  but  there  came 
response.    It  was  too  dark  to  make  out  what  was  at  t 
bottom  of  the  garden.  There  was  not  a  sound  except  the  p 
ter  of  the  rain  and  the  mournful  noise  of  the  wind  sob  &] 
in  the  upper  branches  of  the  wood  behind  and  above  1 
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cottage.    She  continued  to  stand  in  a  posture  of  expect- 
ancy, but  no  form  appeared  before  her  on  the  garden  path. 
She  called  the  man's  name,  but  she  stood  alone.    Unques- 
tionably she  had  heard  the  sound  of  wheels.    That  blunt 
fact  dominated  her  like  a  passion  as  she  stood  looking  out 
upon  the  void.     Her  being  could  admit  no  other.      She 
continued  to  stand  with  the  rain  beating  upon  her  piti- 
lessly.   She  did  not  quail  before  it,  nor  when   the  wind 
cast  it  more  fiercely  in  her  teeth,  or  struck  her  bosom, 
did  she  recoil  or  gasp  for  breath.     Her  eyes  began  to 
ache  with  the  darkness.     And  yet  she  was  as  sure  she 
had  heard  the  sound  of  wheels  as  that  the  man  she  had 
sent  for  would  appear. 

At  last  the  wind  carried  towards  her  the  sound  of  the 
gravel  crunching.  A  foot  had  fallen  on  it.  Almost 
directly  a  vague  mass  w""  jlved  out  of  the  night  and 
the  flood.  It  climbed  i  i  path  to  confront  the  woman 
on  the  threshold.  It  was  a  i«in  with  his  great  coat 
turned  up  to  his  ears,  and  ne  peak  of  his  cap  pulled 
down  over  his  face  until  only  the  tips  of  his  chin  and  nose 
were  to  be  seen.  He  was  as  gaunt  as  a  drenched  sparrow, 
the  water  dripping  from  his  shoulders 
"  I  knew  you  would  come,"  the  woman  breathed  softly; 
"  I  couldn't  find  the  gate  in  the  darkness.  And  the 
rain  and  wind  are  horrible." 

She  hastened  to  lead  him  in  and  close  the  door,  for 
every  moment  the  wind  was  threatening  to  extinguish 
the  lamp  on  the  table.  As  the  man  moved  into  the  hght, 
and  stood  blinking  and  wiping  his  feet  on  the  mat,  he 
said — 

"I  am  afraid  I  am  bringing  mud  and  wet  into  this 
cosy  room." 

He  took  off  his  cap,  and  his  eyes  fell  on  the  nurse,  who 
was  rocking  the  infant  in  her  arms,  with  an  occasional 
tear  dripping  from  her  eyes  on  to  the  blankt;t  that  con- 
tained it. 

Mrs.  Broke  conducted  him  past  her  to  where  Delia 
was  seated  in  the  room  adjoining.  In  his  progress  he 
did  not  appear  to  notice  that  a  grey  huddle  of  a  man 
was  in  the  farthest  corner  of  the  room  through  which 
he  passed. 
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Upon  his  entrance  Delia  rose. 

The  man  did  not  look  at  her. 

Mrs.  Broke  closed  the  door  that  communicated  w 
the  other  room. 

"  You  must  take  off  your  wet  overcoat,"  she  said. 

"  Thank  you,  I  will." 

Delia  helped  him  to  remove  it.  She  was  very  co 
her  face  was  the  colour  of  snow.  During  the  moment 
which  she  tendered  her  aid  it  changed  to  scarlet,  and  th 
to  snow  again.  An  intense  bewilderment  was  maki 
her  eyes  grow  dark.  The  man  did  net  look  at  her  om 
although  there  was  an  instant  in  which  he  took  1 
arm  in  a  grip  that  had  a  slightly  authoritative  caress  in 

"  Won't  you  sit  down  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Broke. 

"  No,  thank  you  ;  I  think  no." 

She  found  that  bis  voice  and  the  measure  of  his  se 
effacement  were  making  her  strong.  They  had  seemed 
banish  any  suggestion  of  abnormality  in  their  meeting. 

"  I  must  first  make  the  purpose  clear  for  which  I  se 
for  you  this  evening.  But  before  I  do  so,  I  render  y 
my  thanks  for  obeying  the  summons.  I  content  mys 
with  saying  that  had  I  not  come  to  form  the  higlu 
estimate  of  your  nature  that  one  person  can  form  of  a 
other's,  I  could  not  have  issued  it.  I  could  not  ha 
dared." 

The  man  bent  his  face  a  Uttle.  A  slight  look  of  pa 
showed  upon  it. 

"  My  object  in  summoning  you  to-night  is  that  you  mi 
undertake  the  task  of  reconciling  a  father  and  daught( 
It  is  by  you  alone  that  it  can  be  done.  The  grave  crir 
that  was  committed  against  you,  your  wife  finds  impc 
sible  to  forgive.  But  at  the  entreaty  of  her  moth( 
made  upon  her  knees,  she  has  consented  to  make  yo 
perfect  magnanimity  the  sole  condition  of  her  forgiv 
ness  of  the  author  of  it.  You  have  only  to  withhold  i 
you  have  only  to  insert  one  reservation  in  its  absolu 
fulness  and  they  can  never  be  reconciled.  There  is  i 
power  in  the  world  that  can  reconcile  them  if  you  ele 
to  nurse  for  an  instant  one  spark  of  your  resentmer 
If  you  are  incapable  of  this  act  of  fortitude  I  shall  n 
respect  you  less ;  if    the  triumph  is  yours  of  achievi 
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it.  I  can  only  marvel  at  you  more.  Perhaps  I  have  no 
right  to  ask  it ;  perhaps  it  is  more  than  one  person  should 
ask  of  another.  But  as  a  wife  and  a  mother  I  ask  it, 
and  venture  to  do  so  because  all  requests  preferred  from 
those  sources  are  privileged.  I  ask  it  in  the  name  of 
the  children  that  may  one  day  be  yours.  As  an  .Id  and 
poor  woman  who  has  borne  many,  I  ask  it  on  my  knees." 

In  this  appeal  there  was  a  singular  simpleness,  an  abase- 
ment which  was  so  complete  that  it  encroached  oi.  the 
primitive  dignity  of  nature.  Without  venturing  to  look 
at  the  countenance  of  him  to  whom  it  was  made,  the  un- 
happy woman  covered  her  face  with  her  hands.  There 
was  an  instant  of  silence,  in  which  she  seemed  to  shrink 
into  herself,  in  which  her  heaving  sides  seemed  to  contract. 

In  the  next  the  man  had  laid  his  hand  on  her  shoulder 
with  a  gentleness  that  was  extraordinary. 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  think  I  see." 

"  You  will  lead  her  to  her  father  literally,  in  your  own 
person." 

"  As  you  wish." 

A  slightly  bleak  smile  twisted  his  face. 

The  woman  was  heard  to  breathe  heavily. 

"  A  man.     I  hear  the  voice  of  a  man.     A  man  speaks  !  " 

As  she  uttered  these  irrelevant  words  she  raised  his 
hand  in  both  her  own,  and  it  felt  the  strange  fervour  of 
her  hps.     A  single  tear  out  of  her  eyes  fell  upon  it. 

In  the  next  moment  she  had  gone  back  to  the  other 
room.  Broke  still  kept  the  attitude  he  had  occupied 
evei  since  he  had  come  there.  The  sweat  was  still  running 
down  his  face  in  a  stream.  To  the  grey  of  his  cheeks 
had  succeeded  the  pallor  of  death.  The  nurse  sat  at 
the  side  of  the  fire  rocking  the  quiescent  child  in  her  arms. 
The  wail  upstairs  had  ceased.  The  doctor  was  seen 
descending  the  stairs.  When  he  reached  the  room  his 
rough  face  was  observed  to  be  very  grave  and  com- 
posed.    He  came  softly  to  the  side  of  Mrs.  Broke. 

"  All  is  over,"  he  said  in  her  ear. 

Mrs.  Broke  held  her  heart. 

The  doctor  turned  to  the  infant  sleeping  in  the  arms 
of  the  nurse.  He  pulled  the  blanket  aside  and  favoured 
it  with  a  cursory  professional  glance. 
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"  A  fine  boy,"  he  said. 

His  comment  awoke  no  echo  of  response  in  the  s 
woman  shivering  by  his  side.  His  eyes  went  across 
table  to  where  Broke  huddled  with  his  chin  resting 
his  stick. 

"  Ha  !  there  is  the  grandfather  !    Does  he  know  ? 

"  Tell  him,"  said  the  unhappy  woman. 

The  doctor  turned  towards  our  horo. 

"  A  fine  boy,  Mr.  Broke,"  he  sai'i  with  a  native  he 
ness  in  his  voice. 

The  direct  manner  of  this  address  did  something  tc 
our  hero  from  his  stupor.     For  the  first  time   he 
his  head  out  of  his  hands,  and  in  the  act  the  stick 
with  a  clatter  to  the  ground. 

"  A  fine  boy,"  repeated  the  doctor  in  his  bluff  v 

"  Eh  ?  "  said  Broke. 

He  spoke  in  hoarse  bewilderment.  There  seemed  t 
some  kind  of  significance  in  the  words  of  the  doctor, 
he  knew  not  what. 

"  A  fine  boy,"  said  the  doctor  yet  again,  and  a  1 
proudly.  "  It  is  a  strange  providence  that  wat 
over  you  old  famiUes,  don't  you  think  ?  " 

No  ghmmer  of  comprehension  appeared  in  the  s 
eyes  of  the  grandfather.  They  were  stretched  d 
upon  the  lamp.    The  sweat  stiU  poured  down  his  i 

"  The  noise,"  he  was  heard  to  mutter.  "  The  n 
Why  has  it  stopped  ?  " 

"  We  couldn't  save  her." 

"  Hey ! "  said  Broke.  He  was  seen  to  place  a  h 
behind  his  ear  and  to  bend  it  forward  in  the  fe 
querulous  manner  of  a  very  aged  man  who  is  deaf. 

The  doctor  repeated  his  phrase. 

"  I  don't  understand,"  said  Broke  feebly.  "  Wli 
what  ?    I— I  want  to  know  about  that  noise." 

"  I  cannot  recall  a  more  painful  or  difficult  cas( 
my  experience.  The  premonition  she  had  taken  of 
husband's  death  proved  too  much  for  us.  It  gave  us 
chance." 

A  vague  comprehension  was  seen  to  creep  into  the  | 
face  of  the  grandfather.  His  tn^nk  was  suddenly  sha 
and  convulsed.    His  wife  lifted  the  bundle  out  of 
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arms  of  the  nurse.    She  bore  it  to  his  side.    Mutely  he 
put  up  his  piteous  face  to  hers. 

"  Edmund,"  she  said,  calling  him  by  his  name. 

The  sound  of  the  famiUar  calm  voice  was  a  never-faihng 
source  of  strength  and  consolation  to  him.  It  was  so 
now.  Something  of  the  stupor  was  banished  from  his 
spirit,  something  of  the  palsy  was  taken  from  his  blood. 
He  extended  both  arms  towards  his  wife  with  the 
eagerness  of  one  who  thirsts.  She  tucked  the  sleeping 
fragment  of  hfe  firmly  within  them.  He  gathered  it 
slowly  on  to  his  irresolute  knees. 

She  then  withdrew  with  great  swiftness  to  the  room 
adjoining. 

"  Now  !  "  she  breathed  from  the  threshold. 

They  were  both  sitting  side  by  side  at  the  table,  but 
at  the  summons  the  man  rose  to  his  feet  immediately. 
Delia  followed  his  action  with  dumb,  terrified,  disbeUeving 
eyes. 

"  Come,  child." 

He  was  seen  to  raise  her  softly  by  the  arm.  Taking 
her  then  by  the  hand  he  led  the  way  into  the  other  room. 
She  yielded  to  him  meekly  but  with  terror  and  incre- 
duhty  ever  increasing  in  her  face.  They  discovered  Broke 
in  the  comer  with  a  shapeless  mass  of  blanket  on  his 
knee.  His  face  was  hardly  recognisable,  it  was  so  wet 
and  grey.  He  lifted  it  at  the  approach  of  his  daughter 
and  her  husband.  He  had  expected  to  see  his  wife.  A 
look  of  bewilderment,  similar  to  that  in  the  eyes  of  his 
daughter,  came  upon  him  for  an  instant,  but  it  passed 
almost  at  once.  It  was  succeeded  by  an  expression  that 
was  incomprehensible,  that  had  no  meaning.  His 
mouth  grew  loose  and  weak.  His  right  arm  tightened 
about  the  precious  burden  it  encompassed.  Suddenly 
his  left  was  seen  to  be  extended.  At  the  same  instant 
a  harrowing  agony  seemed  to  spread  over  and  shatter  his 
limbs. 

Without  hesitation  the  man  led  DeUa  by  the  hand 
directly  to  the  place  where  our  hero's  were  outstretched 
to  accept  her.  But  even  when  conducted  there,  and  she 
was  released  from  his  grasp,  the  power  was  not  in  her  to 
yield  forth  her  hand  to  receive  that  other.     She  stood 
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before  it  mute.  Her  companion  seized  her  h;)nd  aga 
and  placed  the  limp  thing  in  that  which  was  yet  oi 
stretched  to  take  it.  A  curious  weakness  of  its  presst 
caused  her  to  submit.  Her  companion  stepped  ba 
quickly  into  the  room  from  which  he  had  come  a 
closed  the  door,  leaving  Mrs.  Broke  alone  to  stand  a 
gaze  from  her  station  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  tal 
with  eyes  that  were  going  blind. 

Upstairs  sat  the  old  woman  by  the  side  of  the  b< 
desolate  and  without  tears,  nursing  the  dead  hand 
her  niece.    Dowastairs  sat  our  hero  clasping  his  mi 
child  with  one  arm,  with   the  other  his  daughter.    1 
haggard  sweat  poured  down  his  face  unceasingly.       | 

At  this  point  those  lovers  of  honest  laughter  sitting 
Heaven  rubbed  their  knees  and  reared  lustily.  T 
curtain  was  rung  down  ;  and  the  God  of  Irony,  t 
author  of  the  little  piece  ♦hat  had  been  performed  wi 
such  taste  and  feeling  by  ti  intelligent  body  of  play< 
leant  forward  in  his  box  to  bow  his  acknowledgmen 
Again  and  again,  with  a  little  smirk  of  protest  that  stro 
in  vain  to  cloak  his  delight,  he  deferred  to  the  applai 
that  was  showered  upon  him  from  every  part  of  t 
Olympian  Theatre.  For  all  concerned  the  evening  h 
been  a  great  success.  • 


Butltr  ft  Tanner,  The  Sclwood  Printing  Works,  Frame,  and  Loadon. 
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